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ACT I. 
SCENE I.— Westminster Abbey. 

Dead March, Corpse q/'KiNO Henry thb Fifth, in state, 
is brought in, attended on by the Dukes of Bedford, 
Glostbr, and Exeter, the Earl of Warwick, tlve 
Bishop of Winchester, Heralds, &c 

Bed. Hung be the heavens with black, yield day to night ! 
Comets, importing change of times and states, 
Brandish your crystal tresses in the sky, 
And with them scourge the bad revolting stars 
That have consented unto Henry's death ! 
Henry the Fifth, too femGious to live long ! 
England ne'er lost a king of so much worth. 

Qlo. England ne'er had a king until his time. 
Virtue he had, deserving to command: 
His brandish'd sword did blind men with his beams ; 
His arms spread wider than a dragon's wings ; 
His sparklmg eyes, replete with wrathful fire. 
More dazzled and drove back his enemies 
Than mid-day sun fierce bent against their fsu^es. 
What should I say? his deeds exceed all speech: 
He ne'er lift up his hand but conquered. 

Exe. We mourn in black : why mourn we not in blood? 
Henry is dead, and never shall revive : 
Upon a wooden coffin we attend ; 
And death's dishonourable victory 
We with our stately presence glorify, 
like captives bound to a triumphant car. 
What 1 shall we curse the planets of mishap, 
That plotted thus our glory's overthrow? 
Or shaU we think the aubUe-mttedi l^cacks^ 
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Conjurers and sorcerers, -that, afraid of him. 
By magic verses have contriy^d his end? 

Win, He was a kin£ blessed of the King of kinga 
Unto the Ftench the dreadful judgment-<my 
So dreadful will not be as was his sight 
The battles of the Lord of hosts he fought : 
The church's prayers made him so prosperous. 

Olo. The church ! where is it ? Had not churchmen pray'd. 
His thread of life had not so soon decayed : 
None do ^ou like but an effeminate prince. 
Whom, like a school-boy, you may overawe. 

Win, Gloster, whate 'er we like, thou art protector. 
And lookest to command the prince and realm. 
Thy wife is proud ; she holdeth thee in awe 
More than God or reli^ous churchmen mav. 

Oh. Name not religion, for thou lov'st tne flesh ; 
And ne'er throughout the year to church thou go'st, 
Except it be to pray against thy foes. 

Bed. Cease, cease these jars and rest your minds in peace I 
Let 's to the altar : — heralds, wait on us : — 
Instead of gold, we'll offer up our arms ; 
Since arms avail not, now that Henry 's dead.— ^ 
Posterity, await for wretched years, 
When at their mother's moisten'd eyes babes shall suck ; 
Our isle be made a marish of salt tears, 
And none but women left to wail the dead. — 
Henry the Fifth ! thy ghost I invocate; 
Prosper this realm, keep it from civil broils ! 
Combat with adverse planets in the heavens ! 
A far more glorious star thy soul will make 
Than Julius Csesar or bright — 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mesa. My honourable lords, health to you all ! 
Sad tidines bring I to you out of France, 
Of loss, 01 slaughter, and discomfiture : 
Guienne, Champai^e, Bheims, Orleans, 
Paris, Guysors, Poictiers, are all quite k)st. 

Bed. What say'st thou, man, before dead Henry's corse? 
Speak softly; or the loss of those great towns 
Will make him burst his lead and rise from death. 

Olo. Is Paris lost? is Rouen yielded up? 
If Henry were recall'd to life again. 
These news would cause him once more yield the ghost. 

Exe. How were they lost? what treachery was ua'd? 

Mesa. No treachery bat want of inen and money. 
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Among the soldiers this is muttered, — ' 

That here you maintain seyeral factions ; 

And whilst a field should be despatched and fought, 

Tou are disputing of your generals : 

One would have ung'ring wars, with little cost; 

Another would fly swift, but wanteth wines ; 

A third man thinks, without expense at aU, 

By guileful fair words peace may be obtain'd. 

Awake, awake, English nobility ! 

Let not sloth dim your honours, new-begot : 

Cropped are the flower-de-luces in your arms ; 

Of England's coat one-half is cut away. 

Exe. Were our tears wanting to this funeral. 
These tidings would call forth ner flowing tides. 

Bed. Me they concern ; resent I am otFranca — 
Give me my steeled coat ! I'll fight for France. — 
Away with these disgraceful wamng robes ! 
Wounds will I lend the French, in^ead of eyes, 
To weep their intermissive miseries. 

^ Enter a second Messenger. 

2 MesA. Lords, view these letters, full of bad mischaiice 
France is revolted from the English quite. 

Except some petty towns of no import : 
The jbauphin Charles is crowned king in Rheims ; 
The Bastard of Orleans with him is jom'd; 
Reignier, Duke of Anjou, doth take his part ; 
The Duke of Alen^on flieth to his side. 

Exe. The Dauphin crowned king ! all fly to him ! 
0, wluther shall we fly from this reproach? 

Glo. We will not fly, but to our enemies' throats : — 
Bedford, if thou be slack I'll fight it out. 

Bed. Gloster, why doubt'st thou of my forwardness? 
An army have I muster'd in my thoughts, 
Wherewith already France is overrun. 

Enter a third Messenger. 

3 Mesa. My gracious lords, — to add to your laments. 
Wherewith you now bedew King Henry's hearse, — 

I must inform you of a dismal fight 

Betwixt tiie stout Lord Talbot and the French. x 

Win. What! wherein Talbot overcame? is't so? 

3 Mess. O, no; wherein Lord Talbot was o'erthrown: 
The circumstance I'll tell you more at large. 
The tenth of August last this dreadful loi^ 
^etinog from the siege of OxleanB, 
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Having fall scarce six thoiuMnd in his troop, 

By three-and-twenty thousand of the French 

Was ronnd encompassed and set upon. 

No leisure ha4 he to enrank his men ; 

He wanted pikes to set before his archers ; 

Instead whereof sharp stakes, pluck'd out of hedges, 

They pitched in the ground confusedly, 

To keep the horsemen off from breaking in. 

More than three hours the fi^ht continued ; 

Where valiant Talbot, above numan thought. 

Enacted wonders with his sword and lance : 

Hundreds he sent to hell, and none durst stand him ; 

Here, there, and ever3rwhere, enraged he flew : 

The French exdaim'd the devil was in arms ; 

All the whole army stood agaz'd on him : 

His soldiers, spyii^g bis undaunted spirit, 

A Talbot! a Talbot! cried out amain. 

And rush'd into the bowels of the battle. 

Here had the conquest fully been seal'd up 

If Sir John Fastolfe had not play'd the coward : 

He, being in the vaward, — piac'd behind. 

With purpose to relieve ana follow them, — 

Cowaraly fled, not having struck one stroke. 

Hence grew the general wreck and massacre ; 

Endos^ were they with their enemies : 

A base Walloon, to win the Dauphin's grace, 

Thrust Talbot with a spear into the baoL ; 

Whom all France, with their chief assembled strength. 

Durst not presume to look once in the face. 

Bed, Is Talbot slain? then I will slay myself^ 
For living idly here in pomp and ease. 
Whilst such a worthy leader, wanting aid, 
Unto his dastard foemen is hetr&yd. 

3 Mess. no, he lives ; but is took prisoner. 
And Lord Scales with him, and Lord Hungerford : 
Most of the rest slaughter'd or took likewise. 

Bed, His ransom there is none but I shall pay : 
I'll hale the Dauphin headlong from his throne, — 
His crown shall be the ransom of my friend ; 
Four of their lords I'll change for one of ours.— 
Farewell, my masters ; to my task will I ; 
Bonfires in France forthwith I am to make, 
To keep our great Saint Greorge's feast withal: 
Ten thousand soldiers with me I will take. 
Whose bloody deeds shall make all Europe quake. 

3 Mess. So you had need ; for Orleans u be8ieg.'<i'. 
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The English army is grown weak and faint : 
The Earl of SalisDniy craveth suppljr, 
And hardly keeps his men from mutiny, 
Since they, so few, watch such a multitude. 

Exe. Remember, lords, your oaths to Henry sworn. 
Either to <][uell the Dauplun utterly. 
Or bring him in obedience to your yoke. 

Bed. I do remember it ; and here take my leave, 
To go about my preparation. [Exit. 

Olo. m to the Tower, with all the haste I can, 
To view the artillery and munition ; 
And then I will proclaim young Henry king. [Exit 

Exe, To Eltham will I, where the young king is. 
Being ordained his special 0OT«mor ; 
And for his safety there FU best devise. [ExiL 

Win, Each hath his place and function to attend : 
I am left out ; for me nothing remains. 
But long I will not be Jack-out-of-office : 
The king from Eltham I intend to steal. 
And sit at chiefest stem of public weaL 

[ExvL Scene clones. 



SCENE H— Franci. Be/ore OrUam. 

Enter Chahlkb, with his Forces; Alen^on, Reignier, 

and others. 

Char, Mars his true moving, even as in the heavens, 
So in the earth, to this day is not known : 
Late did he shine upon the English side ; 
Now we are victors, upon us he smiles. 
What towns of any moment but we have ? 
At pleasure here we Ue near Orleans ; 
Otherwhiles the famish'd English, like pale ghosts, 
Faintly besiege us one hour in a month. 

AUn. They want their porridge and their £»t buU-beeves : 
Either they must be dieted like mules. 
And have their provendei tied to their mouths, 
Or piteous they will look, like drowned mice. 

Meig, Let's raise the siege : why live we'idly here? 
Talbot is taken, whom we wont to fear : 
Remaineth none but mad-brain'd Salisburv ; 
And he may well in fretting spend his gall, — 
Nor men npr money hath he to make war. 

Char. Sound, sound alarum ! we will rush on thscu 
Now for the honour of th^ forloni'Bt«CLOa.\ — 
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Him I forgiye my death that killeth me. 

When he sees me go back one foot or flee. [Exeunt, 

Alarums; excursiona; afUrwards a retreat Re-enter 
CHARLE8, ALEN90N, Reignikr, and others, 

CJiar. Who ever saw the like? what men have I ! — 
Dogs ! cowards ! dastards ! I would ne*er have fled 
But that they left me midst my euemies. 

Beig, Salisbury is a desperate homicide ; 
He fighteth as one weary of his life. 
The other lords, like lions wanting food. 
Do rush upon us as their hungry prey. 

Alen. Iroissart, a countryman of ours, reoonls, 
England all Olivers and Rowlands bred 
During the time Edward the Third did reign. 
More truly now may this be veriiied ; 
For none but Samsons and Goliasses 
It sendeth forth to skirmish. One to ten I 
Lean raw-bon'd rascals ! who would e*cr suppose 
They had such courage and audacity? 

Char. Let *s leave this town ; for they are hair-brain'd 
slaves, 
And huncer will enforce them to be more eager : 
Of old I know them ; rather with their teeth 
The walls they'll tear down than forsake the siege. 

Beig. 1 think, by some odd gimmers or device, 
Their arms are set, like clocks, still to strike on ; 
Else ne'er could they hold out so as they do. 
By my consent, we'll even let them alona 

Al^ Beitsa 

Enter the Bastabd of Orleans. 

Bast, Where 's the Prince Dauphin? I have news for him. 

Char, Bastard of Orleans, thnce welcome to us. 

Bast, Methinks your looks are sad, your cheer appall'd : 
Hath the late overtnrow wrought this offence T 
Be not dismay'd, for succour is at hand : 
A holy maid hither with me I bring, 
Which, by a vision sent to her from heaven, 
Ordained is to raise this tedious si^e. 
And drive the English forth the bounds of France 
The spirit of deep prophecy she hath, 
Exceeding the nme sibyls of old Rome : 
What 's TOtst and what 's to come she can descry. 
' Speak, shall I call her in? Believe my words, 
fxHT they are certain and unfidlible. 
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Char, Go, call her in. [Exit Bastabd.] But first, to 
try her skill, 
B^ignier, stand thou as Banphin in my place : 
Question her proudly ; let tby looks be stem : 
By this means shall we sotrnd what skill she hath. [Retires, 

He-enter the Bastabd of Orleans, toith La Pucelle. 

Beig. Fair maid, is^t thou wilt do these wondrous feats? 

Puc, Beignier, is 't thou that thinkest to beguile me? — 
Where is the Dauphin? — Come, come from behind ; 
I know thee well, though never seen before. 
Be not amaz'd, there 's nothing bid from me : 
In private will I talk with thee apart. — 
Stand back, you lords, and give us leave awhile. 

Beig. She takes upon her bravely at first dash. 

Puc. Dauphin, I am by birth a shepherd's daughter, 
My wit untrain'd in any kind of art. 
Heaven and our Lady gracious hath it pleas'd 
To shine on my contemptible estate : 
Lo, whilst I waited on my tender lambs. 
And to 8un*s parching heat displayed my cheeks, 
God's mother deigned to appear to me. 
And in a vision full of majesty 
Wiird me to leave my base vocation. 
And free my country frx)m calamity : 
Her aid she promised and assur'd success : 
In c6mplete glory she reveal'd herself; 
And whereas I was black and swart before. 
With those clear rays which she infus'd on me^ 
That beauty am I bless'd with which you see. 
Ask me what question thou canst possible, 
And I will answer unpremeditated : 
My courage try by combat if thou dar'st. 
And thou shalt find that I exceed my sex. 
Resolve on this, — thou shalt be fortunate 
If thou receive me for thy warlike mate. 

Char. Thou hast astonish'd me with thy high terms : 
Only this proof I'll of thy valour make, — 
In sinffle combat thou shalt buckle with me ; 
And if thou vanquishest, thy words are true; 
Otherwise I renounce all confidence. 

Pmc I am prepar'd : here is my keen-ed^'d sword, 
Deck'd with five flower-de-luces on each side ; 
The which at Touraine, in Saint Katherine's churchyard, 
Out of a f^^t deal of old iron I chose forth. 

Char, Then come, o' God's name; I fear no woman. 
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Puc And while I live 111 ne'er fly from a man. 

[Theyjight 

Char. Stay, ttay thy hands ! thou art an Amazon, 
And fightest with the tword of Deborah. 

Puc ChriBt's mother helps me, else I were too weak. 

Char, Whoe'er helps thee, 'tis thou that must help mc : 
Impatiently I bum with thy desire ; 
My heart and hands thou hast at once subdu'd. 
Excellent Pucelle, if thy name be so. 
Let me thy servant and not sovereign be : 
'Tis the French Dauphin sueth to tnee thus. 

Pv4^ I must not yield to any rites of love, 
For my profession 's sacred from above : 
When I nave chased all thy foes from hence, 
Then will I think upon a recompense. 

Char, Meantime look gracious on thy prostrate thrall. 

Reig, My lord, methimu, is very long in talk. 

Aim, Doubtless he shrives this woman to her smock ; 
Else ne'er could he so long protract his si)e6ch. 

Reig, Shall we disturb nim, since he keeps no mean? 

AUtl He may mean more than we poor men do 
know: 
These women are shrewd tempters with their tongues. 

Reig. My lord, where are you? what devise you on? 
Shall we give over Orleans, or no? 

Puc. Wny, no, I say, distrustful recreants ! 
Pight till the last gasp ; I will be your guard. 

Char, What she says I'll confirm : we'll fight it out. 

PvLC Assign'd am I to be the English scourge. 
This night the siege assuredly I'll raise : 
Expect Saint Martin's summer, halcyon days, 
Since I have entered into these wars. 
Glory is like a circle in the water, 
Wliich never ceaseth to enlarge itself 
Till by broad spreading it disperse to naught. 
With Henry's death the English circle ends ; 
Dispersed are the glories it mcluded. 
Now am I like that proud insulting ship 
Which Caesar and his fortune bare at once. 

Char. Was Mahomet inspired with a dove? 
Thou with an eagle art inspired, then. 
Helen, the mother of great Constantino, 
Nor yet Saint Philip's daughters, were like thee. 
Bright star of Venus, fall'n down on the earth, 
How may I reverently worship thee enough? 

Akn^ Leave off delays, and let us raise the aifige. 
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Heig, Woman, do what thou canst to save our honours ; 
Driye them from Orleans, and be immortaliz'd. 

Char. Presently we'll try : — come, let *s away about it : — 
No prophet will I trust if she prove false. [ExeunL 



SCENE in. — London. Before the Gates of the Tower, 

Enter the Duke of Gloster, wUh his Serving-men 

in blue coats, 

Olo. I am come to survey the Tower this day : 
Since Henry's death, I fear, there is conveyance.—- 
Where be these warders, that they wait not her?? 
Open the gates : Gloster it is that calls. [Servants hnoch. 

I Ward, [within,^ Who's there that knocks so imper- 
iously? 

1 Serv, It is the noble Duke of Gloster. 

2 Ward, \within,'\ Whoe'er he be, you may not be let in. 
1 Serv, Villains, answer you so the lord protector? 

1 Ward, \wUhin,'\ The Ix>rd protect him! so we answer 
We do no otherwise than we are will'd. [him : 

Gh. Who willed you? or whose will stands but mine? 
There 's none protector of the reahn but L — 
Break up the gates, I'll be your warrantize : 
Shall I be flouted thus by dunghill grooms? 

[Gloster's Servants rush at the Tower-gates, 

Wood, \within,'\ What noise is this? what traitors have 
we here? 

Glo, Lieutenant, is it you whose voice I hear? 
Open the gates ; here 's Gloster that would enter. 

Wood, \wUhin,'[ Have patience, noble Duke; I may not 
open; 
The Cardinal of Winchester forbids : 
From him I have express commandment 
That thou nor none of thine shall be let in. 

Glo, Faint-hearted Woodville, prizest him 'fore me, — 
Arrogant Winchester? that haughty prelate 
Whom Henry, our late sovereign, ne'er could brook? 
Thou art no friend to God or to the king : 
Open the gates, or I'll shut thee out shortly. 

I Serv, Open the gates unto the lord protector. 
Or we'll burst them open if that you come not quickly. 

[Gloster's Servants rush again at the Tower-gates. 

Enter Winchester, with his Serving-men in tawny coats. 
Wink How now, ambitious Humphrey! what means this? 
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Olo. Peel'd priest, dost thou oommand me to be shut | 

out? 

Win. I do, thou most usurping proditor, 
And not protector of the king or realm. 

Olo. Stand back, thon manifest conspirator, 
Thou that contriv'dst to murder our dead lord ; 
Thou that giv'st whores indulgences to sin : 
I'll canvass thee in thy broad cardinal's hat, 
If thou proceed in this thy insolence. 

Win. Nay, stand thou back ; I will not budge a foot : 
This be Damascus, be thou cursed Cain, 
To slay thy brother Abel, if thou wilt. 

Olo. I will not slay thee, but FU drive thee back : 
Thy scarlet robes as a child's bearing-cloth 
111 use to carry thee out of this place. 

Win, Do what thou dar'st ; I beard thee to thy foce. 

OU). What ! am I dar'd, and bearded to my face? — 
Draw, men, for all this privileged place ; 
Blue-coats to tawny-coats. — Priest, beware your beard; 
I mean to tug it, and to cuff you sotmdly : 
Under my feet I'll stamp thy cardinal's hat ; 
In spite of pope or digmties of church. 
Here by the cheeks rll drag thee up and down. 

Win. Gloster, thou wilt answer this before the pope. 

Oh. Winchester goose ! I cry, a rope! a rope! — 
Now beat them hence, why do you let them stay?— 
Thee Pll chase hence, thou wolf in sheep's array. — 
Out, tawny-coats ! — Out, scarlet hypocrite! 

Gloster and his Servants attack the other Party. In the 
tumult f enter the Mayor of London and Officers. 

May. Fie, lords ! that you, being supreme magistrates. 
Thus oontumeliously should break the peace ! 

Olo. Peace, mayor ! thou know'st little of my wrongs : 
Here 's Beaufort, that regards nor God nor king. 
Hath here distrain'd the Tower to his use. 

Win. Here 's Gloster, too, a foe to citizens ; 
One that still motions war, and never peace, 
0*ercharging your free purses with large fines ; 
That seeKs to overthrow religion. 
Because he is protector of the retdm ; 
And would have armour here out of the Tower, 
To crown himself king and suppress the prince. 

Olo. I will not answer thee with words, but blows. 

[Here t/iey skirmish Ojgain. 

May. Naught rests for me, in this tumultuous strife. 
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But to nu^e open proclamation : — 
Come, officer, as loud as e'er thou canst. 

Off. [reads.] AU manner of men assembled here in arms 
this day against God^s peoA^e and the king's, we charge and 
command you, in his highnes^ name, to repair to your several 
dweUing-places; and not to wear, handle, or use any sword, 
weapon, or dagger, henceforward, upon pain of death. 

Oh. Cardinal, I'll be no breaker of the law ; 
But we shall meet and break our minds at large. 

Win. Gloster, we'll meet, to thy dear cost, be sure : 
Thy heart-blood I will have for tms day's work. 

May. I'll call for dubs if you will not away : — 
This cardinal 's more haughty than the devil. 

Olo, Mayor, farewell : thou dost but what thou may'st. 

Win. Abominable Gloster ! guard thy head; 
Por I intend to have it ere long. 

[Exeunt severally, Glo. and Win., 
with their Servants. 

May. See the coast clear'd, and then we will depart. — 
€U>od Gk)d, these nobles should such stomachs bear ! 
I myself fight not once in forty year. [Exeunt, 



SCENE IV. —France. Before Orleans, 

Enter, on the walls, the Master-Gunner and his Son. 

M. Oun. Sirrah, thou know'st how Orleans is besieg'd, 
And how the English have the suburbs won. 

Son. Father, I know ; and oft have shot at them, 
Howe'er, unfortunate, I missed my aim. 

M. Gun. But now thou shalt not. Be thou rul'd by me : 
Chief master-gunner am I of this town ; 
Something I must do to procure me grace. 
The prince's espials have informed me 
How the English, in the suburbs close intrench'd, 
Wont, through a secret grate of iron bars 
In yonder tower, to overpeer the city. 
And thence discover how with most advantage 
They may vex us with shot or with assault 
To intercept this inconvenience, 
A piece of ordnance 'gainst it I have plac'd ; 
And even these three days have I watch'd if I 
Could see them. 

Now do thou watch, for I can stay no longer. 
If thou spy'st any, run and bring me word; 
And thou shalt find me at the governor's. [ExiL 
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Son, Father,' I warrant yon ; take yon no care; 
rU never trouble you if I may spy them. 

^nter^ in an upper Chamber of a Tower, the Lobds Salibbust 
and Talbot, Sib William Glansdalb, Sir Thomas 
Gabgrave, and others, 

Sal. Talbot, my life, my joy, again retum*d I 
How wert thou handled being prisoner? 
Or by what means gott'st thou to be released? 
Discourse, Ipr'ythee, on this turret's top. 

Tal, The Duke of Bedford had a prisoner 
Call'd the brave Lord Ponton de Santrailles; 
For him was I exchanged and ransomed. 
But with a baser man of arms by iax 
Once, in contempt, they would have bartered me: 
Which I, disdaining, scom'd ; and craved death 
Rather than I would be so vile-esteem'd. 
In fine, redeem'd I was as I desir'd. 
But, ! the treacherous Fastolfe wounds my heart ' 
Whom with my bare fists I would execute 
If I now had him brought into mv power. 

Sal, Yet tell'st thou not how uiou wert entertain!d. 

Tal. With scoffs, and scorns, and contumelious taunts. 
In open market-place produced they me. 
To be a public spectacle to all : 
Here, said they, is the terror of the French, 
The scarecrow that affrights our children so. 
Then broke I from the officers that led me. 
And with my nails dieg'd stones out of the groond 
To hurl at the behol<&rs of my shame : 
My grisly countenance made others fly ; 
None durst come near for fear of sudden death. 
In iron walls they deemed me not secure ; 
So great fear of my name 'mongst them was spread 
That they supposed I could rend bars of steel. 
And spurn in pieces posts of adamant : 
Wherefore a guard of chosen shot I had. 
That walk'd about me every minute-while; 
And if I did but stir out of my bed. 
Ready they were to shoot me to the hearts 

Sat I grieve to hear what torments yon endur'd ; 
But we wiU be revenged sufficiently. 
Now it is supper-time in Orleans : 
Here, througn this ffrate, I can count each one. 
And view the Fren3mien how they fortify : 
Let us look in; the sight will mu(^ delight the& — 
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Sir Thomas Gargrave and Sir William Glansdal^, 

I^et me have your express opinions 

Where is best place to make our battery next. 

Gar, I think at the north gate ; for tnere stand lords. 

Olan, And I here, at the bulwark of the bridge. 

TaL For aught I see, this city must be fsmish'd, 
Or with light skirmishes enfeelued. 
[Shot from the Uram. Sal. aTki Sir Thomas Gargravb/oUL 

SoL O Lord, have mercy on us, wretched sinners ! 

Gar. Lord, have mercy on me, woeful man ! 

Tal, What chance is this that suddenly hath crossed us? — 
Speak, Salisbury ; at least, if thou canst speak : 
How far'st thou, mirror of all martial men ? 
One of thy eyes and thy cheek's side struck oflfl — 
Accursed tower! accursed fatal hand 
That hath contrived this woeful tragedy 1 
In thirteen battles Salisbury o'ercame ; 
Henry tiie Fifth he first train'd to the wars ; 
Whilst any trump did sound or drum tftruck up, 
His sword did ne'er leave striking in the field. — 
Yet liv'st thou, Salisbury? though thy speech doth fail, 
One eye th6u hast, to look to heaven for grace : 
The sun with one eye vieweth all the wond. — 
Heaven, be thou gracious to none alive 
If Salisbury wants mercy at thy hands ! — 
Bear hence his body; I will help to bury it 
Sir Thomas Gargrave, hast thou any life? 
Speak unto Talbot; nay, look up to him. — 
Salisbury, cheer thy spirit with this comfort ; 
Thou shalt not die whiles — 
He beckons with his hand, and smiles on me, 
As who should say, Wli^n I am dead and gone, 
Rememnher to avenge me on the French, — 
Plantagenet, I wiU ; and like thee, Nero, 
Play on the lute, beholding the towns bum : 
Wretched shall France be only in my name. 

[Thunder heard; afterwards an alarum. 
What stir is this ? What tumult 's in the heavens? 
Whence cometh this alarum, and the noise? 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, my lord, the French have gather'd head : 
The Dauphm, with one Joan la Pucelle join'^ — 
A holy prophetess new risen up, — 
Is come with a great power to raise the siege. 

[Sal. l\fts fumselfand groans. 
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TViZ. Hear, hear how dying Salisbury doth groan ! 
It irks his heart he cannot be reveng'd. — 
Frenchmen, PU be a Salisbury to you : — 
Pucelle or puzzle, dolphin or dogfish. 
Tour hearts I'll stamp out with my horse^s heels. 
And make a quagmire of your mingled brains. — 
Conyev me Salisbury into his tent, 
And tnen we'll try what these dastard Frenchmen dar& 

[ExeurUf bearing out the bodies. 



SCENE v.— 77i« 8ame. Be/ore one qfthe Gates, 

Alarum; skirmishings. Enter Talbot, pursuing the Dau- 
PHiN, drives him in, and exit: then enter Joan la 
Pucelle, driving Englishmen before her, and exit after 
tJiem: then re-enter Talbot. 

TdL Where is my stren^h, my valour, and my force? 
Our English troops retire, I cannot stay them ; 
A woman clad in armour chaseth them. 
Here, here she comes. 

Enter La Pucelle. 

Pll haye a bout with thee ; 

Devil or devil's dam, I'll conjure thee: 

Blood will I draw on thee, — thou art a witch, — 

And straightway give thy soul to him thou serv'st. 

Pue. Come, come, 'tis only I that must disgrace thee. 

[Theyjight, 

Ted. Heavens, can you suffer hell so to prevail? 
My breast Pll burst with straining of my courage. 
And from my shoulders crack my arms asunder, 
But I will chastise this high-minded strumpet. 

[Theyjight again. 

Puc. [retiring. 1 Talbot, farewell: thy hour is not yet 
come: 
I must go victual Orleans forthwith. 
O'ertake me if thou canst ; I scorn thy strength. 
Go, go, cheer up thy hun^r-storved men; 
Help Salisbury to make ms testament : 
This day is ours, as many more shall be. 

[La Puc. enters the town with Soldiers. 

TaZ. My thoughts are whirled like a potter's wheel ; 
I know not where I am nor what I do : 
A witch by fear, not force, Hke Hannibal 
Drives baoL our troops, and conquers as she lists : 
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So bees with smoke and doves witli noisome stencli 

Are from their hives and houses driven away. 

They call'd us, for our fierceness, English does ; 

Now like to whelps we crying run aw^. [A short (Harum, 

EUurk, countrymen ! either renew the nght 

Or tear the lions out of England^s coat ; 

Renounce your soil, give sheep in lions' stead : 

Sheep run not half so timorous from the wol^ 

Or horse or oxen irom the leopard, 

As you fly from your oft-subdued slaves. 

[Alarum. Another aHrmisK 
It will not be : — retire into your trenches : 
You all consented unto Salisbury's death, 
For none would strike a stroke in his revenge. — 
Pucelle is enter'd into Orleans, 
In spite of us or aught that we could da 
O, would 1 were to die with Salisbury ! 
The shame hereof wUl make me hide my head ! 

{Ala/rwm. Retreat Exeunt Taj^bot and 
Forces, <&c. 

Flourish, Enter, on the WdUs, La Pucellb, Ohables, 
Reionieb, Alen^on, and Soldiers. 

Puc Advance our waving colours on the walls; 
Rescu'd is Orleans from the English : — 
Thus Joan la Pucelle hath performed her word. 

Char. Bivinest creature, Astrsea's daughter, 
How shall I honour thee for this success? 
Thy promises are like Adonis' gardens. 
That one day bloom'd and ftniwul were the next^ — 
France, triumph in thy glorious prophetess ! — 
Recover'd is the town of Orleans : 
More blessed hap did ne'er beMl our state. 

Beig. Why ring not out the bells aloud throughout the 
town? 
Dauphin, command the citizens make bonfires. 
And feast and banquet in the open streets, 
To celebrate the joy that God hath given us. 

Alen, All France will be replete with mirth and joy 
When they shall hear how we have play 'd the men. 

Char. 'Tis Joan, not we, by whom the day is won ; 
For which I wiU divide my crown with her; 
And all the priests and friars in my realm 
Shall in procession sing her endless praise. 
A stateUer pyramis to ner I'll rear 
Than Rhodope's of Memphis ever was : 

VOL. IV. O 



^ 
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In memory of her when she is dead. 

Her ashes, in an urn more precious 

Than the rich jewell'd coflfer of Darius, 

Transported shall be at high festivals 

Before the kings and queens of France 

No longer on Saint Denis will we cry, 

But Joan la Pucelle shall be France's saint. 

Come in, and let us banquet royally. 

After this golden day of victory. [Flourish, BxeutU, 



ACT II. 

SCENE L^Btfore Orleans, 

Enter to the Gate a French Sergeant and two SentinelB. 

Serg, Sirs, take your places and be vigilant : 
If any noise or soldier you perceive 
Near to the walls, by some apparent sign 
Let us have knowledge at the court of guard. 

I Sent. Sergeant, you shalL [Exit ^rgeant.] Thus are 
poor servitors. 
When others sleep upon their quiet beds, 
Constrained to watch in darkness, rain, and cold. 

Enter Talbot, Bedford, Burgundy, and Forces, with 
ecaling-laddere ; their drums beating a dead march, 

Tal. Lord regent and redoubted Buri^undy, — 
By whose approach the regions of Artois, 
Walloon, and Picardy are friends to us, — 
This happy night the Frenchmen are secure, 
Having all day caroused and banqueted : 
Ebibrace we, then, this opportimitv. 
As fitting best to quittance their deceit. 
Contrived by art and baleful sorcery. 

Bed. Coward of France ! — how much he wrongs hia 
fame, 
Despairing of his own arm's fortitude, 
To join with witches and the help of helL 

Bur. Traitors have never other company. — * 
But what's that Pucelle whom they term so pure? 

Ta^. A maid, they say. 

Bed, A maid ! and be so martial I 

Bur. Pray Grod she prove not masculine ere long. 
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If underneath the standard of the French 
She carry armour, as she hath begun. 

Tal. Well, let them practise and converse with spirits: 
God is our fortress, in whose conquering name 
Let us resolve to scale their flinty bulwarks. 

Bed. Ascend, brave Talbot ; we will follow thee. 

Tal, Not all together : better far, I guess, 
That we do make our entrance several ways ; 
That, if it chance the one of us do ful, 
The other yet may rise against their force. 

Bed, Agreed : 1*11 to yon comer. 

Bur, And I to this. 

TaL And here will Talbot mount or make his grave. ~- 
Now, Salisbury, for thee, and for the right 
Of English Henry, shall this night appear 
How much in duty I am bound to both. 

[The. Endish scale the WalU^ crying St. George ! 
a Talbot I and all enter the Town, 

Sent, Arm I arm ! the enemy doth make assault ! 

The French leap over the Walls in their shirts. Enter, 
several ways. Bastard, Alen^on, Reignier, half ready 
and haif unready, 

Alen, How, now my lords? what, all unready so? 

Bast, Unreadjr ! ay, and glad we 'scap'd so well. 

Reig, 'Twas tmie, I trow, to wake and leave our beds, 
Hearing alarums at our chamber-doors. 

Alen. Of all exploits since first I followed arms, 
Ne*er heard I of a warlike enterprise 
More venturous or desperate than this. 

Bast, I think this Talbot be a fiend of helL 

Beig, If not of hell, the heavens, sure, favour him. 

^2671. Here cometh Charles : I marvel how he sped. 

Ba^t, Tut ! holy Joan was his defensive guard. 

Enter Charles and La Pucelle. 

Char. Is this thy cunning, thou deceitful dame? 
Didst thou at first, to flatter us withal. 
Make us partakers of a little gain. 
That now our loss might be ten times so much? 

-Pmc Wherefore is Charles impatient with his friend? 
At all times will you have my power alike? 
Sleeping or waking, must I still prevail. 
Or will you blame and lay the £Eiult on me ? 
Improvident soldiers ! had your watch been good 
This sudden mischief never co\iid \i&^e istll^xu 
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I mean to prove this ladVs courtesy. — 
Come hither, captain. [ nhiapera, ] You peroeiye my mind * 
Capt, I do, my lord, and mean accordingly. [Exeuni. 



SCENE IIL— AuvERQNE. Court of the Castle, 

Enter the Countess and her Porter. 

Count, Porter, remember what I gave in charge ; 

And when you have done so, bring tne keys to me. 
Port Madam, I will [Exit 

Count The plot is laid : if all things fall out right, 

I shall as funous be by this exploit 

As Scjrthian Tomyris by Cyrus* death. 

Great is the rumour of this dreadful knight. 

And his achievements of no less ac(iount : 

Fain would mine eyes be witness with mine ears. 

To give their censure of these rare reports. 

Enter Messenger and Talbot. 

Mes8. Madam, 
According as your ladyship desir'd. 
By message crav'd, so is Lord Talbot come. 

Count, And he is welcome. What I is this the man? 

Mess. Madam, it is. 

Count. Is this the scourge of France? 

Is this the Talbot, so much fear'd abroful 
That with his nletme the mothers still their babes? 
I see report is fabulous and false : 
I thought I should have seeu some Hercules, 
A second Hector, for his grim aspect, 
And large proportion of his strong-knit limbs. 
Alas, this is a child, a silly dwarf ! 
It cannot be this weak and writhled shrimp 
Should strike such terror to his enemies. 

Tal. Madam, I have been bold to trouble you ; 
But since your ladyship is not at leisure, 
rU sort some other time to visit you. [Ooim 

Count, What means he now? — Go ask him whither l 
goes. 

Mess. Stay, my Lord Talbot ; for my lady craves 
To know the cause of your abrupt departure. 

Ta^ Marry, for that she *s in a wrong belief 
I go to certify her Talbot 's here. 
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He-enter Porter tmth keys. 

Count If thou be he, then art thou prisoner. 

Tal. Prisoner! to whom? 

Count. To me, blood-thirsty lord; 

And for that cause I trained thee to my house. 
Lon^ time thy shadow hath been thrall to me, 
For in my gallery thy picture hangs : 
But now the substance shall endure the like ; 
And I will chain these legs and arms of thine, 
That hast by tyranny these many years 
Wasted our country, slain our citizens, 
And sent our sons and husbands captivate. 

TcU. Ha,ha»ha! 

Count, Laughest thou, wretch? thy mirth shall turn to 
moan. 

Tdl, I laugh to see your ladyship so fond 
To think that you have ausht but Talbot's shadow 
mereon to prictise yoiir ^verity. 

Count. Why, art not thou the man ? 

Ted. I am indeed. 

Count. Then have I substance too. 

TaL No, no, I am but shadow of myself : 
Tou are deceived, my substance is not here 
For what you see is but the smallest part 
And least proportion of humanity : 
I tell you, madam, were the whole frame here. 
It is of such a spacious lofty pitch. 
Your roof were not sufficient to contaih 't. 

Count. This is a riddling merchant for the nonce ; 
He will be here, and yet he is not here : 
How can these contrarieties agree ? 

Ted. That will I show you presently. 

[He vnnds a HoTrn. Drums heard; then a Peed 
of Ordnance. The Gates hein^ forced, enter 
Soldiers. 
How say you, madam ? are you now persuaded 
That Talbot is but shadow of himself? 
These are his substance, sinews, arms, and strength. 
With which he yoketh your rebellious necks, 
Bazeth your cities, and subverts your towns. 
And in a moment makes them desolate. 

Count. Victorious Talbot ! pardon my abuse : 
I find thou art no less than fame hath bruited. 
And more than may be gather'd by thy shape. 
Let my presumption not provoke thy wrath ^ 
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For I am sorry that with reverence 
I did not entertain thee as thou art. 

Tal. Be not dismay'd, fair lady ; nor misconstnie 
The mind of Talbot as you did mistake 
The outward composition of his bmly. 
What you have done hath not offended me : 
Nor otner satisfaction do I crave 
But only — with your patience — ^that we may 
Taste 01 your wine, and see what cates you have ; 
For soldiers' stomachs always serve them welL 

Count. With all my heart, and think me honoured 
To feast so great a warrior in my house. [Exeunt, 



SCENE IV. —London. The Temple Garden, 

Enter the Eabls of Somerset, Suffolk, and Warwick ; 
Richard Plantaoenet, Vernon, atid another lAwyer. 

Plan. Great lords and gentlemen, what means this siieiioe ? 
Dare no man answer in a case of truth ? 

Suf, Within the Temple-hall we were too loud ; 
The garden here is more convenient. 

Plan. Then say at once if I maintained the truth ; 
Or else was wrangling Somerset in the error? 

Suf, Faith, I have oeen a truant in the law, 
And never yet could frame my will to it ; 
And therefore frame the law unto my wilL 

Som, Judge you, my Lord of Warwick, then, between aa. 

Wa^. Between two hawks, which flies the higher pitch ; 
Between two dogs, which hath the deeper mouUi ; 
Between two blades, which bears the better temper ; 
Between two horses, which doth bear him best ; 
Between two girls, which hath the merriest eye ; — 
I have, perhaps, some shaUow spirit o£ judgment; 
But in these nice sharp quillets of the law, 
Good faith, I am no wiser than a daw. 

Plan, Tut, tut, here is a mannerly forbearance : 
The truth appears so naked on my side 
That any purblind eye may find it out. 

Som. Aiid on my side it is so well appareU'd, 
So clear, so shining, and so evident. 
That it will glimmer through a blind man's eye. 

Plan. Since you are tongue-tied and so loth to speak. 
In dumb significants proclaim your thoughts: 
Let him that is a true-bom gentleman. 
And stands upon the honour of his birth. 
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If he suppose that I have pleaded troth. 
From on this brier pluck a white rose with me. 

Som. Let him that is no coward nor no flatterer, 
But dare maintain the party of the truth, 
Pluck a red rose jfrom off this thorn with me. 

War. I love no colours ; and, without all colour 
Of base insinuating flattery, 
I pluck thU white rose with Plantagenet. 

Su/. I pluck this red rose with young Somerset ; 
And say withal, I think he held the ri^ht. 

Ver, Stay, lords and gentlemen, ana pluck no more 
Till you conclude that he upon whose side 
The fewest roses are cropped from the tree 
Shall yield the other in tne right opinion. 

Som. Good Master Vernon, it is well objected : 
If I have fewest I subscribe in silence. 

Plan, And I. 

Ver. Then, for the truth and plainness of the Cfuse, 
I pluck this pale and maiden blossom here, 
Giving my verdict on the white rose side. 

Som. Prick not your finger as you pluck it off. 
Lest, bleeding, you do paint the white rose red. 
And fSsJl on my side so, against your wiU. 

Ver. If I, my lord, for my opinion bleed. 
Opinion shsdl be surgeon to my hurt, 
Aiid keep me on the side where still I am. 

Som. Well, well, come on; who else? 

Law. Unless my study and my books be false, 
The argument you held was wrong in you ; [To SOMZBSBT. 
In sign whereof I pluck a white rose too. 

Plan. Now, Somerset, where is your azgument? 

Som. Here in my scabbard; meditating that 
Shall dye your white rose in a bloody red. 

Plan. Meantime your cheeks do count^eit our rqse? ; 
For pale they look with fear, as witnessing 
The truth on our side. 

Som^ No, Plantagenet, 

'Tis not for fear, but anger that thy cheeks 
Blush for pure shame te counterfeit our roses. 
And yet thy tongue will not confess thy error. 

Plan. Hath not thy rose a canker, Somerset? 

Som, Hath not thy rose a thorn, Plantagenet? 

Plan. Ay, sharp and piercing, to maintain his truth; 
Whiles thy consuming canker eats his falsehood. 

Som, Well, PU &id friends to wear my bleedwg 
roses, 
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That shall maintain what I have said is true, 
Where false Plantagenet dare not be seen. 

Plan. Now, by this maiden blossom in my hand, 
I scorn thee and thy fietction, peevish boy. 

St^f, Turn not thy scorns tms way, Plantaeenet. 

Plan, Proud Poole, I will ; and scorn both nim and thee. 

St^f. m turn my part thereof into thy throat. 

Som, Away, away, eood William De-la-Poolel 
Wegrace the yeoman by conversing with him. 

nar. Now, by God's will, thou wrong'st him, Somerset; 
His grandfather was Lionel Duke of Clarence, 
Thiid. son to the third Edward King of England : 
Spring crestless yeomen from so deep a root? 

Plan. He bears him on the place's privilege. 
Or durst not, for his craven heart, say thus. 

.Som. 'By him that made me, I'll maintain my words 
On any plot of ground in Christendom. 
Was not thy father, Richard Earl of Cambridge, 
For treason executed in our late king's days? 
And by his treason stand'st not thou attamted. 
Corrupted, and exempt from ancient gentry? 
His trespass yet lives guilty in thy blood ; 
And till thou be restor'd thou art a yeoman. 

Plan. My father was attach'd, not attainted ; 
Condemn'd to die for treason, but no traitor ; 
And that I'll prove on better men than Somerset, 
Were growing time once ripen'd to my wiU. 
For your partoker Poole, and you yourself 
ril note you in my book of memory. 
To scourge you for this apprehension: 
Look to it well, and say you are well wam'd. 

Som. Ay, thou shalt find us ready for thee still ; 
And know us by these colours for thy foes, — 
For these my ^ends, in spite of thee, shall wear. 

Plan. And, by my soul, this pale and angry rose, 
As cognizance of my blood-drinking hate, 
WiU I for ever, and my faction, wear. 
Until it wither with me to my grave. 
Or flourish to the height of iny degree. 

Suf. Go forward, and be chok'd with thy ambition! 
And so, farewell, until I meet thee next. [Exit 

Som. Have with thee, Poole. — Farewell, ambitious 
Richard. [ExU. 

Plan. How I am brav'd, and must perforce endure it! 

War. This blot, that they object against your house, 
Shall be wip'd out in the next Parliament^ 
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Call'd for the truce of Winchester and Gloster 
And if thou be not then created York, 
I -will not live to be accounted Warwick. 
Meantime, in signal of my love to thee, 
Against proud Somerset and William Poole, 
Will I upon thy party wear this rose : 
And here I prophesy, — ^This brawl to-day, 
Grown to this Action, in the Temple-garden, 
Shall send, between the red rose and the white, 
A thousand souls to death and deadly night. 

Plan. Good Master Vernon, I am bound to you. 
That you on my behalf would pluck a flower. 

Ver. In your behalf still will I wear the same. 

Law. And so wiU L 

Plan. Thanks, gentle sir. 
Gome, let us four to dinner : I dare say 
This quarrel will drink blood another day. [ExeunL 



SCENE V. — ^London. A Room in tlie Tower. 

Enter Mobtimeb, brought in in a Chair hy two Keepers. 

M(yr. Kind keepers of my weak decaying age. 
Let dying Mortimer here rest himself. — 
Even like a man new-haled from the rack, 
So fEure my limbs with long imprisonment ; 
And these gray locks, the pursuivants of death, . 
Nestor-like ased, in an age of care. 
Argue the end of Edmund Mortimer. 
These eyes, — ^like lamps whose wasting oil is spent, — 
Wax duo, as drawing to their exigent : 
Weak shoulders, overborne with burdening grief; 
And pithless arms, like to a withered vine 
That droops his sapless branches to the ground : 
Yet are these feet, — whose strengthless stay is numb. 
Unable to support this lump of day, — 
Swift-winged with desire to get a grave. 
As witting I no other comfort have. — 
But tell me, keeper, will my nephew come? 

1 Keep. Richard Plantagenet, my lord, will come : 
We sent unto the Temple, to his chamber; 
And answer wa^ returned that he will come. 

Mor. Enough : my soul shall then be satisfied. — 
Poor gentleman ! his wrong doth equal mine. 
Since Henry Monmouth first began to reign, — 
Before whose glory I was great m arms, — 
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This loathsome sequestratioii have I had ; 

And even since then hath Richard been obscured, 

BepriVd of honour and inheritance. 

But now the arbitrator of despairs, 

Just death, kind umpire of men's miseries, 

With sweet enlargement doth dismiss me hence: 

I would his troubles likewise were expired, 

That so he might recover what was lost. 

Enter Richabb Plantaoenet. 

I Keep. My lord, your loving n^hew now ui oome. 

Mor. Richard Plantagenet, my mend, is he oome? 

Plan, Ay, noble uncle, thus ignobly us'd. 
Tour nephew, late-despised Richard, cornea 

Mor. Dkect mine arms I may embrace hU neck« 
And in his bosom spend my latter gasp : 
O, tell me when my lips do touch ms cheeks, 
That I may kindly give one fainting kiss. — 
And now declare, sweet stem fix)m York's ^reat stock. 
Why didst thou say of late thou wert despis'd? 

Plan. Pirst, lean thine aged back against mine arm ; 
And, in that ease, I'll tell inee my disease. 
This day, in argument upon a case. 
Some words there grew 'twixt Somerset and me ; 
Among which terms he us'd his lavish tongue, 
And did upbraid me with my father's death: 
Which obloquy set bars before my tongue, 
Else with the like I had requited him. 
Therefore, good uncle, for my father's sake, 
In honour of a true Plantagenet, 
And for alliance' sake, declare the cause 
My father. Earl of Cambridge, lost his head. 

Mot. That cause, fiedr nephew, t^at imprison'd me, 
And hath detain'd me all my flowering youth 
Within a loathsome dungeon, there to pine. 
Was cursed instrument of his decease. 

Plan. Discover more at large what cause that was; 
For I am ignorant, and cannot guess. 

Mot. I will, if that my fisMling breath permit, 
And death approach not ere my tale be done. 
Heniy the Fourth, grandfather to this king, 
Depos'd his nephew Richard, — Edward's son. 
The first-begotten, and the lawful heir 
Of Edward king, the third of that descent : 
During whose reign the Percies of the north. 
Finding his usurpation most unjust, 



sciEimv. PART L OF KING HENRY VI. 29 

Endeayour'd my advancement to tlie throne : 

The reason mov'd these warlike lords to this 

Was, for that, — ^young King Richard thus remoVd, 

Leaving no heir begotten of his body, — 

I was the next by birth and parentage ; 

For by my mother I derived am 

From Lionel Duke of Clarence, the third son 

To King Edward the Third ; whereas he 

From John of Gaunt doth bring his pedigree. 

Being but fourth of that heroic line. 

But mark : as in this haughty great attempt 

They laboured to plant the rightful heir, 

I lost my liberty, and they their lives. 

Long after this, when Henry the Fift^ 

Succeeding his father Bolingbroke, did reign. 

Thy. father. Earl of Cambridge, then deri^d 

From famous Edmund Langley, Duke of York, 

Marrying my sister, that thy mother was. 

Levied an army, weening to redeem 
And have install'd me in the diadem : 
But, as the rest, so fell that noble earl, 
And was beheaded. Thus the Mortimers, 
Li whom the title rested, were suppressed. 

Plan. Of which, my lord, your honour is the last. 

Mor, True; and thou seest that I no issue have, 
And that my fainting words do warrant death : 
Thou art my heir; the rest I wish thee gather: 
But yet be wary in thy studious care. 

Plan. Thy grave admonishments prevail with bx»: 
But yet metiimks my fitther's execution 
Was nothing less than bloody tyranny. 

Mor. With silence, nephew, be thou politic; 
Strong-fixed is the house of Lancaster, 
And, like a mountain,, not to be removed. 
But now thy uncle is removing hence ; 
As princes do their courts, when they are doy'd 
With long continuance in a settled place. 

Plan. uncle, would some part of my young years 
Might but redeem the passage of your age! 

Mor. Thou dost then wrong me, — as the slaughterer doth 
Which giveth many wounds when one will kilL 
Mourn not, except thou sorrow for my good; 
Only, give order for my funeral : 
And so, farewell ; and fair be all thy hopes. 
And prosperous be thy life in pesAe «dl<\ ^vk\ ^J)^ff^ 
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Plan. And peace, no war, heMl thy parting aool t 
In prison hast thou spent a pilCTimage, 
And like a hermit overpass'a thy days. — 
Well, I will lock his counsel in my breast ; 
And what I do imagine, let that rest. — 
Keepers, convey him hence ; and I myself 
Will see his burial better than his life. — 

[Exeunt Keepers, bearing out the body q/Mob. 
Here dies the dusk^ torch of Mortimer, 
Ohok'd with ambition of the meaner sort : — 
And for those wrongs, those bitter injuries, 
Which Somerset hath <ofifer'd to my house, 
I doubt not but with honour to redress ; 
And therefore haste I to the Parliament, 
Either to be restored to my blood, 
Or make my ill the advantage of my good. [Exit 



ACT III. 

SCENE L— London. The Parliament House. 

Flourish Enter Kino Henry, Exeter, Gloster, War- 
wick, Somerset, and Suffolk; the Bishop op Win- 
chester, EicHARD Plantaoenet, and oihere. Gloster 
offers to put up a bill; Winchester snaiches it^ and 
tears it. 

Win. Com'st thou with deep premeditated lines, 
With written pamphlets studiously devis'd, 
Humphrey of Gloster? if thou canst accuse, 
Or aught intend'st to lay unto my charge. 
Bo it without invention, suddenlv: 
As I with sudden and extemporal speech 
Purpose to answer what thou canst object. 
Cflo. Presumptuous priest! this place commands my 
patience, 
Or thou shouldst find thou hast dishonour'd me. 
Think not, although in writing I prefenr'd 
The manner of thy vile outrageous crimes. 
That therefore I have forg'd, or am not able 
Verbatim to rehearse the method of my pen : 
No, prelate ; such is thy audacious wickedness, 
Thy lewd, pestiferous, and dissentious pranks, 
As very infants prattle of thy pride. 
Thou ifft a most pernicious usurer; 
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Proward by nature, enemy to peace; 
Lascivious, wanton, more than well beseems 
A man of thy profession and degree ; 
And for thy treachery, what 's more manifest, — 
In that thou laid'st a trap to take my life, 
As well at London bridge as at the Tower? 
Beside, I fear me, if thy thoughts were sifted. 
The kmg, thy sovereign, is not quite exempt 
From envious malice of thy swelling heart. 

Win. Gloster, I do defy thee. — Lords, vouchsafe 
To give me hearing what I shall reply. 
If I were covetous, ambitious, or perverse, 
As he will have me, how am I so poor? 
Or how haps it I seek not to advance 
Or raise myself, but keep my wonted calling? 
And for dissension, who preferreth peace 
More than I do, — except I be provok'd? 
No, my good lords, it is not that offends ; 
It is not that that hath incensed the duke : 
It is because no one should sway but he ; 
No one but he should be about the king; 
And that engenders thunder in his breast, 
And makes him roar these accusations forth. 
But he shall know I am as good — 

Glo. As good ! 

Thou bastard of my grandfather ! — 

Win. Ay, lordly sir ; for what are you, I pray. 
But one imperious in another's throne? 

Olo. Am I not protector, saucy priest? 

Win. And am not I a prelate of the church? 

Glo. Yes, as an outlaw in a castle keeps. 
And useth it to patronage his theft. 

Win. Unreverent Gloster! 

Glo. Thou art reverent 

Touching thy spiritual function, not thy life. 

Win. Kome shall remedy this. 

War. Roam thither then. 

Som. My Lord, it were your duty to forbear. 

War. Ay, see the bishop be not overborne. 

Som. Methinks my lord should be religious, 
And know the office that belongs to such. 

War. Methinks his lordship should be humbler; 
It fitteth not a prelate so to plead. 

Som. Yes, when his holy state is touch'd so near. 

War. State holy or unhallow'd, what of that? 
Is not his grace protector to the kiug^ 
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Plan. Flantagenet, I see, miiBt hold his tongue, 
Lest it be said. Speak, sirrah, when you should; 
Must your hold verdict enter talk with lords f 
Else would I have a fling at Winchester. [Aride^ 

K, Hen, Uncles of Gloster and of Winchester, 
The special watchmen of our English weal, 
I would prevail, if prayers might prevail. 
To join your hearts in love and amity. 
O, what a scandal is it to our crown 
That two such noble peers as ye should jar! 
Believe me, lords, my tender years can tell 
Civil dissension is a vix)erous worm 
That gnaws the bowels of the commonwealth. 

[A noise within, ** Down with the tawny coats.** 
What tumult's this? 

War. An uproar, I dare warrant, 

Begun through malice of the bishop's men! 

^ [^ noiM a(7at», '* Stones! Stones!** 

Enter the Mayor of London, attended. 

May. 0, my good lords, — and virtuous Henry, — 
Pity the city of London, pi^ us! 
The bishop and the Duke of Gloster's men. 
Forbidden late to carry any weapon. 
Have M'd their pockets fall of pebble stones, 
And, banding themselves in contrary parts. 
Do pelt so fEust at one another's pate. 
That many have their giddy brams knock'd out : 
Our windows are broke down in every street. 
And we, for fear, compelled to shut our shops. 

Enter, skirmishing, the Retainers q/'Glosteb and Winghbs- 

TER, with bloody paies, 

K. Hen. We charge you, on allegiance to oursel^ 
To hold your slaught'rin^ hands, and keep the peace. — 
Pray, uncle Gloster, mitigate this strife. 

1 Sen). Nay, if we be 

Forbidden stones, we'll fall to it with our teeth. 

2 Serv. Do what ye dare, we are as resolute. 

[Skirmish again, 
Olo. You of my household, leave this peevish broil, 
And set this unaccustom'd fight aside. 

3 Serv. My lord, we know your grace to be a man 
Just and upright ; and for your royal birth 
Liferior to none but to his majesty : 

And ere that we will suffer such a prince, 
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So kind a fiEither of tlie commonweal. 

To be disgraced by an inkhom mate, 

We, and our wives and children, all will fight, 

And have our bodies slaughtered by thy foes. 

I Serv, Ay, and the very parings of our nails 
Shall pitch a field when we are dead. [Skirmiah again, 

Olo, Stay, stay, I say! 

And if you love me, as you say you do. 
Let mepersuade you to forbear awhile. 

K, Hen, O, how this discord doth afflict my soul I — 
Can you, my Lord of Winchester, behold 
Mv sighs and tears, and will not once relent? 
Wno ^ould be pitiful if you be not? 
Or why should study to prefer a peace. 
If holy churchmen take delight in broils? 

War, Yield, my lord protector; — yield, Winchester; — 
Except you mean, with obstinate repulse, 
To slay your soverei^ and destroy the realm. 
You see what mischief, and what murder too, 
Hath been enacted through your enmity; 
Then be at peace, except ye thirst for blood. 

Win. He shall submit, or I will never yield. 

Qlo. Compassion on the king commands me stoop ; 
Or I would see his heart out, ere the priest 
Should ever get that priyilege of me. 

War. Behold, my Lord of Winchester, the duke 
Hath banished moodv discontented fury. 
As by his smoothed brows it doth appear : 
Why look you still so stem and tragical? 

Glo. Here, Winchester, I offer thee my hand. 

K, Hen, Fie, imde Beaufort! I have "heard you preach 
That malice was a great and grievous sin; 
And will not you maintain the thing you teach, 
Butprove a chief offender in the same? 

War, Sweet king! — ^the bishop hath a kindly gird. — 
For shame, my Lord of Winchester, relent! 
What, shall a child instruct you what to do? 

Win. Well, Duke of Gloster, I will yield to thee ; 
Love for thy love and hand for hand I give. 

Qlo, Ay, but, I fear me, with a hollow heart. — 
See here, my Mends and lovinjz countrymen ; 
This token serveth for a flag of truce 
Betwixt ourselves and all our followers : 
So help me God, as I dissemble not! 

Win, So help me €k)d, as I intend it not I \A.»Aa* 

K, Hen, ioyiog uncle, kind D\]kd ol Q\o«k\fix« 

TOL, TV, D 
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How joyful am I made by this contract! — 

Awa^, mj masters ! trouble us no more ; 

But join m friendship, as your lords have dona 

1 Serv. Content: Til to the surgeon's. 

2 Serv. And so will L 

3 Serv, And I will see what physic the tavern affords. 

[Exeunt Servants, Mayor, <fte. 

War, Accept this scroll, most gracious sovereign; 
Which in the right of Richard Fmntagenet 
We do exhibit to your majeeW. 

Glo, Well urg'd, my Lord of Warwick ; — ^for, sweet prince^ 
An if your grace mark every circumstance, 
You have great reason to do Richard right; 
Especially for those occasions 
At Eltham Place I told your majesty. 

K, Hen, And those occasions, unde, were of foroe : 
Therefore, mv loving lords, our pleasure is 
That Richard be restored to his blood. 

War, Let Richard be restored to his blood; 
So shall his father's wrongs be recompensed. 

Win, As will the rest, so willeth Winchester. 

K, Hen. If Richard will be true, not that iJone, 
But all the whole inheritance I give 
That doth belong unto the house of York, 
From whence you spring by lineal descent 

Plan, Thy humble servant vows obedience 
And humble service till the point of death. 

K, Hen, Stoop, then, and set your knee against my foot; 
And in reguerdon of that duiy done 
I girt thee with the valiant sword of York : 
Rise, Richard, like a true Plantagenet, 
And rise created princeW Duke of York. 

Plan, And so tnrive Kichard as thy foes may fiill ! 
And as my duty spring, so perish they 
That grudffe one thou^t against your m^esty! 

All Wdcome, high prince, the mighty Duke of York! 

Som. Perish, base prmce, ignoble Duke of York! [Aside, 

Olo. Now will it best avail your mi^esty 
To cross the seas, and to be crowned in France : 
The presence of a king engenders love 
Amongst his subjects and his loyal friends, 
As it disanimates his enemies. 

K, Hen. When Gloster says the word. King Henry goes; 
For friendly counsel cuts off many foes. 

Oh, Your ships already are in readiness. 

iFlouriah. Mceunt aU but ^jSSXtkel, 
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Exe. Ay, we may march in England or in France^ 
Not seeing what is likely to ensue. 
This late dissension grown betwixt the peers 
Bums under feigned ashes of forg'd love, 
And will at last break out into a flame : 
As fester'd members rot but by degree, 
Till bones and flesh aud sinews fall away, 
So will this base and envious discord breed. 
And now I fear that fatal prophecy 
Which in the time of Henry named the Fifth 
Was in the mouth of every sucking babe,— 
That Henry bom at Monmouth should win all, 
And Henry bom at Windsor should lose all : 
Which is so plain that Exeter doth wish 
His days may finish ere that haplesto time. {Exit. 



SCENE n.— France. Be/ore JRouen. 

Enter La Pitcelle disguised, and Soldiers dressed like 
Countrymen^ with sacks upon their backs. 

PvAi, These are the city-gates, the gates of Eouen, 
Through which our policy must make a breach: 
Take heed, be wary now you place your words; 
Talk like the vulgar sort of market-men 
That come to gather mon^ for their com. 
If we have enhance, — as I hope we shall, — 
And that we find the slothful watch but weak, 
rU by a sign give notice to our friends. 
That Charles the Dauphin may encounter them. 

1 Sold. Our sacks shall be a mean to sack the city. 
And we be lords and rulers over Eouen; 
Therefore we'll knock. [Knocks, 

Ouard. [within.] Qui est Id? 

Puc. PaysanSy pauvres gens de France, — 
Poor market-folks that come to sell their com. 

Ouard. [opening the gaies.] Enter, go in; the mai^et- 
bell is rung. 

Puc Now, Eouen, Pll shake thy bulwarks to the ground. 

pLiA PucELLE, <fec., enter the Town. 

Enter «Chables, Bastard of Orleans, Alen^on, and 

Forces. 

Char. Saint Denis bless this happy stratagem ! 
And once again we'll sleep secure in Eouen. 
Bast Here enter'd Pucelle and her practisaixts; 
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Now she is there, how will she specify 
Where is the best and safest passage in ? 

Alen. By thrusting oat a torch m)m yonder tower ; 
Which, once discem'd, shows that her meaning is, — 
No way to that, for weakness, which she entered. 

Enter La Fucelle on a battlement^ holding out a torch 

burning. 

Puc. Behold, this is the happy wedding-torch 
That joineth Rouen unto her countrymen. 
But burning fatal to the Tallwtites. 

Bast See, noble Charles, the beacon of our friend; 
The burning torch in yonder turret stands. 

Char. Now shine it like a comet of revenge, 
A prophet to the fall of all our foes ! 

Alen. Defer no time, delays have dangerous ends; 
Enter, and cry The Dauphtnf presently, 
And tiien do execution on the watch. 

[They enter. Exit La Pucklle above. 

Alarum. Enter, from the Town, Talbot and English 

Soldiers. 

TaJL France, thou shalt rue this treason with thy tears. 
If Talbot but survive thy treachery. — 
Pucelle, that witch, that damned sorceress, 
Hath wrought this hellish mischief unawares, 
That hardly we escap'd the pride of France. 

[Exeunt into the Town, 

Alarum: excursions. Enter, from the Town, Bedford, 
brought in sick in a chair, vnth Talbot, Burgundy, and 
the fiiglish Forces. TJien enter on the wails La Pugellb, 
Charles, Bastard, Alen^gn, and others, 

Puc. Good-morrow, gallants ! want ye com for bread? 
I think the Duke of Burgundy will fast 
Before he'll biiy again at such a rate : 
'Twas full of cuumel ; — do you like the taste ? 

Bur. Scoff on, vile fiend and shameless courtezan ! 
I trust ere long to choke thee with thine own. 
And make thee curse the harvest of that com. 

Char. Your grace may starve, perhaps, before that time. 

Bed, let no words, but deeds, revenge this treason ! 

Pu>c. What will you do, good grajr-bcMrd? break a lance, 
And run a tilt at death within a chair ? 

Tal. Foul fiend of France, and hag of all despite, 
Encompass'd with thy lustM paramours 1 
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Becomes it thee to taant Ms valiant ase, 
And twit with cowardice a man half dead ? 
Damsel, I'll have a bout with you acain. 
Or else let Talbot perish with this shame. 

Puc. Are you so hot, sir ? — ^Yet, Pucelle, hold thy peace ; 
If Talbot do but thunder, rain will follow. 

[Talbot and the rest conmU together. 
God speed the parliament ! who shall be the speaker ? 

Tat. Dare ye come forth and meet us in the field? 

Pnxi, Belike your lordship takes us then for fooLs, 
To try if that our own be ours or no. 

TcU. I speak not to that railing Hecat6, 
But unto tnee, Alen^on, and the rest ; 
Will ye, like soldiers, come and fight it out ? 

Alen, Signior, no. 

TaL Signior, hang !— base muleteers of France ! 
like peasant foot-boys do they keep the walls, 
And dare not take up arms like gentlemen. 

Puc, Away, captams ! let 's get us from the walls; 
For Talbot means no goodness, oy his looks. — 
God b' wi' you, my lord ! we came but to tell you 
That we are here. [Exeunt La Puc, <fcc., from the Walls, 

TaL And there will we be too, ere it be long, 
Or else reproach be Talbot's greatest fEune ! — 
Vow, Burgimdy, by honour of thy house, — 
Prick'd on by public wrongs sustained in France, — 
Either to get the town a^ain or die ; 
And I, — as sure as Enghsh Henry lives, 
And as his father here was conqueror ; 
As sure as in this late-betrayed town 
Great Cceur-de-lion's heart was buried, — 
So sure I swear to get the town or die. 

Bur. My vows are equal partners with thy vows. 

Tal. But ere we go, regard, this dying prince^ 
The valiant Duke of Bedford. — Come, my lord, 
We will bestow you in some better place, 
Fitter for sickness and for crazy age. 

Bed. Lord T^bot, do not so di^onour me: 
Here will I sit before the walls of Rouen, 
And will be partner of your weal or woe. 

Bur. Courageous Beoford, let us now persuade you. 

Bed. Not to be gone from hence ; for once I read 
That stout Pendragon, in his litter, sick 
Came to the field, and vanauished his foes : 
Methinks I should revive the soldiers' hearts, 
Because I ever found them as mysell 
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TclL Undannted gpirit in a dying breast! — 
Then be it so : — heavens keep old Bedford safe!— 
And now no more ado, brave Burgundy, 
But gather we our forces out of hand. 
And set upon our boasting enemy. 

[JBhceurU into ike Toim, BuR., Tal., and 
Forces, leaving Bed. and others. 

Alarum: exeuraioM. ^7t/er Sib John FA8T0LFS,afM{a Captain. 

Cap, Whither away. Sir John Fastolfe, in such haste? 

Fast, Whither away ! to save myself by flight : 
We are like to have the overthrow again. 

Cap, What! will you fly, and leave Lord Talbot? 

Fast Ay, 

All the Talbots in the world, to save my life. [Sxit, 

Cap. Cowardly knight! ill fortune follow thee! 

[Exit into the Tmim, 

Retreat : excursiona. Re-enter^ from the Toum^ La Pvoxlls, 
AiiENgoN, Charles, <C*c., and exeunt jfltfing. 

Bed, Now, quiet soul, depart when heaven please, 
For I have seen our enemies' overthrow. 
What is the trust or stren^h of foolish man? 
They that of late were darmg with their scoffs 
Are glad and fain by flight to save themselves. 

[Z)te«, and is carried off in his chair. 

Alarum. Re-enter Talbot, Bxtrgundy, cmd others. 

Tal, Lost and recovered in a day again \ 
This is a double honour. Burgundy : 
Yet heavens have glory for this victory! 

Bur. Warlike and martial Talbot, Burgundy 
Enshrines thee in his heart ; and there erects 
Thy noble deeds, as valour's monuments. 

TaL Thanks, gentle duke. But where is Puoelle now? 
I think her old familiar is asleep : 

Now Where's the Bastard's braves, and Charles his gleeks? 
What, all a-mort? Rouen hangs her head for grief 
That such a valiant company are fled. 
Now will we take some order in the town. 
Placing therein some expert oflScers ; 
And then depart to Pans to the king. 
For there young Harry with his nolues lie. 

Bur, What wills Lord Talbot pleaseth Burgundy. 

TaL But yet, before we go, let 's not forget 
The noble Duke of Bedford, late deceas'd. 
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Bat see his exequies fdlfill'd in Eouen : 

A braver soldier never coached lance, 

A gentler heart did never sway in coart ; 

Bat kings and mightiest potentates most die, 

For that 's the end of haman misery. [JBxeunL 



SCENE IJL—The Plains near Bmien. 

^nter Charles, the Bastabd, Albn^ok, La Pucblli, 

a7M2 Forces. 

Puo. Dismay not, princes, at this accident, 
Nor grieve that Eoaen is so recovered: 
Care is no care, bat rather corrosive. 
For things that are not to be remedied. 
Let frantic Talbot triamph for awhile, 
And like a peacock sweep along his tail ; 
We'll pall ms plames and take away his train. 
If Daaphin and the rest will be bat ral'd. 

Char. We have been guided by thee hitherto. 
And of thy cunning had no diffidence: 
One sudden foil shall never breed distrust. 

Boat. Search out thy wit for secret policies. 
And we will make thee famous throu»i the world. 

Alen. We'll set thy statue in somelioly place, 
And have thee reverenc'd like a blessed samt : 
Employ thee, then, sweet virgin, for our good. 

jTuc Then thus it must be; this doth Joan devise: 
By fur persuasions, mix'd with sugar'd words. 
We will entice the Duke of Burgundy 
To leave the Talbot and to follow us. 

C?iar. Ay, marry, sweeting, if we could do that, 
France were no place for Henry's warriors ; 
Nor should that nation boast it so with us. 
But be extirped from our provinces. 

Alen, For ever should tney be expuls'd from France, 
And not have title of an earldom here. 

Pwc. Your honours shall perceive how I will work 
To brin^ this matter to the wished end. [Drums heard. 
Hark! by the sound of drum you may perceive 
Their powers are marchii^ «n?o Paris'-^rf. 

An English March. Enter, and pass over at a diskmoey 

Talbot and his Forces. 

There soes the Talbot, with his colours spread, 

And aU thetroops of English after him. ^ 

; 'I 
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A French March. Enter the Duke of Buboundt amd 

Forces. 

Now in the rearward comes the duke and his : 
Fortune in feivoiir makes him lag behind. 
Summon a parley ; we will talk with him. 

[A parley wmiuML 

Char. A parley with the Duke of Burgundy! 

Bur. Who craves a parley with the Burgimdy? 

Puc. The princely Charles of France, thy countryman. 

Bur, What say'st thou, Charles? for I am marching he&oe. 

CJiar. Speak, Pucello, and enchant him with thy words. 

Puc Brave Burgundy, undoubted hope of France! 
Stay, let thy humble handmaid speak to thee. 

Bur. Speak on ; but be not over-tedious. 

Puc. Look on thy country, look on fertile France, 
And see the cities and the towns defoc'd 
By wastinff ruin of the cruel foe! 
As looks tue mother on her lovely babe 
When death doth close his tender dying eyes. 
See, see the pining malady of France ; 
B^old tile wounds, the most unnatural wounds. 
Which ihovL thyself hast given her woeful breast ! 
0, turn thy edged sword another way ; 
Strike those tlmt hurt, and hurt not those that help! 
One drop of blood drawn from thy country^s bosom 
Should grieve thee more than streams of foreign gore : 
Return thee, therefore, with a flood of tears, 
And wash away thy country's stained spots. 

Bur. Either she hath bewitched me with her words, 
Or nature makes me suddenly relent. 

Puc. Besides, all French and France exdUums on thee. 
Doubting thy birth and lawful progeny. 
Who join'st thou with but with a lordly nation 
That will not trust thee but for profit's sake? 
When Talbot hath set footing once in France, 
And fashion'd thee that instrument of ill. 
Who then but English Henry will be lord. 
And thou be thrust out like a fugitive? 
Call we to mind, — and mark but this for proo^ — 
Was not the Duke of Orleans thy foe? 
And was he not in England prisoner? 
But when they heard he was thine enemy. 
They set him free, without his rausom paid. 
In spite of Burgundy and all his friends. 
See, then, thou fight'st against tiiy countrymen. 
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And join'st with them will be thy slaushter-men. 
Come, come, return; return, thou wana'ring lord; 
Charles and the rest will take thee in their arms. 

Bur. I am vanquished; these haughty words of hers 
Have batter'd me like roaring cannon-shot^ 
And made me almost yield upon my knees. — 
Porgive me, country, and sweet countrymen! 
And^ lords, accept this hearty kind embrace : 
My forces and my power of men are yours : 
So, farewell, Taloot; I'll no longer trust thee. 

Puc. Done like a Prenchman, — turn, and turn again! 

Ohar. Welcome, brave duke! thy MendiEdiip nuikes us 
fresh. 

Bast, And doth beget new courage in our breasts. 

Alen. Fucelle hath bravely play'd her part in this. 
And doth deserve a coronet of gold. 

Char, Now let us on, my loids, and join our powers; 
And seek how we may prejudice the foe. [Exeunt, 



SCENE IV.— Pabis. A Boom in the Palace, 

Enter Kino Henbt, Gloster, and other Lords, Vernon, 
Basset, ikc. To them Talbot and some o/hia Officers. 

' TaL My gracious prince, — and honourable peers,— 

Hearing of your arrival in this realm, 

I have awhile given truce unto my wars. 

To do my duty to my soverei^ : 

In sign whereof, this arm, — that hath reclaim*d 

To your obedience fifty fortresses, 

Twelve cities, and seven walled towns of strength, 

Beside five hundred prisoners of esteem, — 

Lets fall his sword before your highness* feet, 

And with submissive loyalty of heart 

Ascribes the glory of his conquest got 

Pirst to my God and next unto your grace. 

K, Hen, Is this the Lord Taloot, uncle Gloster, 
That hath so long been resident in Prance ? 

Olo, Yes, if it please your majesty, my liege. 

K. If en. Welcome, brave captain and victorious lord I 
When I was young, — as yet I am not old, — 
I do remember how my father said 
A stouter champion never handled sword. 
Long since we were resolved of your truth. 
Your faithful service, and your toil in war; 
Yet never have yon tasted our reward, 



42 PART L OP KING HENRY VL act m. 

Or been re^erdon'd with so much as thAnka, 
Because tiU now we never saw your face : 
Therefore, stand up ; and for these pxxl deserts 
We here create you Eiarl of Shrews) )ury ; 
And in our coronation take your place. 

[Ex^nt K. Hen., (ri.o., Tal., and Nobles. 

Ver. Now, sir, to you, that were so hot at sea. 
Disgracing of these colours that T wear 
In honour of my noble Lord of York, — 
Dar'st thou mamtain the former words thou spak*st ? 

Baa. Yes, sir ; as well as you dare patronage 
The envious barking of your saucy tongue 
Against my lord the Duke of Somerset 

Ver. Sirrah, thy lord I honour as ho is. 

Bos. Why, what is he ? as go<Kl a man as York* 

Ver. Hark ye ; not so : in witness, take ye that. 

[Stribes hkn. 

Baa. Villain, thou knoVst the law of arms is such 
That whoso draws a sword 'tis present death, 
Or else this blow should broach thy dearest blood. 
But I'll unto his majesty, and crave 
I may have liberty to venge this wrong ; 
When thou shalt see I'll iiieet thee to thy cost. 

Ver. Well, miscreant, I'll bo there as soon as you ; 
And, after, meet you sooner than you would. [JBaoeunt, 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— Paris. A Boom of State. 

Enter King Henry, Gloster, Exeter, York, Suffolk, 
Somerset, Winchester, Warwick, Talbot, the Gov- 
ernor of Paris, and others. 

Glo. Lord bishop, set the crown upon his head. 
Win. God save King Henry, of that name the sixth I 
Glo. Now, governor of Paris, take your oath, — 

[Governor kneels. 

That you elect no other king but him ; 

Esteem none friends but such as are his friends, 

And none your foes but such as shall pretend 

Malicious practices against his state : 

This shall ye do,, so help you righteous God ! 

[Exeunt Gov. and hia Train. 
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Enter Sir John Fastolfe. 

Fast, My gracious sovereign, as I rode from Calai% 
To haste unto yonr coronation, 
A letter was deliver'd to my hands, 
Writ to your grace from the Duke of Burgundy. 

TaL Shame to the Duke of Burgundy and thee I 
I vow'd, base knight, when I did meet thee next. 
To tear the garter from thy craven's leg, — [Plucking U off. 
Which I have done, — because unworthily 
Thou wast installed in that high degree.— 
Pardon me, princely Henry, and tiie rest : 
This dastard, at the battle of Patay, 
When but in all I was six thousand strong. 
And that the French were almost ten to one, — 
Before we met, or that a stroke was given, 
like to a trusty squire, did run away : 
In which assault we lost twelve hundred men; 
Myself and divers gentlemen beside. 
Were there surprised and taken prisoners. 
Then judge, ereat lords, if I have done amiss ; 
Or whether uiat such cowards ought to wear 
This ornament of knighthood, yea or no. 

Olo. To say the truth, this fact was infamous, 
And ill beseeming any common man, 
Much more a knight, a captain, and a leader. 

Tal.' When first this order was ordain'd, my lords, 
Knights of the garter were of noble birth, 
Valmnt and virtuous, full of haughty courage. 
Such as were grown to credit by the wars ; 
Not fearing death nor shrinking for distress. 
But always resolute in most eirtremes. 
He, then, that is not fumish'd in this sort 
Doth but usurp the sacred name of knight. 
Profaning this most honourable order. 
And should, — if I were worthy to be jud^, — 
Be quite degraded, like aliedge-bom swam 
That doth presume to boast of gentle blood. 

K, JSfen. Stain to thy countrymen, thou hear*st thy doom ! 
Be packing, therefore, thou that wast a knight : 
Henceforth we banish thee, on pain of death. [Exit Fast. 
And now, my lord protector, view the letter 
Sent from our unde Duke of Burffundv. 

Olo» What means his grace, uiat he hath chang'd his 
style ? [ Viewing the superscription. 

No more but, plain and bluntly, To the King f a 

1 
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Hath lie forgot he is his sovereign ? 

Or doth this churlish su])erscrii>tion 

Pretend some alteration in sooa-will ? 

What 's here? — [Reads.] — ihavf, upon especial eencae, — 

Mo^d with compcLSsion of my country's toreck^ 

Together with the pitiful complaints 

Of such as your oppression feecU upon, — 

Forsaken your pernicious faction^ 

And joined with Charles, the rightful King qfFranee. 

monstrous treachery ! Can this be so, — 
That in alliance, amity, and oaths, 

There should be found such false dissembling guile ? 

K. Hen, What ! doth my uncle Burgundy revolt? 

Olo, He doth, my lord ; and is become your foe. 

K. Hen. Is that the worst this letter doth contain? 

Olo. It is the worst, and all, my lord, he writes. 

K. Hen. Why, then, Lord Talbot there shall talk with 
him, 
And give him chastisement for this abuse :^ 
How say you, my lord, are you not content ? 

Tal. Content, my liege ! yes; but that I am prevented, 

1 should have begg'd I might have been employed. 

K. Hen. Then gather strength, and march unto him 
straight : 
Let him perceive how ill we brook his treason. 
And what offence it is to flout his friends. 

TaL I 20, my lord ; in heart desiring still 
You may Dehold concision of your foes. IBxU, 

Enter Vernon and Basset. 

Ver. Grant me the combat, gracious sovereign ! 

Bos. And me, my lord, grant me the combat too ! 

York, This is my servant: hear him, noble prince ! 

Som. And this is mine : sweet Henry, favour him ! 

K. Hen. Be patient, lords ; and give them leave to speak. — 
Say, gentiemen, what makes you thus exclaim ? 
And wherefore crave you combat ? or with whom? 

Ver. With him, my lord ; for he hath done me wrong. 

Bos. And I with mm ; for he hath done me wrong. 

K. Hen, What is that wrong whereof you both complain? 
First let me know, and then lul answer you. 

Bos. Crossing the sea from England into France, 
This fellow here, with envious carping tongue. 
Upbraided me about the rose I wear ; 
Saying the sanguine colour of the leaves 
Did represent my master's blushing cheeks, 
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When stubbornly he did repugn the truth 
About a certain question in the law 
Argued betwixt tne Duke of York and him ; 
With other vile and ignominious terms/ 
In confutation of which rude reproach, 
And in defence of my lord's worthiness, 
I crave the benefit of law of arms. 

Fier. And that is my petition, noble lard: 
For though he seem with forged quaint conceit 
To set a gloss upon his bold mtent, 
Yet know, my lord, I was provok'd by him ; 
And he first took exceptions at this badge. 
Pronouncing that the paleness of this flower 
Bewray'd the faintness of my master's heart. 

York. Will not this malice, Somerset, be left ? 

8om. Your private grudge, my Lord of York, will out. 
Though ne'er so cunningly you smother it. 

K. Hen. Gk)od Lord, what madness rules in brainsick 
When for so slight and frivolous a cause [men. 

Such factious emulations shall arise ! — 
Good cousins both, of York and Somerset, ' 
Quiet yourselves, I pray, and be at peace. 

Yori. Let this dissension first be tried by fight. 
And then your highness shall command a peace. 

Som. The quarrel toucheth none but us alone ; 
Betwixt ourselves let us decide it then. 

York. There is my pledge ; accept it, Somerset. 

Ver. Nay, let it rest where it began at first. 

Bas. Confirm it so, mine honourable lord. 

Glo, Confirm it so ! Confounded be your strife ! 
And perish ye, with your audacious prate ! 
Presum|>tuous vassals, are you not asham'd 
With this immodest clamorous outr&ge 
To trouble and disturb the king and us ? — 
And you, my lords, — ^methinks you do not well 
To bear with their perverse objections ; 
Much less to take occasion from their mouths 
To raise a mutiny betwixt yourselves : 
Let me persuade you take a better course. 

Exe, It grieves his highness : — my good lords, be frienda. 

K. Hen. Come hither, you that would be coinbatanta *. 
Henceforth I charge you, as you love our favour. 
Quite to forget this quarrel and the cause. — 
And you, my lords, remember where we are ; 
In France, amongst a fickle wavering nation: 
If they perceive dissension in our looks, 
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And that within oureelvee we disame. 

How will their grudging stomachs oe provok*d 

To wilful disobedience, and rebel ! 

Beside, what infamy will there arise, 

When foreign princes shall be certified 

That for a toy, a thing of no regard, 

King Henry's i)eers and chief nobility 

Destroyed themselves and lost the realm of Franoel 

O, think upon the conquest of my father; 

My tender years ; and let us not forego 

That for a trifle that was boudit with blood ! 

Let me be umpire in this doubtfid strife. 

I see no reason, if I wear this rose, [Putting on a red roM. 

That any one should therefore be suspicious 

I more incline to Somerset than Yoric : 

Both are my kinsmen, and I love them both : 

As well they may upbraid me with my crown, 

Because, forsooth, the King of Scots is crown'd. 

But your discretions better can persuade 

Than I am able to instruct or teach : 

And therefore, as we hither came in peace, 

So let us still continue peace and love. — 

Cousin of York, we institute your erace 

To be our regent in these parts of France : — 

And, good my Lord of Somerset, unite 

Your troops of horsemen with his bands of foot ; 

And like true subjects, sons of your progenitors, 

Go cheerfully together, and digest 

Your angry choler on your enemies. 

Ourself, my lord protector, and the rest. 

After some respite, will return to Calais ; 

From thence to England; where I hope ere kmg 

To be OTesented, by your victories. 

With Charles, Alen^on, and that traitorous rout. 

[Flourish. Exeunt K. Hen., Glo., Sqm., 
Win., Sup., and Bas. 

War. My Lord of York, I promise you, the king 
Prettily, methought, did play the orator. 

York. And so he did; out yet I like it not, 
Jn that he wears the badge of Somersets 

Wa/r. Tush, that was but his feuicy, blame him not; 
I dare presume, sweet prince, he thought no harm. 

York. An if I wist he did, — ^but let it rest; 
Other affairs must now be managed. 

[Exeunt York, War., and Vbb. 

Exe. Well didst thou, Richard, to suppress thy Toioe : 



8CJ5NB I. PART L OP KING HENRY VL 47 

For had the passions of thy heart burst out, 

I fear we should have seen deciphered there 

More rancorous spite, more fdnous raging broils, 

Hian yet can be imagin'd or supposed. 

But howsoe*er, no simple man that sees 

This jarring discord of nobility, • 

This shouldering of each other in the court, 

This factious bandying of their favourites, 

But that it doth presage some ill event. 

'Tis much when sceptres are in children's hands; 

But more when envj breeds unkind division; 

There comes the rum, there begins confusion. [Exit 



SCENE IT.— Prance. Brfore Bourdeauos, 

Enter Talbot, toith his Forces. 

Tal. Go to the gates of Bourdeaux, trumpeter : 
Summon their general unto the walL 

Trumpet sounds a parley. Enter, on the WaUs, the General 
of the French Forces, and others. 

English John Talbot, captains, calls you forth, 
Servant in arms to Harry King of England; 
And thus he would, — Oyyen your city gates ; 
Be humble to us ; call my sovereign jrours. 
And do him homage as obedient subjects ; 
And I'll withdraw me and my bloody power : 
But if you frown upon this proffer'd peace 
You tempt the fury of my three attendants. 
Lean famine, quartering steel, and climbing fire; 
Who, in a moment, even with the earth 
Shall lay your stately and air-braving towers. 
If you iorsake the offer of their love. 

Gen. Thou ominous and fearful owl of death. 
Our nation's terror and their bloody scourge 1 
The period of thy tyranny approacheth. 
On us thou canst not enter but by death ; 
For, I protest, we are well fortified. 
And strong enough to issue out and fight : 
If thou retire, the Dauphin, well appomted, 
Stands with the snares of war to tangle thee : 
On either hand thee there are squadrons pitch'd. 
To wall thee from the liberty of flight ; 
And no way canst thou turn thee &r redress 
But death doth front thee with apparent spoi], 

i 
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And pale destruction meets thee in the face. 

Ten tnonsand French have ta'en the sacrament^ 

To rive their dangerous artillery 

Upon no Christian soul but Eu^lish Talbot. 

Lo, there thou stand'st, a breathing valiant man. 

Of an invincible unconquer'd spirit I 

This is the latest glory of thy |)raise 

That I, thy enemy, due thee withal ; 

For ere the glass that now begins to ran 

Finish the process of his sandy hour, 

These eyes, that see thee now well coloured. 

Shall see thee withered, bloody, pale, and dead. 

[Drum afar off 
Hark! hark! the Daunhin's drum, a warning bell. 
Sings heavy music to toy timorous soul ; 
And mine shall ring thy dire departure out 

\Extuni General, Ac. from the WaUs^ 
Tal. He fables not ; I hear the enemv : — 
Out^ some light horsemen, and peruse tneir wings. — 
O, negligent and heedless discipline! 
How are we i>ark*d and bounded in a jiale, — 
A little herd of England's timorous deer, 
Maz'd with a yelping kennel of French curs! 
If we be Engbsh deer, be, then, in blood ; 
Not rascal-like to fall down with a pinch. 
But rather, moodv-mad and desperate stags, 
Turn on the bloody hounds with heads of steel. 
And make the cowards stand aloof at bay : 
Sell every man his life as dear as mine. 
And they shall find dear deer of us, my friends.^ 
God and Saint Greorge, Talbot and England's right, 
Prosper our colours in this dangerous fight! {Exeunt, 



SCENE IVL—Plaim in Oascony. 

Enter York, with Forces ; to him a Messenger. 

Torh Are not the speedy scouts retum'd again, 
That dogejd the mighty army of the Dauphin? 

Me88. They are retum'd, my lord; and give it out 
That he is march'd to Bourdeaux with his power. 
To fight with Talbot : as he march'd along. 
By your espials were discovered 
Two mightier troops than that the Dauphin led, 
Which join'd with him, and made their march for Bonr- 

Yorh A plague upon that villain Somerset, [deaux. 
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That thns delays my promised supply 

Of horsemen, that were levied for this siege! 

Renowned Talbot doth ejcpect my aid ; 

And I am louted by a traitor villain. 

And cannot help the noble chevalier : 

God comfort him in this necessity ! 

If he miscarry, farewell wars in France. 

Enter Sir "William Lucy. 

Lucy. Thou princely leader of our English strength, 
Never so needful on the earth of France, 
Spur to the rescue of the noble Talbot, 
Who now is girdled with a waist of iron, 
And hemm'd about with grim destruction : 
To Bourdeaux, warlike duke! to Bourdeaux, York! 
Else, farewell Talbot, France, and England's honour. 

York, God, that Somerset, — who in proud heart 
Both stop my comets, — were in Talbot's place! 
So should we save a valiant gentleman 
By forfeiting a traitor and a coward. 
Mad ire and wrathful fury makes me weep, 
That thus we die, while remiss traitors sleep. 

Lucy. O, send some succour to the distress'd lord ! 

York, He dies, we lose ; I break my warlike word ; 
We mourn, France smiles ; we lose, they daily get ; 
All 'long of this vile traitor Somerset. 

Lucy, Then God take mercy on brave Talbot's soul; 
And on his son, youn^ John, who two hours since 
I met in travel toward his warlike father! 
This seven years did not Talbot see his son ; 
And now they meet where both their lives are done. 

York. Alas, what joy shall noble Talbot have 
To bid his young son welcome to his grave? 
Away! vexation almost stops my breath. 
That sunder'd friends greet m the hour of death. — 
Lucy, farewell : no more my fortune can, 
But curse the cause I cannot aid the man. — 
Maine, Blois, Poictiers, and Tours are won away, 
*Long all of Somerset and his delay. [Exit, with Forces. 

Lucy, Thus, while the vulture of sedition 
Feeds in the bosom of such great commanders, 
Sleeping neglection doth betray to loss 
The conquest of our scarce-cold conqueror, 
That ever-living man of memory, 
Henry the Fifth : — ^whiles they each other cross, 
Lives, honours, lands, and all, hurry to loss. [Exit. 

VOL. IV. B 
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SCENE IV.— Other Plains of Oaseony, 

Enter Somerset, with his Forces ; an Oflficer q/* Tai«bot*8 

with him, 

Som, It is too late ; I cannot send them now : 
This exi)C(lition was \\y York an<l Tal)>ot 
Too raslily plotted ; all our ;4entTal force 
Might with a sally of the very town 
Be Duckled with : the over-darin;;; Talbot 
Hath sullied all his jjloss of fumier honour 
By this unheedful, dcsmTate, wihl adventure : 
York set liim on to light and die in Hhaine, 
That, Talbot dead, ^reat York might bear the name. 

O/T. Here is Sir William Lucy, who with mo 
Set from our o'er-matched forces forth for aid. 

Enter Sir William Lucy. 

Som. How now. Sir William! whither were you sent? 

Luaj. Whither, my lord! from bought and sold Lord 
Who, ring'd about with bold adversity, [Talbot; 

Cries out for noble York and Somerset, 
To beat assailing death fn)m his weak legions : 
And whiles the honourable captain there 
Drops bloody sweat from his war-wearied limbs, 
And, in advantage Ungering, looks for rescue. 
You, his false hoi>es, the trust of England* s honour, 
Keep otf aloof with worthless emulation. 
Let not your private discord keep awa3r 
The levied succours that should lend him aid. 
While he, renowned noble gentleman, 
Yields up his life unto a world of odds : 
Orleans the Bastard, Charles, Burgundy, 
AleuQon, Reignier, compass him about, 
And Talbot perisheth by your default. 

Som. York set him on, \''ork should have sent him aid. 

Lucy. And York as fast upon your grace exclaims ; 
Swearing that you withhold nis levied horse, 
Collected for this expedition. 

Som. York lies ; he mi^ht have sent and had the horse : 
I owe him little duty and less love ; 
And take foul scorn to fawn on him by sending. 

Lucy. The fraud of England, not the force of France, 
Hath now entrapp'd the noble-minded Talbot : 
Never to England shall he bear his life ; 
But dies betrayed to fortune by your strife. 
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8om. Come, go ; I will despatch the horsemen straight : 
Within six hours they will be at his aid. 

Liun/, Too late comes rescue ; he is ta'en or slain : 
For fly he could not, if he would have fled ; ' 
And fly would Talbot never, though he might. 

Som, If he be dead, brave Talbot, then, adieu! 

Iniicy. His £une lives in the world, his shame in you. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE V. — The English Camp near Bourdeaux, 

Enter Talbot and John his Son. 

TclL young John Talbot! I did send for thee 
To tutor tnee in stratagems of war, 
That Talbot's name might be in thee revived 
When sapless age and weak unable limbs 
Should bring thy father to his drooping chair. 
But, — O malignant and ill-boding stars! — 
Now thou art come unto a feast of death, 
A terrible and unavoided danger : 
Therefore, dear boy, mount on my swiftest horse; 
And I'll direct thee how thou shalt escape 
By sudden flight : come, dally not, begone. 

John. Is my name Talbot? and am I your son? 
And shall I fly ? O, if you love my mother, 
Dishonour not her honourable name. 
To make a bastard and a slave of me! 
The world will say, he is not Talbot's blood 
That basely fled when noble Talbot stood. 

TdL Fly to revenge my death, if I be slain. 

John, He that flies so will ne'er return again. 

Tal. If we both stay we both are sure to die. 

John, Then let me stay ; and, father, do you fly : 
your loss is great, so your regard should be ; 
My worth unknown, no loss is knoTiwi in me. 
Upon my death the French can little boast ; 
In yours they will, in you all hopes are lost. 
Flight cannot stain the honour you have won ; 
But mine it will, that no exploit have done ; 
You fled for vantaa^e, every one will swear ; 
But if I bow, theyll say it was for fear. 
There is no hope that ever I will stay. 
If the first hour I shrink and run away. 
Here, on my knee, I.beg mortality. 
Rather than life preservd with iiSamy. 

TaL Shall all thy mother's hopes lie in one tomb? 4 
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John. Ay, rather than I*ll shanic my niotlier*8 womb. 

Tal, Upon my blessing I cominanil thee jj;o. 

John. To fight I ^-iM, but not to tly the foe. 

TdL Part of thy father may be sav'd in thee. 

John. No part of him but will l>e shame in me. 

TdL Thou never hadst renown, nor canst not loro it. 

John. Yes, your reno\nKMl name: shall tli<rht abuse it. 

Tal. Thy father's charge shall dear tlice from that stain. 

John. You cannot witness for me, K'ing slain. 
If death l)e so apparent, then both tly. 

Tal. And leave my followers hero to li,L;ht and die? 
My age was never tainted with siu-li sliame. 

John. And shall my youth })o i^uilty of such blame? 
No more can I be sever d from your side 
Than can yourself yourself in twain divide: 
Stay, go, do what you will, the like do I ; 
For live I will not if my father die. 

Tal. Then here I take my leave of thee, fair son, 
Bom to eclipse thy life this afternoon. 
Come, side by side toLjether live and die ; 
And soul witn soul from France to heaven fiy. [ExeunU 



SCENE VL— ^ Fkhl of Battle. 

Alarum: excursionsy vhcrchi Taliiot's Son is hemmed 
about, aiid Talbot rvKcurs him. 

Tal. Saint George and victory I li^'ht, soldiers, fight : 
The regent hath with Talbot broke his word, 
And left us to the rage of France his sword. 
Where is John Talbot?— ])ause, and take thy breath; 
I gave thee life and rescu'd thee from death. 

John. O, twice my father, twice am I thy son ! 
The life thou gav'st me first was lost and done, 
Till with thy warlike sword, despite of fate. 
To my determin'd time thou gav'st new date. 

Tal. When from the Daupliin's crest thy sword struck 
fire. 
It warm'd thy father's heart ■with proud desire 
Of bold-fac'd victory. Then leaden age, 
Quickened with youthful spleen and warlike rage, 
Beat down Alen^on, Orleans, Burgundy, 
And from the pride of Gallia rescu'd thee. 
The ireful bastard Orleans, — that drew blood 
From thee, my boy, and had the maidenhood 
Of thy first fight, — I soon encountered. 
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ADd, interchanging blows, I quickly shed 
Some of his bastdm blood; and, in disgrace, 
Bespoke him thus, — Contaminated^ b<i8e, 
And misbegotten blood I spill of thine. 
Mean and right poor , for that pure blood of mine 
Which thou didst force from Talbot, my brave boy: — 
Here, purposing the Bastard to destroy, 
Came in strong rescue. Speak, thy father's care, — 
Art thou not weary, John? how dost thou fare? 
Wilt thou yet leave the battle, boy, and fly, 
Now thou art seal'd the son of chivalry? 
Fly, to revenge my death when I am dead: 
The help of one stands me in little stead. 
O, too much folly is it, well I wot, 
To hazard all our lives in one small boat! 
If I to-day die not with Frenchmen's rage. 
To-morrow I shall die with mickle age : 
"By me they nothing gain an if I stay, — 
'Tis but the short'nin^ of my life one day : 
In thee thy mother dies, our household's name, 
My death's revenge, thy youth, and England's fame : 
All these, and more, we nazard by thy stay; 
All these are sav'd if thou wilt fly away. 

John. The sword of Orleans hath not made me smart ; 
These words of yours draw life-blood from my heart: 
On that advantage, bought with such a shame, — 
To save a paltry life, and slay bright fame, — 
Before young Talbot from old Talbot fly. 
The coward norse that bears me fall and die! 
And like me to the peasant boys of France ; 
To be shame's scorn, and subject of mischance ! 
Surely, by all the glonr you have won. 
An if I fly, I am not Talbot's son : 
Then talk no more of flight, it is no boot ; 
If son to Talbot, die at Talbot's foot. 

Tal. Then follow thou thy desperate sire of Crete, 
Thou Icarus ; thy life to me is sweet : 
If thou wilt fight, fight by thy fatiier's side ; 
And, commendable prov'd, let 's die in pride. [Exeunt. 



SCENE VII. —A nother part of the same. 

Alarum: excursions. Enter Talbot vxmnded, supported by 

a Servant. 

Tal, Where is my other life? — mine own is gone; — 
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0, where' 8 young Talbot? where ia valiant John? — 
Triumphant deatii, smear'd with captivity, 
Young Talbot's valour makes me smile at thee : — 
When he perceiv'd me shrink and on my knee, 
His bloody sword he brandished over me, 
And like a hungry hon did commence 
Rough deeds of rage and stem impatience ; 
But when my angry guardaiit stood alone, 
Tendering my rum, and assail'd of none, 
Dizzv-ey'd fury and great rage of heart 
Suddenly made him ^m my side to start 
Into the clustering battle of the French ; 
And in that sea of blood my boy did drench 
His ovennounting spirit; and there died 
My Icarus, my blossom, in his pride. 
8erv. my dear lord ! lo where your son is borne ! 

Enter Soldiers, hearing the body o/* John Talbot. 

Tal. Thou antic death, which laugh'st us here to scorn. 
Anon, from thy insulting tyraimy, 
Coupled in bonds of i)erpetuity, 
Two Talbots, wingeil thn)ugh the lither sky, 
In thy despite, shall 'scape mortality. — 
O thou whose woimds become hard-mvour'd death. 
Speak to thy father ere thou yield thy breath ! 
Brave death by speaking, whether he will or no ; 
Imagine him a Frenchman and thy foe. — 
Poor boy! he smiles, methinks, as who should say. 
Had death been French, then death had died to-day. — 
Come, come, and lay him in his father's arms : 
My spirit can no longer bear these harms. 
Soldiers, adieu! I have what I would have, 
Now my old arms are yoimg John Talbot's grave. [Dies. 

Alaruma. Exeunt Soldiers and Servant, leaving the two 
bodies. Enter Charles, Alen^on, Buegundy, Bastard, 
La Pucklle, and Forces. 

Chur, Had York and Somerset brought rescue in, 
We should have found a bloody day oi this. 

Bast. How the young whelp of Talbot's, raging- wood. 
Did flesh his puny sword in Frenchmen's blood ! 

Puc Once I encounter'd him, and thus I said, 
ThmL maiden youth, be vanquished by a maid: 
But, with a proud majestical high scorn. 
He answer'd thus. Young Talbot was not born 
To be thepUlage of a giglot wench: 
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So, rushing in the bowels of the French, 
He left me proudly, as unworthy fight. 

Bur. Doubtless he would have made a noble knight : — 
See where he lies inhersed in the arms 
Of the most bloody nurser of his harms ! 

Bast Hew them to pieces, hack their bones asunder, 
Whose life was England's glory, Gallia's wonder. 

CJiar, 0, no; forbear! for that which we have fled 
During the hfe, let us not wrong it dead. 

Enter Sib William Lucy, attended; a French Herald 

preceding. 

Lucy. Herald, 
Conduct me to the Dauphin's tent, to know 
Who hath obtain'd the glory of the day. 

Cliar. On what submissive message art thou sent? 

I/ucy. Submission, Dauphin ! 'tis a mere French word; 
We English warriors wot not what it means. 
I come to know what prisoners thou hast ta'en. 
And to survey the bodies of the dead. 

Char. For prisoners ask'st thou? hell our prison is. 
But tell me whom thou seek'st. 

Lucy. But where 's the great Alcides of the field. 
Valiant Lord Talbot, Earl of Shrewsbury, — 
Created, for his rare success in arms, 
Great Earl of Washford, Waterfbrd, and Valence ; 
Lord Talbot of Goodrig and Urchinfield, 
Lord Strange of Blackmere, Lord Verdun of Alton, 
Lord Cromwell of Wingfield, Lord Furnival of Sheffield, 
The thrice victorious Lord of Falconbridge ; 
Knight of the noble order of Saint George, 
Worthy Saint Michael, and the Golden Fleece; 
Great Marshal to Henry the Sixth 
Of all his wars within the realm of France? 

Puc. Here is a silly-stately style indeed! 
The Turk, that two-and-fifty kingdoms hath. 
Writes not so tedious a style as this. — 
Him that thou magnifiest with all these titles, 
Stinking and fly-blown, hes here at our feet. 

Lucy. Is Talbot slain, — the Frenchmen's only scourge. 
Your kingdom's terror and black Nemesis? 
O were mine eye -balls into bullets tum'd. 
That I, in rage, might shoot them at your faces I 
O that I could but call these dead to life ! 
It were enough to fright the realm of France : 
Were but his picture left amongst you here, 
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It would amazo the jirondest of you all. 

Give me their bodies, that I may l)€ar them henoe^ 

And give them burial as Ix^seems their worth. 

Puc. I think this upstart is old Talbot's ghost, 
He speaks with such a proud commanding spirit. 
For Grod*s sake, let him have ^cm ; to keep them here^ 
They would but stink, and putrefy the air. 

Cnar, Qo, take their IkkUcs hence. 

Lucy. 1*11 boar them hence : 

But from their ashes shall be reared 
A phoenix that shall make all PVonce ofeard. 

Char. So we l)o rid of them, do with *em what thou wilt.- 
And now to Paris in this conoucring vein : 
All will be ours, now bloody Talbot *s slain. [EjDeun 



ACT V. 
SCENE I. —London. A Room in the PcUace, 

Enter Kino Henry, Gloster, and Exeter. 

K, Hen, Have you perus'd the letters from the pope. 
The emperor, and the Earl of Armagnac? 

Ola, I have, my lord : and their intent is this, — 
They humbly sue unto your excellence 
To have a godly peace conclude<l of 
Between the realms of England and of France. 

K. Hen, How doth your grace affect their motion? 

Olo. Well, my good lord ; and as the only means 
To stop efiusion of our Christian blood, 
And stablish quietness on every side. 

K. Hen. Ay, marry, uncle ; for I always thought 
It was both impious and unnatural 
That such immanity and bloody strife 
Should reign among professors of one faith. 

Olo. Beside, my lord, the sooner to eflfect 
And surer bind this knot of amity, 
The Earl of Armagnac, — near kin to Charles, 
A man of ^reat authority in France, — 
Proflfers his only daughter to your grace 
In marriage, with a large and sumptuous dowry. 

K. Hen. Marriage, uncle! alas, my years are yotin^^; 
And fitter is my study and my books 
Than wanton dalliance with a 'j)dx«xik.ouT. 
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Yet, call the ambassadors ; and as yon please, 
So let them have their answers every one : 
I shall be well content with any choice 
Tends to God's glory and my coimtry*s weal. 

Enter a Legate and two Ambassadors, with Winchester, 
now Cardinal Beaufort, in a Cardinal's Jiabit. 

Exe. What ! is my Lord of Winchester installed, 
And call'd nnto a cardinal's degree? 
Then I perceive that will be verified 
Henry the Fifth did sometime prophesy, — 
If once he come to be a cardinal, 
H^ll make his cap co-equal with the crovm, 

K. Hen. My lords ambassadors, your several suits 
Have been consider'd and debated on. 
Your purpose is both good and reasonable; 
And therefore are we certainly resolv'd 
To draw conditions of a friendly peace ; 
Which by my Lord of Winchester we mean 
Shall be transported presently to France. 

Qlo, And for the proffer of my lord your master, 
I have inform'd his highness so at large. 
As, liking of the lady's virtuous gifts. 
Her beauty, and the value of her dower. 
He doth intend she shall be England's queen. 

K. Hen, Li argument and proof of wMch contract, 
Bear her this jewel [to the Amb.], pledge of my affection. — 
And so, my lord protector, see them guarded 
And ssrfely brought to Dover ; where, inshipp'd, 
Commit tnem to the fortune of the sea. 

\Exeunt K. Hen., Glc, Exe., aw^ Ambassadors. 

Car, Stay, my lord legate : you shall first receive 
The sum of money which I promised 
Should be delivered to his holiness 
For clothing me in these grave ornaments. 

Leg. I will attend upon your lordship's leisure. \JEkat, 

Car. Now Winchester will not submit, I trow. 
Or be inferior to the proudest peer. 
Humphrey of Gloster, thou shalt well perceive 
That neither in birth or for authority 
The bishop will be overborne by thee : 
m either make thee stoop and bend thy knee, 
Or sack this country with a mutiny. [Exit, 
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SCENE II.— France. Plahis in Anjou, 

Enter Ciiarle.s, BrRcuNDv, Alknm^on, La Pucelle, 

and Force:?, uinrchiuj. 

Char. These news, my lords, may cheer our drooping 
spirits : 
'Tis said the stout Parisians do revolt, 
And turn again unto the warlike French. 

AleTU Then march to Paris, royal C'liarles of France, 
And keep not back your |H)wers in dalliuncu. 

Puc Peace he amongst thorn if they turn to us ; 
Else ruin combat with their jKilaces ! 

Enhr a ^lessenger. 

Mesa. Success unto our valiant general. 
And happiness to his accomi)lices ! 

Cliar. what tidings seud our scouts? 1 pr'ythec, speak. 

Mesa. Tlie English army, that divided was 
Into two parts, is now conjoin'd in one. 
And means to give you battle presently. 

Char. Somewhat too sudden, sirs, the warning is ; 
But we will presently ])rovide for them. 

Bur. I trust the ghost of Talbot is not there : 
Now he is gone, my lord, you need not fear. 

Puc. Of all base passions fear is nio.>.t accurs'd : — 
Command the conuuest, Charles, it sliall be thine ; 
Let Henry fret ana all the world repine. 

Char. Then on, my lords; and France be fortunate! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IIL— France. Before Anglers. 

Alarums: excursions. Enter La Pccelle. 

Puc. The regent conquers and the Frenchmen fly, — 
Now help, ye cnarming spells and periapts ; 
And ye choice spirits that admonish me, 
And give me signs of future accidents, — 
You speedy helpers, that are substitutes 
Under the lordly monarch of the north, 
Appear, and aid me in this enterprise ! [Thunder, 

Enter Fiends, 

This speedy and quick appearance argues proof 
Of your accustom'd diligence to me. 
Now, ye familiar spirits that are cull*d 
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Out of the powerfdl legions under earth. 

Help me this once, that France may eet the field. 

[They walk about and speak not 
O, hold me not with silence over-long! 
Where I was wont to feed you with my blood 
1*11 lop a member off and give it you, 
In earnest of a further benefit, 
So you do condescend to help me now. 

[Thefj hang their heads. 
No hope to have redress? — My body shall 
Pay recompense if you will grant my suit. 

[Thej/ shake ihdr heads. 
Cannot my body nor blood-sacrifice 
Entreat you to your wonted furtherance? 
Then take my soul, — ^my body, soul, and all. 
Before that England give the French the foil. [They depart. 
See! they fors^e me. Now the time is come 
That Fraiice must vail her lofty -plumed crest, 
And let her head fedl into EngUnd's lap. 
My ancient incantations are too weak, 
And hell too strong for me to buckle with : 
Now, France, thy glory droopeth to the dust. [Exit, 

A larums. Enter French and English, fighting. La Pucelle 
and York Jight Jiand to hand: La Pucelle is taken. 
The French fly. 

York. Damsel of France, I think I have you fast : 
Unchain your spirits now with spelling charms. 
And try if they can gain your liberty. — 
A goodly prize, fit for the devil's erace I 
See how the ugly witch doth bend her brows. 
As ifi with Circe, she would change my shape! 

Ptic. Chang'd to a worser shape thou canst not be. 

York. 0, Cnarles the Dauphin is a proper man ; 
No shape but his can please your dainty eye. 

Ptic. A plaguins mischief light on Charles and thee ! 
And may ye both be suddenly surpris'd 
By bloody hands, in sleeping on your beds ! 

York. Fell, banning hag ; enchantress, hold thy tongue ! 

Puc. I pr'ythee, give me leave to curse awhile. 

York. Curse, miscreant, when thou comest to the stake. 

[Exeunt. 

Alarume. Enter Suftole, leading in Ladt MitRGABET. 

Suf. Be what thou wilt, thou art my x>risoner. 

lOazesonher, 
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fairest beanty, do not fear nor fly I 

For I will touch thee but with reverent hands. 
And lay them gently on thy tender side, 

1 kiss these fingers for eternal iwace. [Kiwing her hcLmd. 
Who art thou ? say, that I may honour thee. 

Mar. Margaret my name, and daughter to a king, 
The King of Naples— whosoe'er thou art. 

Suf. An earl 1 am, and Suffolk am 1 call'd. 
Be not offended, nature's miracle. 
Thou art allotted to be ta'cn by mo : 
So doth the swan her downy cy.i^nets save, 
Keeping them prisoners underneath her ^^angs. 
Yet, if this servile usage once olfond, 
Go, and be free again as Suffolk's friencL 

[She turns away as ffoing, 
O, stay ! — I have no power to let her pass ; 
My hand would free ner, but my heart says no 
As plays the sun upon the glassy streams, 
Twmkling another counterleiteil beam, 
So seems this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes. 
Fain would I woo her, yet I dare not si)eak : 
m call for pen and ink, and write my mind r 
Fie, De-la-Poole! disable not thyself; 
Hast not a tongue? is she not here thy prisoner? 
Wilt thou be daunted at a won^an's sight? 
Ay, beauty's princely majesty is such. 
Confounds the tongue, and makes the senses rough. 

Mar. Say, Earl of Suffolk, — if thy name be so, — 
What ransom must I pay before I pass? 
For I perceive I am thy prisoner. 

Suf. How canst thou tell she will deny thy suit 
Before thou make a trial of her love? [A aid''. 

Mar. Why si)eak'st thou not? what ransom must I pay? 

Suf. She 's beautiful, and therefore to be woo'd ; 
She is a woman, therefore to be won. [Asid^, 

Mar. Wilt thou accept of ransom — ^yea or no? 

Suf. Fond man, remember that thou hast a wife ; 
Then how can Margaret be thy paramour? [Aside. 

Mar. I were best leave him, for he will not hear. 

Suf. There all is marr'd ; there lies a cooling-card. [Aside. 

Mar. He talks at random ; sure, the man is mad. 

Si{f. And yet a dispensation may be had. [Aside. 

Mar. Apd yet I would that you would answer me. 

Suf I'll win this Lady Margaret. For whom? 
Why, for my king: tush, that^s a wooden thing! [Aside, 

Mar. He talks of wood : it is some carpenter. 
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Suf, Yet so my fancy may be satisfied, 
And peace established between these realms. 
But there remains a scruple in that too ; 
For thouffh her father be the King of Naples, 
Buke of Anjou and Maine, yet is he poor, 
And our nobility wUl scorn the match. [Aside, 

Mar. Hear ye, captain, — are ye not at leisure? 

Suf, It shall be so, disdain they ne'er so much : 
Henry is youthful, and will quickly yield. — [Aside. 

Madam, I have a secret to reveah 

Mar. What though I be enthrall'd? he seems a knight. 
And will not any way dishonour me. [Aside, 

Suf. Lady, vouchsafe to listen what I say. 

Mar. Perhaps I shall be rescued by the French ; 
And then I need not crave his courtesy. [Aside. 

Suf. Sweet madam, give me hearing in a cause — 

Mar. Tush ! women nave been captivate ere now. [Aside. 

Suf Lady, wherefore talk you so? 

Mar. 1 cry you mercy, 'tis but quid for quo. 

Suf. Say, gentle princess, would you not suppose 
Your bondage happy, to be made a queen? 

Mar, To be a queen in bondage is more vile 
Than is a slave in base servility ; 
For princes should be free. 

Suf And so shall you, 

If happy England's royal king be free. 

Mar. Why, what concerns his freedom unto me? 

Suf. I'll undertake to make thee Henry's queen ; 
To put a golden sceptre in thy hand. 
And set a precious crown upon thy head. 
If thou wilt condescend to be my — 

Mar, What? 

Suf His love. 

Mar. I am unworthy to be Henry's wife. 

Suf. No, gentle madam ; I unworthy am 
To woo so fair a dame to be his wife, 
And have no portion in the choice myselfl 
How say you, madam, — are you so content? 

Mar. An if my father please, I am content. 

Suf Then call our captains and our colours forth ! — 

[Troops come forward. 
And, madam, at your father's castle-walla 
We'll crave a parley, to confer with him. 

A Parley s(mnded. Enter Reignier on the Walls. 
8vf, See, Reignier, see, thy daughter prisoner I 
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Feifj. To whom ? 

Su/. To inc. 

Beiff. Suffolk, what remedy? 

I am a soldier, and unapt to weep 
Or to exclaim on fortune's fickleness. 

St{f. Yes, there is remedy enou-^h, my lord: 
Consent, — an<l for thy honour t;ive consent, — 
Thy daughter shall be wedded to my kinc; 
Whom I witli pain have wooM and won thereto ; 
And this her eayy-held imprisonment 
Hath gain'd thy daughter princely liberty. 

Beig. Speaks Suffolk as he thinks? 

Suf. Fair Margaret knows 

That Suffolk doth not flatter, face, or feiirn. 

Beig. ITpon thy print'cly warrant I (lescend, 
To give thee answer of tliy just demand. 

[I'JxU KKioNiER/rom the Walls, 

Suf. And here I will expect thy coming. 

Trumpets sound. Enter Reionier below. 

Beig. "Welcome, bravo earl, into our territories; 
Command in Anjou what your honour pleases. . 

Suf. Thanks, llcignier, happy for so sweet a child, 
Fit to be made companion with a king : 
What answer makes your p-ace unto my suit? 

Beig. Since thou dost deign to woo her little worth 
To bo the princely bride of such a lord, 
Upon condition I may quietly 
Enjoy mine own, the county Maine and Anjou, 
Free from oppression or the stroke of war, 
My daughter shall be Henry's, if he please. 

Suf. That is her ransom, — I deliver her; 
And those two counties I will undertake 
Your grace shall well and quietly enjoy. 

Beig. And I again, in Henry's royal name, 
As deputy unto that gracious king. 
Give thee her hand, for sign of plighted faith. 

Suf. Reignier of France, I give thee kingly thanks, 
Because this is in traffic of a king : — 
And yet, methinks, I could be well content 
To be mine own attorney in this case. — [Aside. 

I'll over, then, to England with this news, 
And mjjte this marriage to be solemniz'd. 
So, farewell, Reignier : set this diamond safe 
In golden palaces, as it becomes. 
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Beig. I do embrace thee as I would embrace 
The Christian prince, King Henry, were he here. 

Mar, Farewell, my lord : good wishes, praise, and payers 
Shall Sufifolk ever have of Margaret. [Ooing, 

Suf, Farewell, sweet madam: but hark you, Mar^iret, — 
No princely commendations to my king? 

Mar. Such comimendations as Decome a maid, 
A virrin, and his servant, say to him. 

Suf, Words sweetly placed and modestly directed. 
But, madam, I must trouble you again, — 
No loving token to his majesty? 

Mar. Yes, my ^ood lord, — a pure unspotted heart, 
Never yet taint with love, I send the king. 

Svf. And this withal. \Ki99ea Iter. 

Mar. That for thyself: — I will not so presume 
To send such peevisn tokens to a king. 

[Exeunt Keio. and Mar. 

Svf, 0, wert thou for myself! — But, Sufifolk, stay; 
Thou mayst not wander in that labyrinth : 
There Mmotaurs and ugly treasons lurk. 
Solicit Henry with her wondrous praise : 
Bethink thee on her virtues that surmount, 
And natural graces that extinguish art ; 
B^peat their semblance often on the seas. 
That when thou com'st to kneel at Henry's feet 
Thou mayst bereave him of his wits with wonder. [EoiAt 



SCENE lY,— Camp of the Buke of York in Anjou. 

Enter York, Warwick, and otJiers. 
York Bring forth that sorceress, condenm*d to bum. 

Enter La Pucelle, guarded, and a Shepherd. 

Shep. Ah, Joan, this kills thy father's heart outright I 
Have I sought every country far and near, 
And now it is my chance to find thee out 
Must I behold thy timeless cruel death ? 
Ah, Joan, sweet daughter Joan, I'll die with thee ! 

Puc. Decrepit miser ! base ignoble wretch ! 
I am descended of a gentler blood ; 
Thou art no father nor no friend of mine. 

SJiep. Out, out !— My lords, an please you, 'tis not bo v 
I did beget her, all the parish knows : 
Her motner liveth yet, can testify 
She was the first fruit of my bachelorship. 
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War. Graceless, wilt thou deny thy mrentage? 

York. This argues what lier kind of life hath been, — 
Wicked and vile ; and so licr death concludes. 

Shep. Fie, Joan, that thou >vilt be so obstacle ! 
Crod knows thou art a colloi» of my tlesh ; 
And for thy sake have I slicd many a tear: 
Deny me not, I pr ytlice, gentle .loan. 

Puc. Peasant, avauiit I — You have subom'd this man. 
Of ])uri)ose to obscure my noble birth. 

Shep. 'Tis true, I ;;ave a ni»ble to the nricst 
The morn that I was wciMed to her mother. — 
Kneel down and take my blessing, eood my girL 
Wilt thou not stooj>? Now curMo«l be the time 
Of thy nativity ! I would the milk 
Thy mother j^'ave tluo when thou suck'dst her breast ' 
Had been a little ratsbane for thy sake ! 
Or else, when thou didst keep my lambs a- field, 
I wish some ravenous wolf had eaten thee ! 
Dost thou deny thy father, cursed drab ? 
0, burn her, bum her ! hangini^ is too irood. l£xU. 

York. Take her away ; for slie hath^iv'd too long. 
To fill the world with vicious oualities. 

Puc. First let me tell you whom you have condenm'd : 
Not me begotten of a shei)herd swain. 
But issu'd from the progeny of kini^s ; 
Virtuous and holy ; chosen from above, 
By insjnration of celestial grace, 
To wbrk exceeding miracles on earth. 
I never had to do with wicked spirits ; 
But you, — that are polluted with your lusts, 
Siain'd with the guUtless blood of innocents. 
Corrupt and tainted with a thousand vices, — 
Because you want the grace that others have, 
You judge it straight a thing impossible 
To compass wonders but by help of devils. 
No, misconceived ! Joan of Arc liath been 
A virgin from her tender infancy, 
Chaste and immaculate in very thought ; 
Whose maiden blood, thus rigorously eflFus'd, 
Will cry for vengeance at the gates of heaven. 

York. Ay, ay : — away with ner to execution ! 

War. And hark ye, sirs ; because she is a maid, 
Spare for no fagots, let there be enow : 
Place barrels of pitch upon the fatal stake, 
That so her torture may be shortened. 
Puc. Will nothing turn your unrelenting hearts ? — 
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Then, Joan, discover thine infirmity, 
That warranteth by law to be thy privilege. — 
I am with child, ye bloody- homicides : 
Murder not, then, the fruit within my womb, 
Although ye hale me to a violent death. 

York. Now heaven forfend ! the holy maid with child ! 

War. The greatest miracle that e'er ye wrought ; 
Is all your strict preciseness come to this ? 

York. She and the Dauphin have been juggling : 
I did imagine what would be her refa^e. , 

War. Well, go to ; we will have no Dastards live ; 
Especially since Charles must father it. 

Puc. You are deceiv'd ; my child is none of his : 
It was Alen^on that enjoy'd my love. 

York. Alen9on 1 that notorious Machiavel ! 
It dies, an if it had a thousand lives. 

Puc, O, give me leave, I have deluded you : 
'Twas neither Charles nor yet the duke I nam'd. 
But Reignier, King of Naples, that prevail'd. 

War. A married man ! that 's most intolerable. 

York. Why, here 's a girl ! — I think she knows not well — 
There were so many — ^r^om she may accuse. 

War. It 's sign she hath been liberal and free. 

York. And yet, forsooth, she is a virgin pure. — 
Strumpet, thy words condemn thy brat and thee : 
Use no entreaty, for it is in vain. 

Puc. Then lead me hence ; — with whom I leave my curse : 
May never glorious sun reflex his beams 
Upon the country where you make abode ; 
But darkness and the gloomy shade of death 
Environ you, till mischief and despair 
Drive you to break your necks or hang yourselves ! 

[Eocitf guarded, 

York. Break thou in pieces and consume to ashes. 
Thou foul accursed minister of hell ! 

Enter Cardinal Beaxtfort, attended. 

Car. Lord regent, I do greet your excellence 
With letters of commission from the king. 
For know, my lords, the states of Christendom, 
MoVd with remorse of these outrageous broils. 
Have earnestly implor'd a general peace 
Betwixt our nation and the aspiring French; 
And here at hand the Dauphin and his train 
Approacheth, to confer about some matter. 

VOL IV. F 
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York. Is all our travail turned to this effect ? 
After the slaug^hter of so many peers. 
So many capt^ns, gentlemen, and soldiers, 
That in this (^uarr^ have been overthrown. 
And sold their bodies for their country^s benefit. 
Shall we at last conclude effeminate peace ? 
Have we not lost most part of all the towns, 
By treason, falsehood, and by treachery. 
Our great progenitors had conquered ? — 
O "Warwick, Warwick ! I foresee with grief 
The utter loss of all the realm of France. 

War. Be patient, York : if we conclude a peaoe^ 
It shall be with such strict and severe covenants 
As little shall the Frenchmen gain thereby. 

Enter Charles, attended; AusNgoK, Bastabd, Rkionivr, 

and others. 

Char. Since, lords of England, it is thus agreed. 
That peaceful truce shall l^ proclaim'd in France 
We come to be informed by yourselves 
What the conditions of that league must be. 

York. Speak, Winchester ; for boiling choler chokes 
The hollow passage of mv prison'd voice, 
By sight of these our balenil enemies. 

Car. Charles, and the rest, it is enacted thus : 
That in regard King Hennr gives consent, 
Of mere compassion and of lenitv, 
To ease your country of distressml war. 
And suffer you to breathe in fruitful peace, — 
You shall l)ecome true liegemen to his crown : 
And, Charles, upon condition thou wilt swear 
To pay him tribute and submit thyself 
Thou shalt be plac'd as viceroy under him. 
And still enjoy thy regal dignity. 

AUn. Must he be, then, as shadow of himself? 
Adorn his temples with a coronet. 
And yet, in substance and authority, 
Retain but privilege of a private man? 
This proffer is absurd and reasonless. 

Char. 'Tis known already thatd am possessed 
With more than half the Gallian territories, > 
And therein reverenc'd for their lawful king : 
Shall I, for lucre of the rest unvanquish'd, 
Detract so much from that prerogative 
As to be called but viceroy of the whole ? 
No, lord ambassador; I'll rather keep 
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That whicli I have than, coveting for more. 
Be cast from possibility' of alL 

York. Insuitiiig Charles ! hast thou by secret means 
Us'd intercession to obtain a leagne, 
And now the matter grows to compromise 
Stand'st thou aloof upon comparison ? 
Either accept the title thou usurp'st, 
Of benefit proceeding from our king, 
And not of any chaUenge of desert, 
Or we will plague thee with incessant wars. 

Reig. My lord, you do not well in obstinacy 
To cavil in the course of this contrict: 
If once it be neglected, ten to one 
We shall not find like opportunity. 

Alen, To say the truth, it is your policy 
To save vour subjects from such massacre 
And ruthless slaughters as are daily seen 
By our proceeding in hostility ; 
Ajid therefore take this compact of a truce, 
Although you break it when your pleasure serves. 

[Adde to Chablvs. 

War. How sa^st thou, Charles ? shall our condition stand ? 

Char. It shall ; 
Only reserved, you claim no interest 
In any of our towns of garrison. 

York. Then swear allegiance to his mi^jesty, 
As thou art knight, never to disobey 
Nor be rebellious to the crown of Endand, — 
Thou, nor thy nobles, to the crown of England. 

[Charles and the rest give tokens qf/taUy. 
So, now dismiss your army when ye please ; 
E&as up your ensigns, let your drums be still. 
For here we entertain a solemn peace. [Exeunt, 



SCENE v.— London. A Boom tn the PaUice, 

Enter Kino Henry, in conference with Suffolk ; Glostir 

and BxETVR/ollouring. 

K. Hen. Your wondrous rare description, noble earl. 
Of beauteous Margaret hath astonish'd me: 
Her virtues, graced with external gifts, 
Do breed love's settled passions in my heart : 
And like as rigour of tempestuous gusts 
Provokes the mightiest hulk against the tide^ 
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So am I driven, by breath of her renown. 
Either to suffer shipwreck or arrive 
Where I may have fruition of her love. 

8tif. Tush, my cood lord, — this superficial tale 
Is but a preface ot her worthy praise : 
Hie chiefperfections of that lovely dame, — 
Had I sufficient skill to utter them, — 
Would make a volume of enticing lines, 
Able to ravish any dull conceit : 
And, which is more, she is not so divine. 
So foil-replete with choice of all delights, 
But, with as humble lowliness of mind. 
She is content to l)e at your command ; 
Command, I mean, of virtuous chaste intents, 
To love and honour Henry as her lonl. 

K. Hen. And otherwise ^411 Henry ne'er preaume. 
Therefore, my lord j)rotector, give consent 
That Margaret may be England's roval queen. 

Olo, So should I give consent to natter sin. 
You know, my lonl, vour highness is betroth'd 
Unto another lady of esteem : 
How shall we, then, dispense with that contract, 
And not deface your honour with reproach ? 

St^. As doth a ruler with unlawful oaths ; 
Or one that, at a triumph having vow'd 
To try his strength, forsakcth yet the lists 
By reason of his adversaryV odds. 
A poor earl's daughter is unequal odds. 
And therefore may be broke -without offence. 

Olo. Why, what, I pray, is Margaret more than that ? 
Her father is no better than an earl, 
Although in glorious titles he excel. 

8nf. Yes, my lord, her father is a king, 
The King of Naples and Jerusalem ; 
And of such great authority in France 
As his alliance will contirm our })eace, 
And keep the Frenchmen in allegiance. 

OU). And so the Earl of Armagnac may do, 
Because he is near kinsman unto Charles. 

Exe. Beside, his wealth doth warrant a liberal dower ; 
While Reignier sooner will receive than give. 

Suf. A dower, my lords ! disgrace not so your king, 
That he should be so abject, base, and poor, 
To choose for wealth, and not for perfect love. 
Henry is able to enrich his queen, 
Azzd 120^ to seek a queen to make "VvVtix yvO(x*. 
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So worthless peasants bargain for their wives, 

As market-men for oxen, uxeep, or horse. 

Marriage is a matter of more worth 

Than to be dealt in by attorneyship ; 

Not whom we will, but whom his mce affects, 

Must be companion of his nuptial bed : 

And therefore, lords, since he affects her most. 

It most of all these reasons bindeth us, 

In our opinions she should be preferr'cL 

For what is wedlock forced but a heU, 

An age of discord and continual strife 7 

Whereas the contrary bringeth bliss. 

And is a pattern of celesti^ peace. 

Whom should we match with Heniy, being a king^ 

But Margaret, that is daughter to a king ? 

Her peerless feature, join^ with her birth. 

Approves her iit for none but for a king : 

Her valiant courage and undaunted spirit, — 

More than in women conunonly is seen, — 

Will answer our hope in issue of a king ; 

For Henry, son unto a conqueror, 

Is likely to beget more conquerors. 

If with a lady of so high resolve 

As is fair Margaret hel>e link'd in love. 

Then yield, my lords ; and here conclude with me 

That Margaret shall be queen, and none but she. 

K. Hen. Whether it be through force of your report. 
My noble Lord of Suffolk, or for that 
M^ tender youth was never yet attaint 
With any passion of inflaming love, 
I cannot tell ; but this I am assur'd!, 
I feel such sharp dissension in my breast, 
Such fierce alarums both of hope and fear. 
As I am sick with working of my thoughts. 
Take therefore shipping; post, my lord, to France; 
Agree to any covenants ; and procure 
That Lady Margaret do vouchsafe to come 
To cross the seas to England, and be crown'd 
King Henry's faithfiil and anointed queen : 
For your expenses and sufficient charge. 
Among the people gather up a tenth. 
Be gone, I say ; for, till you do return, 
I rest perplexed with a thousand cares. — 
And you, good uncle, banish all offence : 
If you do censure me by what you were. 
Not what yon are, I know it mii excxxaiQ 
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This sadden execution of my wilL 

And so, conduct me where, from compan j, 

I may revolve and ruminate my grief. lExiL 

Oio. Ay, grief^ I fear me, boui at first and laat. 

[Exeunt Glostkr and Ezstsb. 

8t{f. Thus Suffolk hath prevailed ; and thm ha goes. 
As (Ud the youthful Paris once to Greece, 
With hope to fmd the like event in love. 
But prosper better than the Trojan did. 
Mamret shall now be queen, and rule the king; 
But I will rule both her, the king, and realm. IJBsaL 
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ACT L 

SCENE I.— London. A Rornn of State in the Castle. 

FUmriah of trumpets: then JiatUboys. JSnter, on one sidey 
KiNa Henry, Duke of Glosteb, Salisbxtbt, War- 
wick, and Cardinal Beaufort; on the other. Queen 
Margaret, led in by Suffolk; York, Somerset, 
Buckingham, and oth&ra, foUowing. 

Suf As by your high imperial majesty 
I had in charge at my depart for France, 
As procurator to your excellence. 
To marry Princess Margaret for your grace ; 
So, in the fsunous ancient city Tours, — 
In presence of the Kings of France and Sicil, 
The Dukes of Orleans, Calaber, Bretagne, and Alen^on, 
Seven earls, twelve barons, and twen^ reverend bishops, 
I have performed my task, and was espous'd : 
And humbly now, upon my bended knee. 
In sight of England and her lordly peers. 
Deliver up my title in the queen 
To your most gracious lumos, that are the substance 
Of that great shadow I did represent ; 
The happiest gift that ever marquess gave. 
The fairest queen that ever king received. 

K. Hen, Suffolk, arise. — ^Welcome, Queen Margaret : 
I can express no kinder sign of love 
Than this kind kiss. — Lord, that lends me life. 
Lend me a heart replete with thankfulness! 
For thou hast given me, in this beauteous face, 
A world of earthly blessings to my soul. 
If sympathy of love unite our thoughts. 

Q. Mar, Great £ing of England, aatiia^ ^c^cs*q&Vsc^^ — 



i 
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The mutual conference that my mind hath had. 
By day, by night, waking and in my dreams, 
In courtly company or at my beads, 
With you, mine alder-liefest sovereign. 
Makes me the bolder to salute m^ kmg 
With ruder terms, such as my wit affords 
And over-joy of heart doth minister. 

K. Hen. Her sight did ravish ; but her gimoe in speech. 
Her words v-clad with wisdom's majesty, 
Makes me from wondering fall to weeping joys ; 
Such is the fullness of my heart's content. — 
Lords, with one cheerful voice welcome my love. 

AU, [kneeling J] Long live Queen Margaret, England's 
happiness! 

Q. Mar. We thank you all. [Flowritik. 

8uf. My lord protector, so it please your grace, 
Here are the articles of contracted peace 
Between our sovereign and the French King Charles, 
For eighteen months concluded by consent. 

Olo, [reads.] Imprimis, It is agreed between the Prendi 
King Charles and William de fa Poole, Marquess qf Sufoikf 
ambassador for Henry King 0/ England, that the said Henry 
shall espouse the Lady Margaret, daughter unto Heignier 
King of Naples, Sicilia, and Jerusalem; and crown her 
Queen of England ere the thirtieth of May next ensuing. — 
Item, — That the duchy of Anjou and the countv qf Jnaine 
shall be releoMd and delivered to the king her father, — 

K. Hen, Uncle, how now ! 

Olo. Pardon me, gracious lord; 

Some sudden qualm hath struck me at the heart, 
And dinmi'd mine eves, that I can read no further. 

K, Hen. Uncle ojf Winchester, I pray read on. 

Car. [reads.] Item, — It is further agreed between them that 
the duchies of Anion and Maine sMdl be relecued and de- 
livered over to the king her father; and she sent over of the 
King of England's ovm proper cost and charges^ wiihout 
having any dowry. 

K. Hen. They please us welL — I/ord marquess, kneel 
We here create thee the first Duke of Suffolk, [down : 

And girt thee with the sword. — Cousin of York, 
We here discharge your srace from being regent 
r the parts of France, tin term of eighteen months 
Be full expired. — ^Thanks, uncle Winchester, 
Gloster, York, Buckingham, Somerset, * 

Salisbury, and Warwick ; 
We thank you all for this great favour done^ 
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In entertamment to my princely queen. 
Come, let us in ; and with all speed provide 
To see lier coronation be performed. 

[Exeunt Kino, Queen, and Sxjjwowl 

Glo, Brave peers of England, pillars of the state, 
To you Duke Humphrey must unload his grie^ — 
Your grief^ the common nief of all the land. 
What ! did my brother Henry spend his youth, 
His valour, coin, and people, in the wars? 
Did he so often lodse m open field. 
In winter's cold and summer's parching heat, 
To conquer France, his true inheritance? 
And did my brother Bedford toil his wits 
To keep by policy what Henry got? 
Have you yourselves, Somerset, Buckingham, 
Brave York, Salisbury, and victorious Warwick, 
Received deep scars in France and Normandy? 
Or hath mine uncle Beaufort and m3rsel^ 
With all the learned council of the realm. 
Studied so long, sat in the coimcil-house 
Early and late, debating to and fro 
How France and Frenchmen mieht be kept in awe? 
And hath his highness in his in&ncy 
Been crown'd in Paris, in despite of foes? 
And shall these labours and these honours die? 
Shall Henry's conquest, Bedford's vigilance. 
Your deeds of war, and all our couumI die? 
O peers of England, shameful is this league I 
Fatal this marriage ! cancelling your fame. 
Blotting your names from books of memory. 
Razing the characters of your renown, 
Defacmg monuments of conquer'd France, 
Undoing all, as all had never been ! 

Car. Nephew, what means this passionate disooane, 
This peroration with such circumstance? 
For France, 'tis ours ; and we will keep it q^ilL 

Olo. Ay, uncle, we will keep it if we can ; 
But now it is impossible we should : 
Suffolk, the new-made duke that rules the roast, 
Hath given the duchy of Anjou and Maine 
Unto the poor King Reignier, whose large style 
Agrees not with th^ leanness of his purse. 

8cU. Now, by the death of Him that died for all. 
These counties were the keys of Normandy: — 
But wherefore w^ps Warwick, my valiant son? 

War, For grief tiiat they are past recovery: ^ 

d 
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For were there hope to conauer them again 

My sword should shed hot blood, mine eyes no tears. 

Anjou and Maine ! myself did 'win them Doth ; 

Those provinces these arms of mine did conquer: 

And are the cities that I got with wounds 

Deliver'd up again with peaceful words? 

Mort Dieu ! 

York. For Suffolk 's duke, may he be suffocate 
That dims the honour of this warlike isle ! 
France should have torn and rent my very heart 
Before I would have yielded to this league. 
I never read but England's kings have had 
Lari^e sums of sold and dowries with their wives ; 
And our King llenry gives away his own, 
To match witn her that brings no vantages. 

OU). A proper jest, and never heard before. 
That Suffolk should demand a whole fifteenth 
For costs and charges in transporting her ! 
She should have stay'd in France, and starv'd in France, 
Before — 

Car, My Lord of Gloster, now you grow too hot : 
It was the pleasure of my lord the king. 

OU). My Lord of Winchester, I know your mind; 
Tis not my speeches that you do mislike. 
But 'tis my presence that doth trouble ye. 
Rancour "N^ill out : proud prelate, in thy face 
I see thy fury : if I longer stay 
We shall begin our ancient bickerings. — 
Lordings, farewell ; and say, when I am gone, 
I prophesied France will be lost ere long. [EhdL 

Car. So, there goes our protector in a rage. 
'Tis known to you he is mme enemy ; 
Nay, more, an enemy unto you all, 
And no great friend, I fear me, to the king. 
Consider, lords, he is the next of blood. 
And heir-apparent to the English crown : 
Had Henry got an empire by his marriage, 
And all the wealthy kingdoms of the west, 
There 's reason he should be displeas'd at it. 
Look to it, lords ; let not his smoothing words 
Bewitch your hearts ; be wise and circumspect. 
What though the common people favour lum. 
Calling him — Humphrey j the good Duke ofOloHer; 
Clappmg their hands, and crying with loud voice, 
Jesu maintain your royal excellence! 
With Ood preserve the good Duke Humphrey! 



SCENE I. PART H OP KING HENRY VL 77 

I fear me, lords, for all this flattering gloss, 
He will be found a dangerous protector. 

Bitck, Why should he then protect our sovereign, 
He being of age to govern of himself? — 
Cousin of Somerset, join you with me, 
And altogether, with the Duke of Suffolk, 
We'll quickly hoise Duke Humphrey from his seat. 

Car. This weighty business will not brook delay; 
m to the Duke of Suffolk presently. [ExU, 

80m. Cousin of Buckingham, though Humphrey's pride 
And greatness of his place be grief to us. 
Yet let us watch the naughty cardinal : 
His insolence is more intolerable 
Than all the princes in the land beside : 
If Gloster be displaced, he'll be protector. 

Buck. Or thou or I, Somerset, will be protector, 
Despite Duke Humphrey or the cardinal. 

[Exeunt Buckingham and Somerset. 

Sal. Pride went before, ambition follows him. 
While these do labour for their own preferment. 
Behoves it us to labour for the realm. 
I never saw but Humphrey Duke of Gloster 
Did bear him like a noble gentleman. 
Oft have I seen the haughty cardinal, — 
More like a soldier than a man o' the church. 
As stout and proud as he were lord of all, — 
Swear like a ruffian, and demean himself 
Unlike the ruler of a commonweaL — 
Warwick, my son, the comfort of my age ! 
Thy deeds, thy plainness, and thy housekeeping, 
Hath won the greatest favour of the commons, 
Excepting none but good Duke Humphrey: — 
And, brother York, thy acts in Ireland, 
In bringing them to civil disciphne ; 
Thy late exploits done in the heart of France, 
When thou wert regent for our sovereign. 
Have made thee fear'd and honour'd of the people : — 
Join we together for the pubUc good 
In what we can, to bridle and suppress 
The pride of Suffolk and the cardinal. 
With Somerset's and Buckingham's ambition ; 
And, as we may, cherish Duke Humphrey's deeds 
While they do tend the profit of the land. 

War. So God help Warwick, as he loves the land 
And common profit of his country ! 

York And so says York, for he hath greatest cause. . ^ 

.M 
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Sal Then let *s make haste away and look onto tbe main. 

War. Unto the main ! father, Maine ia loct, — 
That Maine which by main force Warwick did win. 
And would have kept so long as breath did last! 
Main chance, father, you meant ; but I meant IdainOi— - 
Which I will win from France, or else be slain. 

[Exeunt Warwick and Saubbubt. 

York. Anjou and Maine are ji(iven to the French; 
Paris is lost ; the state of Normandy 
Stands on a tickle point, now they are gone : 
Suffolk concluded on the articles ; 
The peers agree<l ; and Henry was well pleaa*d 
To cnange two dukedoms for a duke*s £air dau^^iter. 
I cannot blame them all : what is *t to them? 
'Tis thine they nve away, and not their owiL 
Pirates may male cheap pennyworths of their pillage^ 
And purchase friends, and give to courteians, 
Still revelling like lords till all be gone ; 
While as the silly owner of the ^;oods 
Weeps over them, and wrings his hapless hands. 
And shakes his head, and trembling stands aloo^ 
While all is shared, and all is borne away. 
Ready to starve, and dare not touch his own : 
So York must sit, and fret, and bite his tongue, 
While his own lands are bargained for and sold. 
Methinks the realms of England, France, and Ireland 
Bear that proportion to my flesh and blood 
As did the fatal brand Althaea bum'd 
Unto the princess heart of Calydon. 
Anjou and Maine both given unto the French! 
Cold news for me ; for I had hope of Franoe, 
Even as I have of fertile England's soiL 
A day will come when York shall claim his own ; 
And therefore I will take the Nevils' parts. 
And make a show of love to proud Duke Humphrey, 
And, when I spy advantage, claim the crown, 
For that 's the golden mark I seek to hit : 
Nor shall proud Lancaster usurp my right, 
Nor hold the sceptre in his childish fis^ 
Nor wear the diadem upon his head. 
Whose church-like humours fit not for a crown. 
Then, York, be still awhile, till time do serve : 
Watch thou and wake, when others be asleep, 
To pry into the secrets of the state ; 
Till Henry, surfeiting in joys of love 
With his new bride and Ei^gland's dear-bought queen, 
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And Hmnplirey with the peers be &iYn at jars : 

Then will I raise aloft the milk-white rose. 

With whose sweet smell the air shall be perfiam*d ; 

And in my standard bear the arms of York, 

To erapple with the house of Lancaster ; 

Ana, rorce peiforce, I'll make him yield the crown. 

Whose bookish rule hath pnll'd fair England down. [SooiL 



SCENE n.— London. A Boom in the "Duke ow 
Glosteb's House. 

• 

Enter Gloster and the Dxtchbss. 

DttcTi. Why droops my lord, like orer-ripen'd com 
Hanging the nead at Ceres' plenteous load? 
Why doth the great Duke Humphrey knit his brows, 
As frowning at the favours of the world? 
Why are thme eyes fix'd to the sullen earth, 
Gazmg on that which seems to dim thy sight? 
What see'st thou there? King Henry s diadem, 
Endias'd with all the honours of the world? 
If so, gaze on, and grovel on thy face 
Until thy head be circled with the same. 
Put fortn thy hand, reach ^t the glorious cold : — 
What, is't too short? I'll lengthen it witn mine; 
And, having both together heav'd it up, 
We'U both together fift our heads to heaven; 
And never more abase our sight so low 
As to vouchsafe one glance unto the ground. 

Olo. O Nell, sweet Nell, if thou dost love thy lord. 
Banish the canker of ambitious thoughts ! 
And may that thought, when I imagme ill 
Against my king and nephew, virtuous Henry, 
Be my last breathing in this mortal world ! 
My troublous dream this night doth make me sad. 

DiLch. What dream'd my lord? tell me, and Pll requite it 
With sweet rehearsal of my morning's dream. 

Olo. Methought this stidOf, mine office-badge in court, 
Was broke in twain ; by whom I have forgot, 
But, as I think, it was by the cardinal ; 
And on the pieces of the broken wand 
Were plac'd the heads of Edmund Duke of Somerset, 
And William de la Poole, first Duke of Suflfolk- 
This was my dream ; what it doth bode God knows. 

Duch. Tut, this was nothing but an argument 
That he that breaks a stick of Gloster's grove 
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Shall lose his head for his presumption. 

But list to me, my Humphrey, my sweet duke: " 

Methought I sat in scat of majesty 

In the cathedral church of Westminster, 

And in that chair where kinirs and queens are crown'd ; 

Where Henry and Dame Margaret Imeel'd to me, 

And on my head did set the maflcm. 

Oh. Nay, Eleanor, then must I chide outright : 
Presumptuous dame, ill-nurturM Eleanor ! 
Art thou not second woman in the realm. 
And the protector's wife, belov'd of him? 
Hast thou not worldly pleasure at command. 
Above the reach or compass of thy thoUj;(ht? 
And wilt thou still be hammering treachery, 
To tumble down thy husband and thyself 
From top of honour to disgrace's feet? 
Away from me, and let me hear no more ! 

Duch, What, what, my lord ! are you so cholerio 
With Eleanor for telling but her dream? 
Next time I'll keep my "dreams unto myself^ 
And not be check'd. 

Olo. Nay, be not angry, I am pleas'd again. 

Enttr a Messenger. 

MesB. My lord protector,^ 'tis his highness' pleasnre 
You do prepare to ride unto Saint Albans, 
Whereas the king and queen do mean to hawk. 

OU). I go. — Come, Nell, — thou wilt ride with us? 

Duch, Yes, my good lord, I'll follow presently. 

[Exeunt Oldster and Messenger. 
Follow I must ; I cannot go before 
While Gloster bears this base and humble mind. 
Were I a man, a duke, and next of blood, 
I would remove these tedious stumbling-blocks. 
And smooth my way upon their headless necks : 
And, being a woman, I will not be slack 
To play my part in fortune's pageant. — 
Where are you there. Sir John? nay, fear not, man. 
We are alone; here 's none but thee and I. 

Enter Hume. 

Hume. Jesus preserve your royal majesty ! 
Duch. WTiat say'st thou? majesty ! I am but grace. 
Hume. But, by the grace of God and Hume's advice. 
Your grace's title shall be multiplied. 
DtLcL What say'st thou, man? hast thou as yet wsxd&n^d. 
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With Margery Jourdain, the cuiming witch, 
With Roger fiolinebroke, the conjurer? 
And will they undertake to do me good? 

Hume. This they have promised, — to show your highnest 
A spirit rais'd from depth of under-ground. 
That shall make answer to such questions 
As by your grace shall be propoimded him. 

Ihich. It IS enough ; 111 thmk upon the questions : 
When from Saint iUbans we do make return 
We'U see these things effected to the full. 
Here, Hume, take this reward ; make merry, man, 
With thy confederates in this weighty cause. [Exit 

Hume. Hume must make merry with the duchess* 
gold; 
Marry, and shall. But, how now. Sir John Hume! 
Seal up your lips, and give no words but mum : 
The business asketh silent secrecy. 
Dame Eleanor gives gold to bring the witch : 
Gold cannot come amiss were she a deviL 
Yet have I gold flies from another coast : — 
I dare not say from the rich cardinal, 
And from the great and new-made Duke of Suffolk ; 
Yet I do find it so ; for, to be plain, 
They, knowing Dame Eleanor's aspiring humour, 
Have hired me to undermine the ouchess. 
And buzz these conjurations in her brain. 
They say, — A crafty knave does need no broker; 
Yet am I Suffolk and the cardinal's broker. 
Hume, if you take not heed, you shall go near 
To call them both a pair of crafty knaves. 
Well, so it stands ; and thus, I iSear, at last 
Hume's knavery will be the duchess' wreck. 
And her attainture will be Humphrey's fall : 
Sort how it will, I shall have gold for all. [33cit 



SCENE IIL — London. A Boom in the Palace, 

Enter Peter and other Petitioners. 

1 Pet. My masters, let 's stand close : my lord protector 
will come this way by and by, and then we may deliver 
our supplications in the quill. 

2 Pet. Marry, the Lord protect him, for he's a good 
man! Jesu bless him I 

1 Pet. Here 'a comes, methinks, and the queen with 
him. I'll be the first, sure. 

VOL. IV. a . 
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Enter Suffolk and Queen Margaret. 

2 Pet. Come back, fool ; this is the Duke of Sufiblk, and 
not my lord protector. 

Suf. How now, fellow! wouldst anything with me? 

1 Pet I pray, my lord, pardon me; I took ye for my 
lord protector. 

Q. Mar. [ff lancing at the, mtperscriptions.] To my Lord 
Protector 1 Are your supplications to his lordship? Let me 
see them: — what is thine? 

1 Pet. Mine is, an't please your grace, against John 
Gk)odman, my lord cardinal's man, for keeping my honse, 
and lands, and wife and all, from mc. 

Suf. Thy wife too! that is some wroncj indee(L — ^What's 
yours? — "What 's here ! [Reads. ] A (jainst the Duke qf Suffolk^ 
for enclosing the commons of Melford. — How now, sir 
knave! 

2 Pet. Alas, sir, I am but a poor petitioner of our whole 
township. 

Peter, [presenting his petition.] A against my master, 
Thomas Homer, for saying that the Duke of York was 
righttul heir to the crown. 

Q. Mar. "What say'st thou? did tlio Duke of York say he 
was rightful heir to the crown? 

Peter. That my master was? no, forsooth: my master 
said that he was ; and that the king was an usurper. 

Svf Who is there? [Enter Servants.] — Take this fellow 
in, and send for his master with a pursuivant presently : — 
we*ll hear more of your matter before the king. 

[Exeunt Servants toith Petsb. 

Q. Mar. And as for you, that love to be x)rotected 
Under the wings of our protector's grace, 
B^gin your suits anew, and sue to him. [Tears the petitions. 
Away, base cullions! — Suffolk, let them go. 

All. Come, let's be gone. [^a^ewn^ Petitioners. 

Q. Mar. My Lord of Suffolk, say, is this the guise. 
Is this the fashion in the court of Enjjland? 
Is this the government of Britain's isle. 
And this the royalty of Albion's king? 
"What, shall King Henry be a pupil still, 
Under the surly Gloster's governance? 
Am I a queen in title and m style, 
And must be made a subject to a duke? 
I tell thee, Poole, when in the city Tours 
Thou rann'st a tilt in honour of my love. 
And stol'st away the ladies' hearts of France, 
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I thought King Hemy had resembled thee 

In courage, courtship, and proportion ; 

But aU Us mind is bent to holmess, 

To number Ave-Maries on his beads : 

His champions are, the prophets and apostles; 

His weapons, holy saws of sacred writ ; 

His Btn<fy is his tilt-yard, and his loves 

Are brazen images of canoniz'd saints. 

I would the college of the cardinals 

Would choose him pope, and carry him to Borne, 

And set the triple crown upon his head: — 

That were a state fit for his holhiess. 

Suf. Madam, be patient : as I was cause 
Tour highness came to England, so will I 
In England work your grace's full content. 

Q. Mar. Beside the haughty protector, have we Beaufort 
The imperious churchman, Somerset, Buckingham, 
And grumbling York ; and not the least of these 
But can do more in England than the king. 

Suf, And he of these that can do most of all 
Cannot do more in England than the Nevils : 
Salisbury and WarwicK are no simple peers. 

Q. Mar, 'Not all these lords do vex me half so mudbi 
As that proud dame, the lord protector's wife. 
She sweeps it through the court with troops of ladies, 
More like an empress than Duke Humphrey's wife : 
Strangers in court do take her for the queen : 
She bears a duke's revenues on her back. 
And in her heart she scorns our poverty : 
Shall I not live to be aveng'd on ner? 
Contemptuous base-bom caUet as she is. 
She vaunted *mongst her minions t'other day 
The very train of her worst wearing gown 
Was better worth than all my father^ lands. 
Till Suffolk gave two dukedoms for his daughter. 

Suf. Madam, myself have lim'd a bush for her, 
And plac'd a quire of such enticing birds 
That she will light to listen to the lays. 
And never mount to trouble you agam. 
So, let her rest : and, madam, list to me ; 
For I am bold to counsel you in this. 
Although we fancy not the cardinal. 
Yet must we join with him and with the lords. 
Till we have brought Duke Humphrey in disgrace. 
As for the Duke of York, — ^this late complaint 
Will make but little for his benefit. 
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So, one by one, we'll weed them all at last. 
And you yourself shall steer the happy helm. 

Enter Kino Henry, York, aiid Sobierset; Dukk and 
Duchess of Gloster, Cardinal Beaufort, Bucking- 
ham, Salisbury, and Warwick. 

K. ffen. For my part, noble lords, I care not which ; 
Or Somerset or York, all 's one to me. 

York. If York have ill demean'd himself in France, 
Then let him be denay'd the regentship. 

Som, If Somerset be unworthy of the place. 
Let York be regent ; I will yield to him. 

War. Whether your grace be worthy, yea or no. 
Dispute not that : York is the worthier. 

Car. Ambitious Warwick, let thy betters speak. 

War. The cardinal 's not my better in the neld. 

Buck. All in this presence are thy betters, Warwick. 

War. Warwick may live to be the best of alL 

Sal. Peace, son ! — and show some reason, Buckingham, 
Why Somerset should be preferr'd in this. 

Q. Mar. Because the kmg, forsooth, will have it so. 

Gh. Madam, the king is old enough himself 
To give his censure : these are no women's matters. 

Q. Mar. If he be old enough, what needs your grace 
To be protector of his excellence? 

Olo. Madam, I am protector of the realm ; 
And, at his pleasure, will resign my place. 

Suf. Resign it then, and leave thine insolence. 
Since thou wert king, — as who is king but thou? — 
The commonwealth hath daily run to wreck ; 
The Dauphin hath prevailed beyond the seas ; 
And all tne peers and nobles of the realm 
Have been as bondmen to thy sovereignty. 

Car. The commons hast thou rack'd; the clergy's 
bags 
Are lank and lean with thy extortions. 

Som. Thy sumptuous buildings and thy wife's attire 
Have cost a mass of public treasury. 

Biu:L Thy cruelty in execution 
Upon offenders hath exceeded law. 
And left thee to the mercy of the law. 

Q. Mar. Thy sale of offices and towns in France, — 
If they were known, as the susp^t is great, — 
Would make thee quickly hop without thy head. 

[Exit Gloster. The Queen drops her Fan. 
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Give me my fan : what, minion ! can yon not? 

[Gives the Duchess a box on the ear, 
I cry you mercy, madam ; was it you? 

Duch, Was't I? yea, lit was, proud Frenchwoman: 
Could I come near your beauty with my nails, 
I'd set my ten commandments in your face. 

K. Hen. Sweet aunt, be quiet ; 'twas against her wilL 

Dueh. Against her will I ^ood kins, lo^ to't in time; 
She'll hamper thee, and dandle thee uke a baby : 
Thoush in this place most master wear no breeches, 
She shall not strike Dame Eleanor unreveng'd. [ExU. 

Buck. Lord cardinal, I will follow Eleanor, 
And listen after Humphrey, how he proceeds : 
She 's tickled now; her fume needs no spurs, 
She'll gallop fast enough to her destruction. [BhciL 

Be-enter Glosteb. 

Glo. Now, lords, my choler being over-blown 
With walking once al)out the quadrangle, 
I come to talk of commonwealth afifairs. 
As for your spitefiil false objections. 
Prove them, and I lie open to the law : 
But God in mercy so deal with my soul 
As I in duty love my king and country ! 
But to the matter that we have in hand: — 
I say, my sovereign, York is meetest man 
To be your regent in the realm of France. 

Suf. Before we make election, give me leave 
To show some reason, of no little force. 
That York is most unmeet of any man. 

York. I'll tell thee, SuflFolk, why I am unmeet: 
First, for I cannot flatter thee in pride; 
Next, if I be appointed for the place, 
My Lord of Somerset will keep me here, 
Without discharge, money, or furniture. 
Till France be won into the Dauphin's hands : 
Last time, I danc'd attendance on his will 
Till Paris was besieg'd, famish'd, and lost. 

War. That can I witness ; and a fouler fact 
Did never traitor in the land commit. 

Suf. Peace, headstrong Warwick ! 

War. Image of pride, why should I hold my peace ? 

Enter Servants q/'Suffolk, hringing in Horner and Peter. 

Suf. Because here is a man accus'd of treason : 
Pray God the Duke of York excuse himself I 
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Yorh Doth any one accuse York for a traitor ? 

K, Hen. What meanest thou, Suffolk ? tell me, what are 

these ? 
Suf. Please it your majesty, this is the man 
That doth accuse his master of high treason : 
His words were these, — that Richard Duke of York 
Was rightful heir unto the English crown. 
And tlmt your majesty was an usurper. 

K. Hen. Say, man, were these thy wortls ? 

H(yr, An't shall please your majesty, I never said nor 
thought any such matter : God is my witness, I am fidaely 
accused by the villain. 

Pet. By these ten bones, my lords [holding up his Aaru2«,] 
he did speak them to me in the garret one night, as we 
were scouring my Lord of York's armour. 

YorL Base dunghill villain and mechanical, 
ril have thy head for this thy traitor's si)eech. — 
I do beseecn your royal majesty, 
Let him have all the rigour of ihe law. 

Hor. Alas, my lord, nang me if ever I spake the words. 
My accuser is my ^jrentice ; and when I dia correct him lor 
his fault the other day, he did vow upon his knees he would 
be even with me : I have good witness of this ; therefore I 
beseech your majesty, do not cast away an honest man 
for a villain's acccusation. 

K. Hen. Uncle, what shall we say to this in law? 

Olo. This doom, my lord, if I may judge : 
Let Somerset be regent o'er the French, 
Because in York this breeds suspicion ; 
And let these have a day appointed them 
For single combat in convement place. 
For he hath witness of his servant's malice : 
This is the law, and this Duke Humphrey's doom. 

K. Hen. Then be it so. — My Lord of Somerset, 
We make your grace regent over the French. 

Som, I humbly thank your royal majesty. 

Hor. And I accept the combat willingly. 

Pet Alas, my lord, I cannot fight ; for God's sake, pity 
my case ! the spite of man prevaileth against me. O Lord, 
have mercy ui)on me ! I shall never be able to fight a 
blow : Lord, my heart ! 

Glo, Sirrah, or you must fight, or else be hang'd. 

K, Hen. Away with them to prison; and the day 
Of combat shall be the last of the next month. — 
Come, Somerset, we'll see thee sent away. 

\Flowrish, ExewttU 
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SCENE IV.— London. The Dttkb op Gloster's CHirderL 
Enter Margery Jourdain, Hume, Southwell, €md 

BOLINOBROKE. 

Hume. Come, my masters ; the duchess, I tell yon, ex- 
pects performance of your promises. 

Baling. Master Hume, we are therefore provided : will 
her ladyship behold and hear our exorcisms ? 

Hume, Ay, what else? fear you not her courage. 

Baling. I have heard her reported to be a woman of an 
invincible spirit : but it shall be convenient. Master Hume, 
that you be by her aloft;, while we be busy below ; and so, 
I pray you, go in Grod's name, and leave us. [Exit Hume.] 
Mother Jourdain, be you prostrate, and grovel on the 
earth ; — John Southwell, read you ; — and let us to our work. 

Enter Duchess above^ and presently Hume. 

Duck. Well said, my masters ; and welcome alL 
To this gear, — the sooner the better. 

Baling. Patience, good lady ; wizards know their times : 
Beep night, dark ni^t, the silent of the night. 
The time of night when Troy was set on fire ; 
The time when screech-owls cry, and ban-dogs howl, 
And spirits walk, and ghosts break up their graves, — 
That time best fits the work we have m hand. 
Madam, sit you, and fear not : whom we raise 
We will make fast within a hallow*d verge. 

[Here they perform the ceremonies appertaining, and 
make the circle; Bolingbroke or Southwell 
reads, * * Conjure te, " &c. It thunders and lightens 
terribly ; tJien the Spirit riseth, 
Spir. Adsum. 
M. Jourd. Asmath, 
By the eternal God, whose name and power 
Thou tremblest at, answer that I shall ask ; 
For, tni thou speak, thou shalt not pass from hence. 
Spir. Ask what thou wilt : that I had said and done I 
Baling, First of the king : wJiat shall of him become ? 

[Reading out of a paper, 
Spir. The duke yet lives that Henry shall depose ; 
But him outlive, and die a violent death. 

[As the Spirit speaks, South, writes the answers. 
Baling. What fates await the Duke of Suffolk F 
Spir. By water shall he die and take his end. 
Boling. What shall befall tlve Duke of Somerset f 
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Spir. Let him shnn castles ; 
Safer shall he be upon the sandy plains 
Than where castles mounted stano. — 
Have done, for more I hardly can endure. 

Boling. Descend to darkness and the burning lake ! 
Ealse fiend, avoid ! 

[Thunder and lightning. Spirit descends. 

Enter York and Buckingham hastily^ with their Guards 

and others. 

York. Lay hands upon these traitors and their trash. — 
Beldam, I think we watch'd you at an inch. — 
What, madam, are vou there ? the king and commonweal 
Are deeply indebted for this piece of pains : 
My lord protector will, I doiibt it not. 
See you well guerdon'd for these gooil deserts. 

Duch. Not half so bad as thine to England's king, 
Ixgurious duke, that threatest where 's no cause. 

Buck. True, madam, none at all : — what call you this ? 

[Showing her the papers. 
Away with them ! let them be clapp'd up close, 
And Kept asunder. — You, madam, snail with us. — 
Stafford, take her to thee. — 
We'll see your trinkets here all forthcoming. — 
All, away! 

[Exeunt^ above. Duchess and Hume, guarded; 
below. South., Boling., ikc, guarded, 

York. Lord Buckingham, methinks you watch'd her well : 
A pretty plot, well chosen to build upon ! 
Now, pray, my lord, let 's see the devil's writ. 
What have we here ? [Reads, 

The duke yet lives that Henry shall depose ; 
But him outlive, and die a violent death. 
Why, this is just, 

Aio ie, jEaciday Romanos vincere posse. 
Well, to the rest : 

TeU me what fate awaits the Duke of Suffolk ? 
By water shall he die and take his end. — 
What shall betide the Duke of Somerset ? 
Let him shun castles; 
Safer shall he be upon the sandy plains 
Than wJiere castles mounted stand. 
Come, come, my lords ; 
These oracles are hardly attain'd, 
And hardly understood. 
The king is now in progress toward Saint Albans, 
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With him the husband of this lovely lady : 

Thither go these news, as fast as horse can carry them, — 

A sorrv oreakfsust for my lord protector. 

BvLck. Your grace shall give me leave, my Lord of York, 
To be the post, in hope of his reward. 

York. At your pleasure, my good lord. — Who's within 
there, ho ! 

Enter a Servant. 

Invite my Lords of Salisbury and Warwick 

To sup with me to-morrow night. — Away! ExewnU 



ACT IL 
SCENE l.^Sa%nt Albans, 



Enter King Henby, Qiteen Mabgaket, Gloster, Car- 
dinal, and Suffolk, with Falconers hoUamg, 

Q. Mar. Believe me, lords, for flying at the brook, 
I saw not better sport these seven years' day ; 
Yet, by your leave, the wind was very high ; 
And, ten to one, old Joan had not gone out. 

K. Hen. But what a point, my lord, your falcon made, 
And what a pitch she flew above the rest ! — 
To see how God in all his creatures works ! 
Yea, man and birds are fain of climbing high. 

Suf, No marvel, an it like your majesty^ 
My lord protector's hawks do tower so well ; 
They know their master loves to be aloft, 
And bears his thoughts above his falcon's pitch. 

Glo, My lord, 'tis but a base i^oble mind 
That mounts no higher than a bird can soar. 

Car. I thought as much ; he would be above the clouds. 

Olo. Ay, my lord cardinal, — how think you by that? 
Were it noteood your grace could fly to heaven ? 

K. Hen. Tfiie treasury of everlasting joy ! 

Car. Thy heaven is on earth ; thine eyes and thoughts 
Beat on a crown, the treasure of thy heart ; 
Pernicious protector, dangerous peer. 
That smooth'st it so with king and commonweal ! 

Olo. What, cardinal, is yourpriesthood grown peremptory? 
Tantame animia coBlestibus irce f 
Churchmen so hot ? good uncle, hide such malice; 
With such holiness can you do it ? ^ 
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Suf. No malice, sir ; no more than well becomes 
So^ood a quarrel and so bad a ])eer. 

uU). As who, my lord? 

Suf. Why, as you, my lord, 

An't like your lordly lord -protectorship. 

Olo. Why, ^Suffolk, England knows thine insolence. 

Q. Mar. And thy amljition, CUoster. 

K. Hen. I pr'ythee, peace, 

Good queen, and whet not on these furious i)eer8 ; 
For blessed are the peacemakers on earth. 

Car. Let me be blessed for the peace I make. 
Against this proud protector, -with my sword ! 

Glo. Faith, holy uncle, would 'twere come to that I 

[A aide to Car. 

Car. Marry, when thou dar'st. [Aside to Glo. 

Olo. Make up no factious mmibcrs for the matter; 
In thine own person answer thy abuse. {Aside to Car. 

Car. Ay, where thou dar'st not i)eep ; an if thou dar'st. 
This evemng on the east side of the grove. [Aside to Glo. 

K. Hen. How now, my lords ! 

Car. l^Ueve me, cousin Gloster, 

Had not your man put up the fowl so suddenlv. 
We had had more six)rt.— -Come ^ith thy two-liand sword. 

[Abide to Glo. 

Glo. True, uncle. 

Car. Are ye advis'd? — ^the east side of the grove? 

[Aside to Glo. 

Olo. Cardinal, I am with you. [Aside to Cab. 

K. Hen. Why, how now, uncle Gloster ! 

Olo. Talking of hawking ; nothing else, my lord. — 
Now, by God's mother, priest, I'll shave your crown for this. 
Or aU my fence shall fail. [Aside to Car. 

Car. Medice ieipsum ; 
Protector, see to't well, protect yourself. [Aside to Glo. 

K, Hen. The winds grow high ; so do your stomachs, 
lords. 
How irksome is this music to my heart ! 
When such strings jar, what hope of harmony ? 
I pray, my lords, let me comj^oimd this strife. 

Enter a Townsman of Saint Albans, crying 
"A Miracla" 

Oh. What means this noise ? 
Fellow, what miracle dost thou proclaim? 
Towns. A miracle I a miracle ! 
Siif, Come to the king, and tell him what mirade. 
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Towns. Forsooth, a blind man at St. Albans* shrine. 
Within this half hour, hath received his sight ; 
A man that ne'er saw in his life before. 

K. Hen, Now, God be prais'd that to believing sools 
Gives light in darkness, comfort in despair ! 

Enter the Mayor of St. Albans and his brethren; and 
SiMPCOX, home between two persons in a chairs his Wife 
and a m/uUitude following. 

Car. Here come the townsmen on procession. 
To present yonr highness with the man. 

K. Hen. Great is his comfort in this earthly vale. 
Although by his sight his sin be multipUed. 

Olo. Stand bv, my masters : — ^bring him near the king; 
His highness* pleasure is to talk with him. 

K. Sen. Good fellow, tell us here the circumstance, 
That we for thee may glorify the Lord. 
What, hast thou been long blind and now restor*d? 

Simp. Bom blind, an't please your grace. 

Wife. Ay, indeed, was he. 

8uf. What woman is this? 

Wife. His wife, an't like y^our worship. 

Oh. Hadst thou been his mother, thou couldst have 
better told. 

K. Hen. Where wert thou bom? 

Simp. At Berwick in the north, an't like your grace. 

K. Hen. Poor soul, God's goodness hath been great to 
Let never day nor night unhaUow'd pass, [thee : 

But still remember "vniat the Lord hath done. 

Q. Mar. Tell me, good fellow, cam'st thou here by 
Or of devotion, to this holy shrine? [chance, 

Simp. God knows, of pure devotion ; being call'd 
A hundred times and oftener, in my sleep, 
By good Saint Alban ; who said, Simpcox, come, — 
Come, offer at my shrine, and I will help thee. 

Wife. Most tme, forsooth ; and many time and oft 
Myself have heard a voice to call him so. 

Gar. What, art thou lame? 

Simp. Ay, God Almighty help met 

Suf How cam'st thou so? 

Simp, A fall off a tree. 

Wife, A plum-tree, master. ,,. ,, 

Qlo. How long liast thou been tobndi 

Simp, O, bom so, master. _ .^^^ 

Olo. What, and woxadrt <^^ ^^ 

Simp. But that in all my life» when I "w-ab ayo***^ 
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Wife. Too true ; and bought his climbing very dear. 

Olo, Mass, thou lov'dst plums well that wouldst venture 
so. 

Simp, Alas, good master, my wife desired some damsons. 
And made me Simb, with danger of mv life. 

Glo. A subtle knave! but j^et it shall not serve. — 
Let me see thine eyes : — wink now ; — ^now open them : — 
In my opinion yet thou see'st not well. 

Simp. Yes, master, clear as day, I thank God and Saint 
Alban. 

Olo. Say'st thou me so? What colour is this cloak of? 

Simp. Red, master ; red as blood. 

Oh. Why, that's well said. What colour is my gown of? 

Simp. Bmck, forsooth ; coal-black as jet. 

K. Hen. Why, then, thou know'st what colour jet ia of? 

Suf, And yet, I think, jet did he never see. 

Olo. But cloaks and gowns, before this day, a many. 

Wife. Never, before this day, in all his life, 

Olo. Tell me, sirrah, what's my name? 

Simp. Alas, master, I know not. 

Olo. What's his name? 

Simp. 1 know not. 

Olo. Nor his? 

Simp. No, indeed, master. 

Olo. What's thine own name? 

Simp. Saunder Simpcox, an if it please you, master. 

Olo. Then, Saunder, sit there, the lyingest knave in 
Christendom. If thou hadst been bom blind, thou mightst 
as well have known aU our names as thus to name the 
several colours we do wear. Sight may distinguish of 
colours; but suddenly to nominate them all, it is impos- 
sible. — My lords. Saint Alban here hath done a miracle; 
and would ye not think his cunning to be great that could 
restore this cripple to his legs again? 

Simp. master, that you could! 

Olo. My masters of Saint Albans, have you not beadles 
in your town, and things called whips? 

if ay. Yes, my lord, if it please your grace. 

Olo. Then send for one presently. 

May. Sirrah, go fetch the beadle hither straight. 

[Exit an Attendant. 

Olo. Now fetch me a stool hither by and by. [A stool 
brought out.^ Now, sirrah, if you mean to save yourself 
from whipping, leap me over this stool and run away. 

Simp. Alas, master, I am not able to stand alone: 
You go about to torture me in vain. 
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Re-enter Attendant, with the Beadle. 

Oh, Well, sir, we must have you find your legs. — Sirrah 
beadle, whip him tiU he leap over that same sto^ 

Bead, I will, my lord. — Come on, sirrah; off with your 
doublet quickly. 

Simp, Alas, master, what shall I do? I am not able 
to stand. 

{After tJie Beadle /low hit him once, he leaps over the 
stool and runs away; and the peoplefollow and 
cry **A Miracle!" 

K, Hen, God, seest thou this, and bear'st so long? 

Q, Mar. It made me laugh to see the villain run. 

Olo. Follow the knave ; and take this drab away. 

Wife, Alas, sir, we did it for pure need. 

Olo, Let them be whipped through every market town, 
till they come to Berwict, whence they came. 

[Exeunt Mayor, Beadle, Wife, dtc. 

Car, Duke Humphrey has done a miracle to-day. 

Suf, True ; made the lame to leap and fly away. 

Olo. But you have done more miracles tnan I ; 
You made in a day, my lord, whole towns to fly. 

Enter Buckingham. 

K, Hen. What tidings with our cousin Buckingham? 

Buck. Such as my heart doth tremble to unfold. 
A sort of naughty persons, lewdly bent, — 
Under the countenance and confederacy 
Of Lady Eleanor, the protector's wife. 
The ringleader and head of all this rout, — 
Have practis'd dangerously against your state. 
Dealing with witches and with conjurers : 
Whom we have apprehended in the fact ; 
Raising up wicked spirits from under ground, 
Demanding of King Henry's life and death. 
And other of your highness' privy council. 
As more at large your grace shall understand. 

Gar. And so, my lord protector, by this means 
Your lady is forthcoming yet at London. 
This news, I think, hath tum'd your weapon's edge ; 
*Tis like, my lord, you will not keep your hour. 

[Aside to Glosteb. 

Olo. Ambitious churchman, leave to afiOict my heart : 
Sorrow and grief have vanquish'd all my powers ; 
And, vanquish'd as I am, I yield to thee, 
Or to the meanest groom. 
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K. Hen. Grod, what mischiefs work the wicked ones, 
Heaping confusion on their own heads thereby ! 

Q, Mar. Gloster, see here the tainture of thy neit; 
And look thyself be faultless, thou wert best. 

Glo. Madam, for myself to heaven I do appeal. 
How I have lov'd my king and commonweal: 
And for my wife I know not how it stands ; 
Sorry I am to hear what I have heard : 
Noble she is ; but if she have forgot 
Honour and virtue, and conversed with such 
As, like to pitch, defile nobility, 
I banish her my bed and comi)any, 
And give her, as a prey, to law and shame, 
That nath dishonoured Gloster's honest name. 

K. Hen. Well, for this night we will repose us here : 
To-morrow toward London back again. 
To look into this business thorougnly, 
And call these fonl offenders to their answers ; 
And poise the cause in justice* equal scales. 
Whose beam stands sure, whose rightful cause prevails. 

{Flourim. Exeunt 

SCENE IL— London. The Duke of York's Garden, 

Enter York, Salisbury, and Warwick. 

Torh. Now, my good Lords of Salisbury and Warwick, 
Our simple supper ended, give me leave, 
In this close walk, to satisfy myself 
In craving your opinion of my title, 
Which is infallible, to England's crown. 

Sal. My lord, I long to near it at fulL 

War. Sweet York, begin : and if thy claim be good. 
The Nevils are thy subjects to command. 

York. Then thus : — 
Edward the Third, my lords, had seven sons; 
The first, Edward the Black Prince, Prince of Wales ; 
The second, William of Hatfield ; and the third, 
Lionel Duke of Clarence ; next to whom 
Was John of Gaunt, the Duke of Lancaster; 
The fifth was Edmund Langley, Duke of York ; 
The sixth was Thomas of Woodstock, Duke of Glosteri 
WiUiam of Windsor was the seventh and last. 
Edward the Black Prince, died before his father ; 
And left behind him Richard, his only son. 
Who, after Edward the Third's death, reign'd as king, 
Till Henry Bolingbroke, Duke of Lancaster, 
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The eldest son and heir of John of Gaont, 
Crown'd by the name of Henry the Fourth, 
Seized on the reahn, deposed the rightful king, 
Sent his poor queen to France, from whence ahe came, 
And him to Pomfret, — where, as all ^ou know, 
Harmless Bichard was murder'd traitorously. 

War. Father, the duke hath told the truth ; 
Thus sot the house of Lancaster the crown. 

Yorh. Which now they hold by force, and not by right ; 
For Kichard, the first son's heir, being dead. 
The issue of the next son should have reign'd. 

Sal. But William of Hatfield died without an heir. 

York. The third son, Duke of Clarence, — ^&om whose line 
I claim the crown, — had issue Philippe, a daughter, 
Who married Edmund Mortimer, Earl of March : 
Edmund had issue, Boger Earl of March ; 
Boger had issue, Edmund, Anne, and Eleanor. 

Sal This Edmund, in the reign of Bolingbroke, 
As I have read, laid claim unto the crown; 
And, but for Owen Glendower, had been king, 
Who kept him in captivity till he died. 
But, to the rest. 

York, His eldest- sister, Anne, 

My mother, beingheir unto the crown. 
Married Bichard Ilarl of Cambridge; who was son 
To Edmund Langley, Edward the Third's fifth son. 
By her I claim the kingdom : she was heir 
To Boger Earl of Mar(£ ; who was the son 
Of Edmund Mortimer; who married Philippe, 
Sole daughter unto Lionel Duke of Clarence : 
So, if the issue of the elder son 
Succeed before the younger, I am king. 

War, What plain proceeding is more plain than this? 
Henry doth claim the crown from John of Gaunt, 
The fourth son; York claims it from the third. 
Till Lionel's issue fails, his should not reign : 
It fails not yet, but flourishes in thee. 
And in thy sons, fair shps of such a stock. — 
Then, father Salisbury, kneel we together; 
And in this private plot be we the &st 
That shall salute our rightful sovereign 
With honour of his birmright to the crown. 

Both. Long live our sovereign Bichard, England's king! 

York. We thank you, lords. But I am not your king 
TiU I be crown'd, and that my sword be stain'd 
With heart-blood of the house of Lancaster; 
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And that 'a not suddenly to be perform' d, 
But with advice and silent secrecy. 
Do you as I do in these dangerous days : 
Wink at the Duke of Suffolk's insolence, 
At Beaufort's pride, at Somerset's ambition. 
At Buckingham, and all the crew of them. 
Till they have snar'd the shepherd of the flock, 
That virtuous prince, the good Duke Humphrey : 
'Tis that they seek ; and they, in seekinj^ tnat, 
Shall find their deaths, if York can prophesy. 
Sal. My lord, break we off; we know your mind at fulL 
War. My heart assures me that the P^arl of Warwick 
Shall one day make the Duke of York a king. 

York. And, Nevil, this I do assure myself, — 
Richard shall live to make the Earl of Warwick 
The greatest man in England but the king. [ExeunL 



SCENE III.— London. A HaU qf Justice. 

Trumpets sounded, ^nter Kino Henry, Queen Margaret, 
Gloster, York, Suffolk, and Salisbury; the Duchess 
OF Gloster, Margery Jourdain, Southwell, Hume, 
and Bolingbroke, under guard, 

K. Hen. Stand forth, Dame Eleanor Cobham, Gloster's 
In sight of God and us, your guilt is great : [wife : 

Receive the sentence of the law, for sins 
Such as by God's book are adjudg'd to death. — 
You four, from hence to prison back again ; \To Jour., <t'C. 
From thence unto the place of execution : 
The witch in Smithfield shall be bum'd to ashes, 
And you three shall be strangled on the gallows. — 
You, madam, for you are more nobly born, 
Despoiled of your honour in your life. 
Shall, after three days' open penance done, 
live in your country here, in banishment, 
With Sir John Stanley, in the Isle of Man. 

Duch. Welcome is banishment ; welcome were my death. 

Olo, Eleanor, the law, thou seest, hath judged thee : 
I cannot justify whom the law condemns. — 

[Eoceunt the Duchess and the other Prisoners, guarded. 
Mine eyes are full of tears, my heart of grief. 
Ah, Humphrey, this dishonour in thine age 
Will bring thy head with sorrow to the ground! — 
I beseech your majesty, give me leave to go ; 
Sorrow would solace, and mine age would ease. 
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K. Hen. Stay, Humphrey Duke of Gloster : ere thou go, 
Give up thy staff: Henry will to himself 
Protector be ; and God shall be my hope. 
My stay, my guide, and lantern to my feet : 
And go in peace, Humphrey, — no less belov'd 
Than when thou wert protector to thy king. 

Q, Mar. I see no reason why a king of years 
Should be to beprotected like a chilcL — 
God and King Henry govern England's helm ! 
Give up your staff, sir, and the king his realm. 

Olo. My staff! here, noble Henry, is my staff: 
As willingly do I the same resign 
As ere thy father Henry made it mine ; 
And even as willingly at thy feet I leave it 
As others would ambitiously receive it. 
Farewell, good king : when I am dead and gone, 
May honourable peace attend thj^ throne ! [Exit 

Q. Mar. Why, now is Henry king, and Margaret queen ; 
And Humphrey Duke of Gloster scarce himseu', 
That bears so shrewd a main ; two pulls at once, — 
His lady banish'd and a limb lopp'd off: 
This staff of honour raught, there let it stand 
Where it best tits to be, — in Henry's hand. 

Sxif. Thus droops this lofty pine, and hangs his sprays ; 
Thus Eleanor's pnde dies in her youngest days. 

York. Lords, let him go. — Please it your majesty. 
This is the day appointed for the combat ; 
And ready are the appellant and defendant, 
The armourer and his man, to enter the lists. 
So please your highness to behold the fight. 

Q. Mar. Ay, good my lord ; for purposely therefore 
Left I the court, to see this quarrel tried. 

K. Hen. 0' Gk)d's name, see the lists and all things fit : 
Here let them end it; and God defend the right! 

Yorlc. I never saw a fellow worse bested. 
Or more afraid to fight, than is the appellant, 
The servant of this armourer, my lords. 

Enter, on one side, Horner and his Neighbours, drinking to 
him so much that he is drunk; and he enters hearing his 
staff with a sand-hag fastened to it; a drum he/ore him: at 
the other side, Peter, with a drum and a similar staff; 
accompanied hy Prentices drinking to him. 

1 Neigh. Here, neighbour Homer, I drink to you in a cup 
of sack ; and fear not, neighbour, you shall do well enough. 

2 Neigh. And here, neighbour, here 's a cup of chameco. 
VOL. lY. H 
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3 Neigh, And here 'a a pot of good double beer, neighbour : 
drink, and fear not your man. 

Hor. Let it come, i 'faith, and I'll pledge you all ; and a fig 
for Peter! 

1 Pren, Here, Peter, I drink to thee : and be not afiraid. 

2 Pren, Be merry, Peter, and fear not thy master : fight 
for credit of the prentices. 

Peter. I thank you all : drink, and pray for me, I pray 
you; for I think I have taken my last draught in this world. — 
Here, Robin, an if I die, I give thee my apron : — and. Will, 
thou shalt have my hammer : — and here, Tom, take all the 
money that I have. — Lord bless me, I pray Grod! for I 
am never able to deal with my master, he hath learnt so 
much fence already. 

Sal. Come, leave your drinking, and fall to blows. — Sirrah, 
what 's thy name? 

Peter. Peter, forsooth. 

Sal. Peter! what more? 

Peter. Thump. 

Sal. Thump! then see thou thump thy master well. 

Hor. Masters, I am come hither, as it were, upon my man's 
instigation, to prove him a knave and myself an honest 
man : and touching the Duke of York, I will take my death, 
I never meant him any ill, nor the king, nor the queen : 
and therefore, Peter, have at thee with a downright blow ! 

York. Despatch : — this knave 's tongue begins to double. — 
Sound, trumpets, alarum to the combatants! 

[Alarum. Theyjight^ and Peter strikes down Horner. 

Hor. Hold, Petor, hold ! I confess, I confess treason. [Dies, 

York. Take away his weapon. — Fellow, thank Grod, and 
the good wine in tny master's way. 

Peter. God, have I overcome mine enemy in this 
presence? O Peter, thou hast prevailed in right! 

K.' Hen. Go, take hence that traitor from our sight ; 
For by his death we do perceive his guilt : 
And God in justice hath reveal'd to us 
The truth and innocence of this poor fellow. 
Which he had thought to have murder'd wrongfully. — 
Come, fellow, follow us for thy reward. [Exeunt. 



SCENE IV.— London. A Street 

Enter Gloster and Servants, in mourning cloaks. 

Glo. Thus sometimes hath the brightest day a doud ; 
And after summer evermore succeeds 
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Barren winter, with his wrathful nipping cold i 
So cares and joys abound, as seasons fleet. — 
Sirs, what 's o*dock? 

Serv, Ten, my lord. 

Glo. Ten is the hour that was appointed me 
To watch the coming of my punish'd duchess : 
Uneath may she endure the flinty streets, 
To tread them with her tender-feeling feet. 
Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble mind abrook 
The abject people gazing on'thy fece. 
With envious looks, laughing at thy shame, 
That erst did follow thy proud chariot wheels 
When thou didst ride in triumph through the streets. 
But, soft! I think she comes; and I'll prepare 
My tear-stain'd eyes to see her miseries. 

Enter the Duchess of Gloster in a white sheet, with papers 
pinned upon h^r hack, her feet hare, and a taper huming in 
her hand; Sir John Stanley, a Sheriff, and Officers. 

Serv, So please your grace, we'll take her from the sheriff^ 

Oh. No, stir not, for your lives ; let her pass by. * 

Duch. Come you, my lord, to see my open shame? 

Now thou dost penance too. Look how they gaze? 

See how the giddy multitude do point. 

And nod their heads, and throw their eyes on me ! 

Ah, Gloster, hide thee from their hateful looks, 

And, in thy closet pent up, rue my shame 

And ban mine enemies, — -both mine and thine! 
GU). Be patient, gentle Nell ; forget this grie£ 
Duch. Ah, Gloster, teach me to forget myself! 

For, whilst I think I am thy married wife 

And thou a prince, protector of this land, 

Methinks I should not thus be led alons, 

Mail'd up in shame, with papers on my Hback, 

And follow' d with a rabble that rejoice 

To see my tears and hear my deep-fet groans. 

The ruthless flint doth cut my tender feet ; 

And when I start the envious people laugh, 

And bid me be advised how I tread. 

Ah, Humphrey, can I bear this shameful yoke? 

Trow'st thou that e'er I'll look upon the world, 

Or count them happy that enjoy the sun? 

No ; dark shall be my light and night my day; 

To think upon my pomp shall be my helL 

Sometime I'll say, I am Duke Humphrey's wife, 

And he a prince, and ruler of the land : j 
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Yet so he ml'd, and such a prince he was, 

As he stood by whilst I, his forlorn duchess, 

Was made a wonder and a pointing-stock 

To every idle rascal follower. 

But be thou mild, and blush not at my shame ; 

Nor stir at nothing, till the axe of death 

Hang over thee, as sure it shortly will ; 

For Suffolk, — he that can do all in all 

With her that hateth thee and hates us aU, — 

And York, and impious Beaufort, that false i)riest, 

£[ave all lim'd bushes to l)etray thy wings, 

And, fly thou how thou canst, they'll tangle thee : 

But fear not thou, until thy foot bo snar\l. 

Nor never seek prevention of tliy foes. 

Olo. Ah, Nell, forbear! thou almost all awry; 
I must ofifend before I be attainted : 
And had I twenty times so many foes, 
And each of them had twenty times their jwwer. 
All these could not procure me any scathe. 
So long as I am loyal, true, and crimeless. 
Wouldst have me rescue thee from this reproach? 
Why, yet thy scandal were not wip'd away 
But I in dancer for the breach of law. 
Thy greatest nelp is quiet, gentle Nell : 
Ipray thee, sort thy neart to patience ; 
These few days' wonder will be quickly worn. 

Enter a Herald. 

Her. I summon your grace to his majesty's Parliament, 
holden at Bury the first of this next month. 

OU). And my consent ne'er ask'd herein before ! 
This is close dealing. — Well, I will be there. [^Exit Herald. 
My Nell, I take my leave : — and, master sheriff. 
Let not her penance exceed the king's commission. 

Sher. An't please your grace, here my commission stays ; 
And Sir John Stanley is appointed now 
To take her with him to the Isle of Man. 

Olo. Must you. Sir John, protect my lady here? 

Stan. So am I given in charge, may 't please your grace. 

Olo. Entreat her not the worse in that I pray 
You use her well : the world may laugh again ; 
And I may live to do you kindness, ii 
You do it her : and so, Sir John, farewell. 

Zhich. What, gone, my lord, and bid me not farewell! 

Olo, Witness my tiears, I cannot stay to speak. 

[Exeunt Gloster and Servants. 
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DvLclu Art thou gone too? all comfort co with thee! 
For none abides with me : my joy is death, — 
Death, at whose name I oft have been afeard, 
Because I wish'd this world's eternity. — 
Stanley, I pr'^hee so, and take me hence ; 
I care not whither, for I beg no favour, 
Only convey me where thou art commanded. 

Stan, Why, madam, that is to the Isle of Man ; 
There to be us'd according to vour state. 

Duch, That 's bad enough, ror I am but reproach, — 
And shall I, then, be us'd reproachfn^? 

Stan, Like to a duchess and Duke ^mimphrey's lady; 
According to that state you shall be us'd. 

DucJl Sheriff, farewell, and better than I fare, — 
Although thou hast been conduct of my shame. 

Sher. It is my office ; and, madam, pardon me. 

DtLch. Ay, ay, farewell ; thy office is discharged. — 
Come, Stanley, shall we go? 

Stan. Madam, your penance done, throw off this sheet, 
And go we to attire you for our journey. 

Duch. My shame will not be shifted with my sheet : 
No, it will hanff upon my richest robes. 
And show itself, attire me how I can. 
Go, lead the way ; I long to see my prison. [Exeunt 



ACT III. 

SCENE L— TAe Abbey at Bury. 

Flourish. Enter to the Parliament Kino Henry, Qxteen 
Margaret, Cardinal Beaufort, Suffolk, York, Buck- 
ingham, and others. 

K. Hen. I muse my Lord of Gloster is not come : 
'Tis not his wont to be the hindmost man, 
Whate'er occasion keeps him from us now. 

Q. Mar. Can you not see? or will you not observe 
The strangeness of his alter' d countenance? 
With what a majesty he bears himself; 
How insolent of late he is become. 
How proud, how peremptory, and unlike himself? 
We know the time since he was mild and affable ; 
And if we did but glance a far-off look 
Immediately he was upon his knee, j 
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That all the court adiuir'd him for submission: 
But meet him now, and be it in the mom. 
When ever^ one will give the time of day, 
He knits his brow, and shows an anny eye. 
And passeth by with stitf unbowed knee, 
Disdaining duty that to us belongs. 
Small curs are not regarded when they grin ; 
But ^"eat men tremble when the lion roars, — 
And Humphrey is no little man in England. 
First note that he is near you in descent ; 
And should you fall he as the next will mount. 
Me seemeth, then, it is no policy, — 
Respecting what a rancorous mind he bears, 
Ana his advantage following your decease, — 
That he should come about your royal person, 
Or be admitted to your highness' councU. 
By flattery hath he won the commons' hearts ; 
Aiid when he please to make commotion, 
•Tis to be fear d they all will follow him. 
Now 'tis the spring, and weeds are shallow-rooted ; 
Suffer them now, and they'll o'ergrow the garden. 
And choke the herbs for want of husbandry. 
The reverent care I bear unto my lord 
Made me collect these dangers in the duke. 
If it be fond, call it a woman's fear ; 
Which fear, if better reasons can supplant, 
I will subscribe, and say I wrong'd the duke. 
My Lord of Suffolk, — Buckingham, — and York, — 
Reprove my allegation if you can ; 
Or else conclude my words effectual 

8uf. Well hath your highness seen into this duke ; 
And had I first been put to speak my mind, 
I think I should have told your grace's tale. 
The duchess, by his subornation. 
Upon my life, began her devilish practices : 
Or, if he were not privy to those faults. 
Yet, by reputing of his high descent, — 
As, next the king, he was successive heir. 
And such high vaimts of his nobility, — 
Did instigate the bedlam brainsick auchess 
By wicked means to frame our sovereign's falL 
Smooth runs the water where the brook is deep ; 
And in his simple show he harbours treason. 
The fox barks not when he would steal the lamb. 
No, no, my sovereign ; Gloster is a man 
Unsounded yet, axS fall of deep deceit. 
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Car. Did he not, contrary to form of law. 
Devise strange deaths for small offences done? 

York, And did he not, in his protectorship. 
Levy great sums of money through the realm 
For smdiers' pay in France, and never sent it? 
By means whereof the towns each day revolted. 

Buck. Tut, these are petty faults to faults unknown. 
Which time will bring to light in smooth Duke Humphrey. 

K. Hen. My lords, at once : — the care you have of us, 
To mow down thorns that would annoy our foot, 
^ Is worthy praise : but shall I speak my conscience? 
Our kinsman Gloster is as innocent 
From meaning treason to our royal person 
As is the sucking lamb or harmless dove : 
The duke is virtuous, mild, and too well given 
To dream on evil or to work my downfedl. 

Q. Mar. Ah, what 's more dangerous than this fond 
affiance? 
Seems he a dove ? his feathers are but borrow'd. 
For he's disposed as the hateful raven : 
Is he a lamb? his skin is surely lent him, 
For he's inclin'd as is the ravenous wolf. 
Who cannot steal a shape that means deceit? 
Take heed, my lord ; the welfere of us aU 
Hangs on the cutting short that fraudful man. 

Enter Somerset. 

8(ym. All health unto my gracious sovereign ! 

K. Hen. Welcome, Lord Somerset. What news from 

Bom. That all your interest in those territories [France? 
Is utterly bereft you ; all is lost. 

K. Hen. Cold news, Lord Somerset: but God's wUl be 
done ! 

York. Cold news for me ; for I had hope of France 
As firmly as I hope for fertile England. 
Thus are m^ blossoms blasted in the bud. 
And caterpillars eat my leaves away : 
But I will remedy this gear ere long. 
Or sell my title for a glorious grave. \A^de. 

Enter Gloster. 

Olo. All happiness unto my lord the king! 
Pardon, my liege, that I have stay'd so long. 

Suf. Nay, Gloster, know that thou art come too soon, 
Unless thou wert more loyal than thou art : 
I do arrest thee of high treason here. 
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Olo. Well, Suffolk, thou shalt not see me blush 
Nor change my countenance for this arrest : 
A heart un8i)otted is not easily daunted. 
The purest spring is not so free from mud 
As I am clear from treason to my sovereign : 
Who can accuse me? wherein am I guilty? 

York. Tis thought, my lord, that you took bribes of 
And, being protector, stay'd the soldiers' pay ; [France, 
By means whereof his highness hath lost France. 

Olo. Is it but thought so? what are they that think it? 
I never robb'd the soldiers of their pay, 
Nor ever had one penny bribe from France. 
So help me God, as I have watch' d the night, — 
Ay, night by night, — in studying good for England! 
That doit that eer I wrested from the king. 
Or any groat I hoarded to my use. 
Be brought against me at my trial -day ! 
No ; many a pound of mine own pr()j)er store, 
Because I would not tax the neeay conunons, 
Have I dispursed to the garrisons, 
And never ask'd for restitution. 

Car. It serves you well, my lord, to say so much. 

Olo. I say no more than truth, so helj) me God! 

York. In your protectorship you did devise 
Strange tortures for offenders, never heard of^ 
That England was defam'd by tyranny. 

Olo. why, 'tis well known that, whiles I was protector, 
Pity was all the fault that was in me ; 
For I should melt at an offender's tears, 
And lowly words were ransom for their fault. 
Unless it were a bloody murderer, 
Or foul felonious thief that fleec'd poor passengers, 
I never gave them c6ndign punishment : 
Murder, indeed, that bloody sin, I tortur'd 
Above the felon or what trespass else. 

Suf. My lord, these faults are easy, quickly answer'd : 
But mightier crimes are laid unto your charge, 
Whereof you cannot easily purge yourself. 
• I do arrest you in his highness' name ; 
And here conmiit you to my lord cardinal 
To keep, until your further time of trial 

K. Hen. My Lord of Gloster, 'tis my special hope 
That you will clear yourself from all suspect : 
My conscience tells me you are innocent. 

Oh. Ah, gracious lord, these days are dangerous! 
Virtue is chok'd with foul ambition. 
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And charity chas'd hence by rancour's hand ; 

Foul subornation is predonunant. 

And equity exil'd your highness' land. 

I know their complot is to have my life ; 

And if my death mi^ht make this island happy, 

And prove the period of their tyranny, 

I would expend it with all willmgness : 

But mine is made the prologue to their play ; 

For thousands more, that yet suspect no perU, 

Will not conclude their plotted tragedy. 

Beaufort's red sparkling eyes blab ms heart's malice, 

And Suffolk's cloudy brow his stormy hate ; 

Sharp Buckingham unburdens with nis tongue 

The envious load that lies upon his heart ; 

And dogged York, that reacnes at the moon. 

Whose overweening arm I have pluck'd back. 

By false accuse doth level at my life : — 

And you, my sovereign lady, with the rest. 

Causeless have laid (ussraces on my head, 

And with your best endeavour have stirr'd up 

My liefest liege to be mine enemy : — 

Ay, all of you have laid your heads together, — 

Myself had notice of your conventicles, — 

And all to make away my guiltless life. 

I shall not want false witness to condemn me, 

Nor store of treasons to augment my guilt : 

The ancient proverb wiU be well effected, — 

A staff is quickly found to beat a dog. 

Car. My liege, his railing is intolerable : 
If those that care to keep your royal person 
From treason's secret knife and traitors' rage 
Be thus upbraided, chid, and rated at. 
And the offender granted scope of speech, 
'Twill make them cool in zeal unto your graca 

Suf, Hath he not twit our sovereign lady here 
With ignominious words, though clerkly couch' d, 
As if she had suborned some to swear 
False allegations to o'erthrow his state? 

Q, Mar. But I can give the loser leave to chide. 

Glo, Far truer spoke than meant : I lose, indeed ; — 
Beshrew the winners, for they play'd me false I 
And well such losers may have leave to speak. 

BiLck. He'll wrest the sense, and hold ua liere aU day : — 
Lord cardinal, he is your prisoner. 

Gar. Sirs, take away the duke, and guard him iwire. 

Qh, Ah, thus King Henry throws aiwray Iub cruVih. 
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Before his lescs be firm to bear hia body! 
Thus is the shepherd beaten from thy side, 
And wolves are gnarlins who shall gnaw thee first. 
Ah, that my fear were lalse! ah, that it were ! 
For, good King Henry, thy decay I fear. 

[Exeunt Attendants with Glostsb. 

K. Hen. My lords, what to your wisdoms seemeth beet 
Do or undo, as if ourself were here. 

Q. Mar. What, will your highness leave the Parliament? 

K. Hen. Ay, Margaret; m^ heart is drown*d with grief, 
Whose flood begins to flow witliin mine eyes ; 
My body round engirt with misery,-- 
For what's more nuserable than discontent? — 
Ah, uncle Humphrey, in thy face I see 
The map of honour, truth, and loyalty! 
And yet, good Humphrey, is the hour to come 
That e'er I prov'd thee false or fear'd thy futh. 
What lowering star now envies thy estate. 
That these great lords, and Margaret our queen. 
Do seek subversion of thy harmless life? 
Thou never didst them wrong, nor no man wrong : 
And as the butcher takes away the calf. 
And binds the wretch, and beats it when it strays, 
Bearing it to the bloody slaughter-house ; 
Even so, remorseless, have they borne him hence : 
And as the dam runs lowing up and down. 
Looking the way her harmless young one went, 
And can do naught but wail her darling's loss ; 
Even so myself bewails good Gloster's case 
With sad unhelpful tears ; and with dimm'd eyes 
Ijook after him, and cannot do him good, — 
So mighty are his vowed enemies. 
His fortunes I will weep ; and 'twixt each groan, 
Say, Who^s a traitor? Oloster he is none. [ExiL 

Q. Mar. Free lords, cold snow melts with the sun's hot 
Henry my lord is cold in great affairs, [beaniB. 

Too full of foolish pity : and Gloster's show 
Beguiles him, as the mournful crocodile 
With sorrow snares relenting ])assengers ; 
Or as the snake, roU'd in a flowering bjui, 
With shining checker' d slough, doth sting a child, 
That for the beauty thinks it excellent. 
Believe me, lords, were none more wise than I, — 
And yet herein I judge mine own wit good, — 
This Gloster should be quickly rid the world, 
To rid us from the fear we bave of him. 
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Car. That he should die is worthy policy ; 
But yet we want a colour for his death : 
'Tis meet he be condemn'd by course of law. 

Suf. But, in my mind, that were no policy : 
The king will labNOur still to save his life ; 
The conmions haply rise to save his life ; 
And yet we have but trivial argument, 
More than mistrust, that shows him worthy death. 

York, So that, by this, you would not have him 
die. 

Suf. Ah, York, no man alive so fain as I ! 

York. 'Tis York that hath more reason for his death. — 
But, my lord cardinal, and you, my Lord of Suffolk, — 
Say as you think, and speak it from your souls, — 
Wer't not all one an empty eagle were set 
To guard the chicken from a hungry kite. 
As place Duke Humphrey for the king's protector? 

Q. Mar. So the poor chicken should be sure of death. 

Suf. Madam, 'tis true ; and wer't not madness, then. 
To make the fox surveyor of the fold? 
Who being accus'd a crafty murderer, 
His guilt snould be but idly posted over 
Because his purpose is not executed. 
No ; let him die, in that he is a fox. 
By nature prov'd an enemy to the flock. 
Before his chaps be stain'd with crimson blood, — 
As Humphrey, prov'd by reasons, to my liege. 
And do not stand on quillets how to slay him : 
Be it by gins, by snares, by subtlety, 
Sleeping or waking, 'tis no matter how, 
So he be dead ; for that is good deceit 
Which mates him first that first intends deceit. 

Q. Mar. Thrice-noble Suffolk, 'tis resolutely spoke. 

Suf. Not resolute, except so much were done ; 
For things are often spoke and seldom meant : 
But, that my heart accordeth with my tongue, — 
, Seeing the deed is meritorious. 
And to preserve my sovereis:n from his foe, — 
Say but the word, and I wifl be his priest. 

Car. But I would have him dead, my Lord oi SOttoVW, 
Ere you can take due orders for a priest : 
Say you consent, and censure well the deed. 
And I'll provide his executioner, — 
I tender so the safety of my liege. 

Suf. Here is my hand, the deed is wortliy doing. 

Q. Mar, And so say L 
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York. And I : and now we three have sx>oke it, 
It skills not greatly who impugns our doom. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mesa. Great lords, from Ireland am I come amain. 
To signify that rebels there are uj), 
And put the Englishmen unto the sword : 
Send succours, lords, and stop the rage betime. 
Before the wound do grow uncurable ; 
For, being green, there is great hope of help. 

Car. A breach that craves a quick exi)edient stop I 
What counsel ^ve you in this weighty cause? 

York. That Somerset l^e sent as recent thither : 
*Ti8 meet that lucky ruler be employ d ; 
Witness the fortune he hath had in France. 

Som. If York, with aU his far-fet policy, 
Had been the regent there instead of me, 
He never would have sta^'d in France so long. 

York. No, not to lose it all, as thou hast done : 
I rather woiild have lost my life betimes 
Than bring a burden of disnonour home. 
By staying there so long till all were lost. 
Snow me one scar character'd on thy skin : 
Men's flesh preserv'd so whole do seldom win. 

Q. Mar. Kay, then, this spark will prove a raging fire 
If wind and fuel be brought to feed it with : — 
No more, good York ; — sweet Somerset, be still : — 
Thy fortune, York, hadst thou been regent there, 
Might happily have i)rov'd far worse than his. 

York. What, worse than naught? nay, then, a shame 
take all! 

Som. And in the number, thee that wishest shame ! 

Car. My Lord of York, try what your fortune is. 
The uncivil kerns of Irelaiid are in arms. 
And temper clay with blood of Englishmen : 
To Ireland will you lead a band of men, 
Collected choicely, from each county some. 
And try your hap against the Irishmen? 

York. I will, my lord, so please his majesty. 

8uf. Why, our authority is his consent ; 
And what we do establish he confirms : 
Then, noble York, take thou this task in hand. 

York. I am content : provide me soldiers, lords, 
Whiles I take order for mine own aflfairs. 

Suf. A charge. Lord York, that I will see performed. 
But now return we to the false Duke Humphrey. 
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Car. No more of him ; for I will deal with him, 
That henceforth he shall trouble us no more. 
And so break ofif ; the day is almost spent : 
Lord Suffolk, you and I must talk of that event. 

York. My Lord of Suffolk, within fourteen days 
At Bristol I expect my soldiers ; 
For there Til snip them all for Ireland. 

8vf, I'U see it truly done, my Lord of York. 

\E7xuni all but Yoke. 

York. Now, York, or never, steel thy fearful thoughts, 
And change misdoubt to resolution : 
Be that thou hop'st to be ; or what thou art 
Resign to death, — it is not worth the enjoying : 
Let pale-fac'd fear keep with the mean-bom man, 
And find no harbour in a royal heart. 
Faster than spring-time showers comes thought on thought; 
And not a thought but thinks on dignity. 
My brain, more ousy than the labouring spider, 
Weaves tedious snares to trap mine enemies. 
Well, nobles, well, 'tis politicly done, 
To send me packing with an nost of men : 
I fear me you but warm the starved snake, 
Who, cherish'd in your breasts, will sting your hearts. 
'Twas men I lack'd, and you will give them me : 
I take it kindly ; yet be well assur'd 
You put sharp weapons in a madman's hands. 
Whiles I in Ireland nourish a mighty band, 
I will stir up in England some black storm 
Shall blow ten thousand souls to heaven or hell ; 
And this fell tempest shall not cease to rage 
Until the golden circuit on my head. 
Like to the glorious sun's transparent beams, 
Do calm the fury of this mad-bred flaw. 
And for a minister of my intent 
I have seduc'd a headslrong Kentishman, 
John Cade of Ashford, 

To make commotion, as fuU well he can, " 

Under the title of John Mortimer. 
In Ireland have I seen this stubborn Cade 
Oppose himself against a troop of kerns, 
Aiid fought so long tiU that his thighs with darts 
Were almost like a sharp-quill'd porpentine; 
And in the end being rescu'd, I have seen him 
Caper upright like a wild Morisco, 
Shaking the bloody darts as he his bells. 
Fall often, like a shag-hair'd crafty kern. 
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Hath he conversed with the enemy, 

And, undiscovered, come to me again. 

And given me notice of their viUanies. 

This devil here shall be my substitute ; 

For that John Mortimer, which now is dead, 

In face, in gait, in speech, he doth resemble : 

By this I snail perceive the commons' mind. 

How they affect the house and claim of York. 

Say he be taken, rack'd, and tortured, 

I know no pain they can inflict upon him 

Will make nim say I mov'd him to those arms. 

Sav that he thrive, — as 'tis great like he will, — 

Why, then from Ireland come I with my strength, 

And reap the harvest which that rascal sow'd; 

For Humphrey being dead, as he shall be, 

And Henry put apart, the next for me. [ExU. 



SCENE II. —Bury. A Boom in the Palace, 

Enter certain Murderers, hastily. 

1 Mur. Run to my Lord of Suffolk ; let him know 
We have despatch'd the duke, as he commanded. 

2 Mur, O that it were to do! — What have we done? 
Didst ever hear a man so penitent? 

1 Mur, Here comes my lord. 

Enter Suffolk. 

Su/. Now, sirs, have you despatch'd this thing? 

1 Mur. Ay, my good lord, he 's dead. 

Suf. Why, that's well said. Go, get you to my house ; 
I will reward you for this venturous deed. 
The king and all the peers are here at hand : — 
Have you laid fair the bed ? are all things well. 
According as I gave directions? 

I Mur. 'Tis, my good lord. 

Suf, Away ! be gone. [Exeunt Murderers. 

Trumpets sounded. Enter Kino Henry, Queen Mar- 
garet, Cardinal Beaufort, Somerset, Lords, and 
others, 

K. Hen. Go, call our uncle to our presence straight ; 

Say we intend to try his grace to-day. 

If he be guilty, as 'tis published. 
Suf. I'll call him presently, my noble lord. [ExU, 

K, Hen, Lords, take your places ; and, J pray you all. 
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Proceed no straiter 'gainst our uncle Gloster 
Than from true evidence, of good esteem. 
He be appro v'd in practice culpable. 

Q. Mar. God forbid any malice should prevail 
That faultless may condemn a nobleman ! 
Pray God he may acquit him of suspicion ! 

A. Hen. I thank thee, Margaret; these words content 
me much. — 

Re-enter Suffolk. 

How now! why look'st thou pale? why tremblest thou? 
Where is our uncle ? what 's the matter, Suffolk ? 

Suf, Dead in his bed, my lord ; Gloster is dead. 

Q. Mar. Marry, God forfend ! 

Car. God's secret judgment : — I did dream to-night 
The duke was dumb, and could not speak a word. 

[The King siooons. 

Q, Mar. How fares my lord? — ^Help, lords! the king is 
dead. 

Som, Rear up his body ; wring him by the nose. 

Q. Mar, Run, go, help, help ! — O Henry, ope thine eye. ! 

Suf. He doth revive again : — ^madam, be patient. 

K. Hen, O heavenly God! 

Q. Mar. How fares my gracious lord? 

Suf. Comfort, my sovereign ! gracious Henry, comfort ! 

K. Hen. What, doth my Lord of Suffolk comifort me?- 
Came he right now to sing a raven's note, 
Whose dismal tune bereft my vital powers ; 
And thinks he that the chirping of a wren, 
By crying comfort from a hollow breast. 
Can chase away the first conceived sound? 
Hide not thy poison with such sugar'd words : 
Lay not thy hands on me ; forbear, I say ; 
Their touch afi^rights me, as a serpent's sting. 
Thou baleful messenger, out of my sight ! 
Upon thy eye -balls murderous tyranny 
Sits in grim majesty, to fright the world. 
Look not upon me, for thine eyes are wounding : — 
Yet do not go away : — come, basilisk. 
And kill the innocent gazer with thy sight ; 
For in the shade of death I shall find joy, — 
In life but double death, now Gloster 's dead. 

Q. Mar. Why do you rate my Lord of Suffolk thus? 
Although the duke was enemy to him. 
Yet he, most Christian-like, laments his death : 
And for myself, — ^foe as he was to me, — 
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Might liquid tears, or heart -offending groans, 

Or blood-consnmin^ sighs recall his life, 

I would be blind with weej>ing, sick with groans, 

Look pale as primrose with blood -drinking sighs. 

And jdl to have the noble duke alive. 

What know I how the world may deem of me? 

For it is known we were but hollow friends : 

It may be judg'd I made the duke away; 

So shall my name with slander's tongue be wounded, 

And princes' courts Ije fill'd with my reproach. 

This get I by his death : ah me, unhajipy ! 

To be a queen, and crown' d with infamy ! 

K. Hen. Ah, woe is me for Gloster, wretched man ! 

Q. Mar. Be woe for me, more wretched than he is. 
What, dost thou turn away, and hide thy face? 
I am no loathsome leper, — ^look on me. 
What, art thou, like the adder, waxen deaf? 
Be poisonous too, and kill thy forlorn queen. 
Is all thy comfort shut in Gloster's tomb? 
Why, then. Dame Margaret was ne'er thy joy : 
Erect his statua, and worshij) it. 
And make my image but an alehouse sign. 
Was I for this nigh wreck'd upon the sea. 
And twice by awEward wind from England's bank 
Drove back again unto my native clime? 
What boded 9iis but well- forewarning wind 
Did seem to say, — Seek not a scorpion's nest. 
Nor set no footing on this unkind shore? 
What did I then but curs'd the gentle gusts. 
And he that loos' d them forth their brazen caves : 
And bid them blow towards England's blessed shore, 
Or turn our stem upon a dreadful rock? 
Yet .^Eolus would not be a murderer, 
But left that hateful office unto thee : 
The pretty -vaulting sea refus'd to drown me ; 
Knowing that thou wouldst have me drown'd on shore. 
With tears as salt as sea, through thy unkindness : 
The splitting rocks cower'd in the sinking sands, 
And would not dash me with their ragged sides ; 
Because thy flinty heart, more hard than they, 
Might in thy palace perish Margaret. 
As far as I could ken thy chalky cliffs. 
When from the shore the tempest beat us back, 
I stood upon the hatches in the storm ; 
And when the dusky sky began to robe 
My earnest-gaping sight of thy land's view. 
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I took a costly jewel from my neck, — 

A heart it was, bound in with diamonds, — 

And threw it towards thy land: — ^the sea received it; 

And so I wish'd thy body might my heart : 

And even with this I lost fair England's view, 

And bid mine eyes be packing with my heart, 

And call'd them blind and dusky spectacles, 

For losing ken of Albion's wished coast. 

How often have I tempted Suffolk's tongue, — 

The agent of thy foul mconstancy, — 

To sit and witch me, as Ascanius did 

When he to madding Dido would unfold 

His father's acts, commenc'd in burning Troy ! 

Am I not witch'd like her? or thou not false like him? 

Ah me, I can no more! die, Margaret! 

For Henry weeps that thou dost live so long. 

Noise within. Enter Warwick arid Salisbury. The 
Commons press to the door. 

War. It is reported, mighty sovereign. 
That good Duke Humphrey traitorously is murder'd 
By Suffolk and the Cardinal Beaufort's means. 
The conmions, like an angry hive of bees 
That want their leader, scatter up and down. 
And care not who they aims in his revenge. 
Myself have calm'd their spleenful mutiny 
Until they hear the order of his death. 

K, Hen. That he is dead, good Warwick, 'tis too true; 
But how he died Gk)d knows, not Henry : 
Enter his chamber, view his breathless corpse, 
And comment then upon his sudden death. 

War. That I shall do, my liege.— Stay, Salisbury, 
With the rude multitude till I return. 

[War. goes into an inner room; Sal. retires 
to the Commons at the door. 

K. Hen. OThou that judgestall things, stay my thoughts, — 
My thoughts that labour to persuade my soul 
Some violent hands were laid on Humphrey's life ! 
If my suspect be false, formve me, God; 
For judgment only doth bSong to thee. 
Fain would I go to chafe his paly lips 
With twenty thousand kisses, and to drain 
Upon his face an ocean of salt tears ; 
To tell my love unto his dumb deaf trunk, 
And with my fingers feel his hand unfeeling: 
But all in vain are these mean obsequies ; 

VOL IV. I 
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And to snrvcy his dead and earthly image, 
What were it but to make my sorrow greater? 

[The folding doors of an inner Chamfter are thrown 
open, and Gloster f* d'nicorered dead m km 
led; Warwick and others standing by it. 

War. Come hither, gracious sovereign, view this body. 

K. Hen. That is to see how deei> my grave is made ; 
For with his soul fled all my worldly solace ; 
For seeing him, I see my life in death. 

War. As surely as my soul intends to live 
With that dread King that took our state upon him 
To free us from his Father's wratliful curse, 
I do believe that violent hands were laid 
Upon the life of this thrice-famed duke. 

Suf. A dreadful oath, sworn with a solemn tongue ! 
What instance gives Lord Wan*ick for liis vow? 

War, See how the blood is settled in his face ! 
Oft have I seen a timely-parted ghost, 
Of ashy semblance, meagre, pale, and bloodless, 
Being all descended to the laoouring heart ; 
Who, in the conflict that it holds with death, 
Attracts the same for aidance 'gainst the enemy ; 
WTiich with the heart there cools, and ne'er retumetli 
To blush and beautify the cheek again. 
But see, his face is black and full of blood ; 
His eye-balls further out than when he liv'd, 
Staring full ghastly like a strangled man : 
His hair uprear'd, his nostrils stretch'd with struggling ; 
His hands abroad display'd, as one that grasp'd 
And tugg'd for life, and was by strength subdu'd : 
Look, on the sheets his hair, you see, is sticking; ' 

His well-proportioned beard made rough and rugged, 
like to the summer's com by tempest lodg'd. 
It cannot be but he was murder'd here ; 
The least of all these signs were probable. 

Suf. Why, Warwick, who should do the duke to death? 
Myself and Beaufort had him in protection; 
And we, I hope, sir, are no murderers. 

War. But both of you were vow'd Duke Humphrey's fom ; 
And you, forsooth, had the good duke to keep : 
'Tis like you would not feast him like a friend ; 
And 'tis well seen he found an enemy. 

Q. Mar. Then you, belike, suspect these noblemen 
As fljuilty of Duke Humphrey's timeless death. 

War. Who finds the heifer dead and bleeding fredb^ 
And sees fEtst by a butcher with an axe, 
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But will su^)ect 'twas lie tliat made the slanghter? 
Who finds the partridge in the puttock's nest, 
Bnt may imagine how the hird was dead. 
Although the kite soar with unbloodied beak? 
Even so suspicious is this tragedy. 

Q. Mar. Are you the buteher, SuflFolk? — ^where's your 
Is Beaufort term'd a kite? — where are his talons? [knife? 

Suf. 1 wear no knife to slaughter sleeping men; 
But here 's a vengeful sword, rusted with ease, 
That shall be scoured in his rancorous heart 
That slanders me with murder's crimson badge : — 
Say, if thou dar'st, proud Lord of Warwickshire, 
That I am faulty in Duke Humphrey's death. 

[Exeunt Cab., Som., and others. 

War. What dares not Warwick, if false Suffolk dare him? 

Q. Mar. He dares not calm his contumelious spirit. 
Nor cease to be an arrogant controller. 
Though Suffolk dare him twenty thousand times. 

War. Madam, be still, — ^with reverence may I say; 
For every word you speak in his behalf 
Is slander to your royal dignity. 

Suf. Blunt-witted lord, ignoble in demeanour I 
If ever lady wroug'd her lord so much. 
Thy mother took mto her blameful bed 
Some stem untutor'd churl, and noble stock 
Was graft with crab-tree slip ; whose fruit thon ark. 
And never of the Nevils' noble race. 

War. But that the guilt of murder bucklers thee. 
And I should rob the deathsman of his fee. 
Quitting thee thereby of ten thousand shames. 
And that my sovereign's presence makes me mild, 
I would, false murderous coward, on thy knee 
Make thee beg pardon for thy passed speech. 
And say it was thy mother that thou meanf st. 
That thou thyself wast bom in bastardy ; 
And, after all this fearfal homage done. 
Give thee thy hire, and send thy soul to hell. 
Pernicious blood-sucker of sleeping men I 

Suf. Thou shalt be waking whi& I shed thy bloody 
If from this presence thou dar'st so with me. 

War. Away even now, or I wiU dra^ thee hefiioe : 
Unworthy though thou sort, VTl dope with thee, 
And do some service to Btdce Hnimkhtey's j^biMrt 

[Exeunt SvrtotA <md Waswiok. 

K. Hen. What 8trongeybreaa^plal6thaa*lituMLlliiiltiWI|i*il j 
Thrice is he anik'dthAthaOiliitfqtiEttMjUl^^ *.^ 




116 PART XL OF KING HENRY VI. act in. 

And he but naked, though lock'd up in steel. 
Whose conscience with injustice is corrupted. 

[A noise vritJUn. 
Q, Mar, What noise is this? 

Be-erUer Suffolk and Warwicb:, with their weapons 

draum. 

K, Hen, Why, how now, lordal your wrathful weapons 
drawn 
Here in our presence ! dare you be so bold? — 
Why, what tumultuous clamour have we here? 

8uf. The traitorous Warwick, with the men of Bury, 
Set all upon me, mighty sovereign. 

8aL \to the Commons at the door. "[ Sirs, stand apart; the 
kinff shall know your mind. — [He cornea forward. 
Dread lord, the commons send you word by me, 
Unless false Suffolk straii^ht be done to death. 
Or banished fair England's territories, 
They will by violence tear him from your palace, 
And torture him with grievous lingering death. 
They say, by him the good Duke Humphrev died ; 
They say, in him they fear your highness' death ; 
And mere instinct of love and loyalty, — 
Free from a stubborn opposite intent. 
As being thought to contradict your liking, — 
Makes them thus forward in his banishment. 
They say, in care of your most royal person. 
That if your highness should intend to sleep. 
And charge that no man should disturb your rest. 
In pain of your dislike, or pain of death ; 
Yet, notwithstanding such a strait edict, 
Were there a serpent seen, with forked tongue, 
That slily glided towards your majesty, 
It were but necessary you were wak'd ; 
Lest, being suffered in that harmful slumber. 
The mortsu worm might make the sleep eternal : 
And therefore do they cry, though you forbid, 
That they will guard you, whe'r you will or no, 
From such fell serpents as false Suffolk is ; 
With whose envenomed and fatal sting 
Your loving uncle, twenty times his worth. 
They say, is shamefully bereft of life. 

Commons. {unth%n.'\ An answer from the king, my Lord 
of Ssdisbury ! 

Suf, 'Tis like the commons, rude unpolish'd hinda^ 
Could send such message to their sovereign : 
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But you, my lord, were glad to be employed. 
To snow liow quaint an orator you are : 
But all the honour Salisbury hath won 
Is, that he was the lord ambassador 
Sent from a sort of tinkers to the king. 

Commons, {mthirul An answer from the king, or we will 
all break in I 

K, Hen, Go, Salisbury, and tell them all from me, 
I thank them for their tender loving care; 
And had I not been cited so by them, 
Yet did I purpose as they do entreat ; 
For, sure, my thoughts do hourly prophesy 
Mischance unto my state by Suffolk's means : 
And therefore, — ^by His majesty I swear, 
Whose far unwortny deputy I am, — 
He shall not breathe infection in this air 
But three davs longer, on the pain of death. \E7At Sal. 

Q, Mar. Henry, let me plead for gentle SuflFolk ! 

K. Hen. Ungentle queen, to call him ^ntle Suffolk ! 
No more, I say : if thou dost plead for hmi. 
Thou wilt but add increase unto my wrath. 
Had I but said, I would have kept my word; 
But when I swear, it is irrevocable. — 
If after three days* space thou here be'st found 
On any ground that I am ruler o^ 
The world shall not be ransom for thy life. — 
Come, Warwick, come, good Warwick, go with me ; 
I have great matters to impart to thee. 

[Exeunt K. Hen., War., Lords, «fcc 

Q. Mar. Mischance and sorrow go along with you! 
Heart's discontent and sour affliction 
Be playfellows to keep you company ! 
There 's two of you ; the devil make a third ! 
And threefold vengeance tend upon your steps ! 

Si{f. Cease, gentle queen, these execrations, 
And let thy Suffolk take his heavy leave. 

Q. Mar. Fie, coward woman and soft-hearted wretch ! 
Hast thou not spirit to curse thine enemies? 

Si^f. A plague upon them! wherefore should I curse them? 
Would curses kill, as doth the mandrake's groan, 
I would invent as bitter-searching terms, 
As curst, as harsh, and horrible to hear, 
Deliver'd strongly through my fixed teeth, 
With fall as many signs of deadly hate 
As lean-fac'd Envy in her loathsome cave : 
My tongue should stumble in mine earnest words ; 
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Mine eyes should sparkle like the beaten flint ; 
Mine hair be fix*d on end, as one distract ; 
Ay, every joint should seem to curse and ban : 
And even now my burden'd heart would break. 
Should I not curse them. Poison be their drink ! 
Gall, worse than gall, the daintiest that they taste ! 
Their sweetest shade a grove of cypress trees I 
Their chiefest prospect murdering basilisks I 
Their softest touch as smart as lizards' stings! 
Their music frightful as the serpent's hiss ; 
And boding screech-owls make the concert full ! 
All the fom terrors in dark -seated hell — 

Q. Mar. fhiough, sweet Suffolk; thou torment*st thyself ; 
And these dread curses, — like the sun 'gainst glass, 
Or like an overcharged gun, — recoil. 
And turn the force of them upon thysel£ 

Suf. You bade me ban, and will ^ou bid me leave? 
Now, by the ground that I am banish'd from. 
Well could I curse away a winter's night. 
Though standing naked on a mountain top, 
Where biting cold would never let grass grow, 
And think it but a minute spent in sport. 

Q. Mar. 0, let me entreat thee, cease ! Give me thy hand. 
That I may dew it with my mournful tears ; 
Nor let the rain of hsaven wet this place, 
To wash away my woeful monuments. 
O, could this kiss be printed in thy hand, [Kisses Jus kantL 
That thou mightst thmk upon these by the seal. 
Through whom a thousand sighs are breath'd for thee! 
So, set thee gone, that I may know my grief; 
'Tis out surmis'd whilst thou art standing by. 
As one that surfeits thinking on a want. 
I will repeal thee, or, be weU assured. 
Adventure to be banished myself: 
And banished I am, if but from thee. 
Go ; speak not to me ; even now be eone. — 
O, CO not yet ! — Even thus two friencLs condemned 
Embrace, and kiss, and take ten thousand leaves, 
Leather a hundred times to part than die. 
Yet now, farewell ; and farewell life with thee ! 

St^. Thus is poor Suffolk ten times banished, — 
Once by the king and three times thrice by thee. 
'Tis not the land I care for, wert thou hence; 
A wilderness is populous enough, 
So Suffolk had thy heavenly company : 
For where thou art, there is the world itself 
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With every several pleasnre in the world ; 
And where thou art not, desolation. 
I can no more : — live thou to joy thy life ; 
Myself to joy in naught but that thou liv^st. 

Enter Vaux. 

Q. Mar, Whither goes Vaux so fast? what news, I 

Vaux. To signify unto his majesty [pr'ythee ? 

That Cardinal Beaufort is at point of death ; 
For suddenly a grievous sickness took him, 
That makes him gasp, and stare, and catch the air, 
Blaspheming Grod, and cursing men on earth. i 
Sometime he talks as if Duke Humphrey's ghost 
Were by his side ; sometime he calls the king, 
And whispers to his pillow, as to him. 
The secrets of his overcharged soul : 
And I am sent to tell his majesty 
That even now he cr^es aloud for him. 

Q, Mar, Go tell this heavy message to the king. 

[ExU Vaitx. 
Ah me! what is this world! what news are these! 
But wherefore grieve I at an hour's poor loss. 
Omitting Sufifo&'s exile, my soul's treasure? 
Why only, Suffolk, mourn 1 not for thee. 
And with the southern clouds contend in tears, — 
Theirs for the earth's increase, mine for my sorrows? 
Now get thee hence: the king, thou know'st, is coming; — 
If thou be found by me, thou art but dead. 

8uf. If I depart from thee I cannot live : 
And in thy sight to die, what were it else 
But like a pleasant slumber in thy lap? 
Here could I breathe mv soul into the air, 
As mild and gentle as tne cradle-babe 
Dying with mother's dug between its lips : 
Where, from thy sight, I should be raging mad. 
And cry out for thee to close up mine eyes, 
To have thee with thy lips to stop my mouth; 
So shouldst thou either turn my flying soul, 
Or I should breathe it so into thy body, 
And then it liv'd in sweet Elysium. 
To die by thee were but to die in jest ; 
From thee to die were torture more than death : 
O, let me stay, befall what may befall! 

Q, Mar, Away ! though parting be a fretful corrosive^ 
It is applied to a deatbful wound. 
To France, sweet Suffolk: let me hear from thee; 
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For wheresoever thou art in this world's globe 
I'll have an Iris that shall tind thee out. 

Suf. I go. 

Q. Mar, And take tclj heart with thee. 

Suf. A jewel, lock'd into the woefull'st cask 
That ever did contain a thing of worth. 
Even as a splitted bark, so sunder we; 
This way fall I to death. 

Q. Mar, This way for me. [Exeunt severally. 



SCENE IlL — London. Cardinal Beaufort's 

Bedchainber. 

Enter King Henry, Salisbury, Warwick, and others. 
The Cardinal in bed; Attendants vnth him, 

K. Hen. How fares my lord? speak, Beaufort, to thy 
bovereign. 

Car. If thou bc'st death 111 give thee England's treasure. 
Enough to purchase such another island, 
So thou wilt let me live and feel no pain. 

K. Hen. Ah, what a sign it is of evil life 
Where death's approach is seen so terrible ! 

War. Beaufort, it is thy sovereign speaks to thee. 

Car. Bring me unto my trial when you wilL 
Died he not in his bed ? where should he die ? 
Can I make men live, whe'r they will or no? 
O, torture me no more \ I will confess. — 
Alive again? then show me where he is : 
I'll give a thousand pound to look upon him. — 
He nath no eyes, the dust hath blinded them. — 
Comb down his hair; look, look! it stands upright, 
like lime-twigs set to catch my winged soul I — 
Give me some drink ; and bid the apothecary 
Bring the strong poison that I bought of him. 

K. Hen. O thou eternal Mover of the heavens^ 
Look with a gentle eye upon this wretch ! 
O, beat away the busy meddling fiend 
That lays strong siege unto this vrretch's soul^ 
And from his bosom purge this black despair! 

War, See how the pangs of death do make him grin! ~ 

8aX, Disturb him not, fet him pass peaceably. 

K, Hen. Peace to his soul, if God's good pleasure be X 
Lord cardinal, if thou think'st on heaven's bliss, 
Hold up thy hand, make signal of thy hope. — 
He dies, and makes no sign : — God, forgive himl 
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War. So bad a death argues a monstrous life. 

K. Hen. Forbear to judge, for we are sinners alL — 
Close up his eyes, and draw the curtain dose ;, 
And let us all to meditation. [Exeunt. 



ACT lY. 
SCENE L— Kent. TJie Sea-shore near Dover, 

Firing heard at sea. Then enter, from a boat, a Captain, 
a Master, a Master's Mate, Walter Whitmore, and 
others; with them Sustolk, disguised, and other Gentle- 
men, prisoTiers, 

Cap, The gaudy, blabbing, and remorseful day 
Is crept into the bosom of tne sea; 
And now loud-howling wolves arouse the jades 
That drag the tragic melancholy ni^ht ; 
Who with their drowsy, slow, and na^ng wings. 
Clip dead men's graves, and from their misty jaws 
Breathe foul con^gious darkness in the air. 
Therefore bring forth the soldiers of our prize ; 
For, whilst our pinnace anchors in the Downs, 
Here shall they make their ransom on the sand. 
Or with their blood stain this discolour'd shore.-/- 
Master, this prisoner freely give I thee ; — 
And thou that art his mate, make boot of this ; — 
The other [pointing to Suffolk], Walter Whitmore, is thy 
share. 

1 Oent. What is my ransom, master? let me know. 

Ma^t, A thousand crowns, or else lay down your head. 

Mate, And so much shall you give, or oflF goes yours. 

Cap, What, think you much to pay two thousand 
crowns, 
And bear the name and port of gentlemen? — 
Cut both the villains' throats; — for die you shall : — 
The lives of those which we have lost in fight 
Cannot be counterpois'd with such a petty sum. 

1 Oent, I'll give it, sir ; and therefore spare my life. 

2 Oent. And so will I, and write home for it straight. 
Whit. I lost mine eye in laying the prize aboard. 

And therefore, to revenge it, slult thou die; [To Suffolk. 
And so should these, if I might have my wilL 
Cap, Be not so rash ; take ransom, let him live. 
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8uf. Look on my George, — I am a gentleman : 
Rate me at what tnou wilt, thou shalt be paid. 

WhiL And so am I ; my name is Walter Whitmore. 
How now ! why start'st thou ? what, doth death affiriffht? 

8uf. Thy name affrights me, in whose sound is death. 
A cunning man did calculate my birth. 
And told me that by Water I should die : 
Yet let not this make thee be bloody-minded ; 
Thy name is Gaultier^ being rightly sounded. 

rFkit. Gaultier or Walter^ which it is I care not 
Never yet did base dishonour blur our name 
But with our sword we wip'd away the blot ; 
Therefore, when merchant -like I sell revenge, 
Broke be my sword, my arms torn and defaced. 
And I proclaim'd a coward through the world ! 

[Lays hold on Sitffolk. 

8uf, Stay, Whitmore ; for thy prisoner is a prince. 
The Duke of Suffolk, William de la Poole. 

Whit. The Duke of Suffolk muffled up in rags ! 

8vf, Ay, but these rags are no part oi the duke: 
Jove sometime went disguised, ana why not I? 

Cap, But Jove was never slain, as thou shalt be. 

8%{f. Obscure and lowly swain. King Henry's blood. 
The honourable blood of Lancaster, 
Must not be shed by such a jaded groom. 
Hast thou not kiss'd thy hand and held my stirrup? 
Bareheaded plodded by my foot -cloth mule. 
And thought thee happy when I shook my head? 
How often hast thou waited at my cup. 
Fed from my trencher, kneel'd down at the board. 
When I have feasted with Queen Margaret? 
Remember it, and let it make thee crest-£all*n ; 
Ay, and allay this jjhy abortive pride : 
How in our voiding-lobby hast tnou stood, 
And duly waited for my coming forth? 
This hand of mine hath writ in thy behalf 
And therefore shall it charm thy riotous tongue. 

Whit Speak, captain, shall I stab the forlorn swain? 

Cap. First let my words stab him, as he hath me. 

iSV* Base slave, thy words are blunt, and so art thotn. 

Cap, Convey him hence, and on our long-boat's side 
Strike off his head. 

8uf, Thou dar'st not, for thy own. 

Cap. Yes, Poole. 

8vf, Poole! 

Cap. Poole! Sir Poole! lord! 



SCENE I. PART II. OF KING HENRY VL 123 

Ay, kennel, puddle, sink; whose filth and dirt 

Troubles the silver spring where England drinks. 

Now will I dam up tnis thy yawning mouth 

For swallowing the treasure of the realm : 

Thy lips, that kiss'd the queen, shall sweep the ground ; 

And thou, that smil'dst at good Duke Humphreys death. 

Against the senseless winds shalt grin in vain, 

'Who, in contempt, shall hiss at thee again : 

And wedded be thou to the hags of he^ 

For daring to affy a mighty lord 

Unto the daughter of a worthless king. 

Having neither subject, wealth, nor diadem. 

By devilish policy art thou grown great, 

Aiid, like ambitious Sylla, overgorg'd 

With gobbets of thy mother's bleeaing heart. 

]^ thee Anjou and Maine were sold to France ; 

The false revolting Normans thorough thee 

Disdain to call us lord ; and Picardy 

Hath slain their governors, surprised our forts, 

And sent the ragged soldiers wounded home. 

The princely Warwick, and the Nevils all, — 

Whose dreadful swords were never drawn in vain, — 

As hating thee, are rising up in arms : 

And now the house of York, — thrust from the crown 

By shameful murder of a guiltless king 

AJnd lofty proud encroaching tyranny, — 

Bums with revenging fire ; whose hopeful colours 

Advance our half-fac d sun, striving to shine. 

Under the which is writ Inmtis niwUms, 

The commons here in Kent are up in arms : 

And, to conclude, reproach and beggary 

Is crept into the palace of our king, 

And all by thee. — ^Away ! convey him hence. 

Suf, that I were a god, to shoofc forth thunder 
Upon these paltry, servSe, abject drudges ! 
Small things make base men proud ; tms villain here. 
Being captain of a pinnace, threatens more 
Than Bargulus the strong Ulyrian pirate. 
Drones suck not eagles* blood, but rob bee-hives : 
It is impossible that I should die 
By such a lowly vassal as thyBel£ 
Thy words move rage and not remorse in me : 
I go of message from the queen to France ; 
I charge thee, waft me safely cross the Channel 

CcL'D ^^^alter ^^ 

Whk. Come,' Suffolk, I must waft thee to thy death. ^ 

m 
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Suf. OelidiLS timor occupat artus : — 'tis thee I fear. 

WhiL Thou shalt have cause to fear before I leave thee. 
What, are ye daunted now ? now will ye stoop T 

1 Cfent, My gracious lord, entreat hun, speak him fiair. 

8u/, Suffolk's imperial tongue is stem and rough, 
Us'd to command, untaught to plead for favour. 
Far be it we should honour such as these 
With humble suit : no, rather let my head 
Stoop to the block than these knees bow to any, 
Save to the God of heaven and to my king ; 
And sooner dance upon a bloody pole 
Than stand uncover' d to the vulgar groom. 
True nobility is exempt from fear : — 
More can I bear than you dare execute. 

Cap. Hale him away, and let him talk no more. 

8u/. Come, soldiers, show what cruelty ye can, 
That this my death may never be forgot ! — 
Great men oft die by vile bczonians : 
A Roman sworder and banditto slave 
Murder'd sweet TuUy ; Brutus' bastard hand 
Stabb'd Julius Caesar ; savage islanders 
Pompey the Great; and Suffolk dies by pirates. 

[Exit Suf., with Whit, and others, 

Cap. And as for these, whose ransom we have set. 
It is our pleasure one of them depart : — 
Therefore come you with us, and let him go. 

[Exeunt all but the first Gentleman. 

Re-enter Whitmore with Suffolk's body. 

Whit. There let his head and lifeless body he, 
Until the queen his mistress bury it \ExiL 

1 Gent barbarous and bloody spectacle ! 
His body will I bear unto the king : 
If he revenge it not, yet will his fnends ; 
So will the queen, that, living, held him dear. 

[Exit with the body. 



SCENE 11.— Blackheaih. 

Enter George Bevis and John Holland. 

Oeo. Come, and get thee a sword, though made of a 
lath : they have been up these two days. 

John. They have the more need to sleep now, then. 

Geo. I tell thee. Jack Cade the clothier means to dress 
the commonwealth, and turn it, and set a new nap upon it. 
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John. So he had need, for 'tis threadbare. Well, I say 
it was never merry world in England since gentlemen 
came up. 

Geo. O miserable age ! Virtue is not regarded in handi- 
craftsmen. 

John. The nobility think scorn to go in leather aprons. 

Oeo. Nay, more, the king's coimcil are no good workmen. 

John. True ; and yet it is said, — Labour in thy vocation ; 
which is as much to say as, — ^Let the magistrates be labour- 
ing men ; and therefore should we be magistrates. 

Geo. Thou hast hit it; for there's no better sign of a 
brave mind than a hard hand. 

John. I see them! I see them! There's Best's son, the 
tanner of Wingham, — 

Geo. He shall have the skins of our enemies to make 
dog's leather of. 

John. And Dick the butcher, — 

Geo. Then is sin struck down like an ox, and iniquity's 
throat cut like a calf. 

John. And Smith the weaver, — 

Geo. ArgOy their thread of life is spun. 

John. Come, come, let 's fall in with them. 

Drum. Enter Cade, Dick tJie Butcher, Smith the Weaver, 

and others in great number. 

Cade. We John Cade, so termed of our supposed 
father, — 

Dick Or, rather, of stealing a cade of herrings. [Aside. 

Cade. For our enemies shall fall before us, — inspired 
with the spirit of putting down kings and pnnces. — Com- 
mand silence. 

Dick. Silence!- 

Cade. My father was a Mortimer, — 

Dick, He was an honest man and a good bricklayer. [Amle. 

Cade. My mother a Plantagenet, — 

Dick. I knew her well; she was a midwife. [Aside. 

Cade, My wife descended of the Lacies, — 

Dick. She was, indeed, a pedlar's daughter, and sold 
many laces. [Aside. 

Smith. But now of late, not able to travel with her furred 
pack, she washes bucks here at home. [4.side. 

Cade. Therefore am I of an honourable house. 

Dick. Ay, by my faith, the field is honourable; and 
there was he bom under a hedge, — for his father had 
never a house but the cage. lAside. 

Cade. Valiant I am. 
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Smith, *A mnst needs ; for beg«7ary is yaliant. [Aside. 

Cade. I am able to endure muco. 

Dick. No question of that ; for I have seen him whipped 
three market days together. [Aside. 

Cade. 1 fear neither sword nor fire. 

SmitK He need not fear the sword; for his coat is of 
proo£ [Aside. 

Dick. But methinks he should stand in fear of fire, being 
burnt i' the hand for stealing of sheep. [Aside. 

Cade. Be brave, then; for your captain is brave, and 
vows reformation. There shaU bo in England seven half- 
penny loaves sold for a penny : the three-hooped pot shall 
have ten hoops ; and I will make it felony to driuk small 
beer : all the realm shall be in common ; and in Cheapside 
s^^ypalfreygotogn^,: and wheni am kins.-as'king 

AIL God save your majesty! 

Cade. I thank you, good people : — ^there shall be no money; 
all shall eat and drink on my score ; and I will apparel them 
all in one livery, that they may agree like brothers, and 
worship mo their lonl. 

Dick. The first thing we do, let's kill all the lawyers. 

Cade. Nay, that I mean to do. Is not this a lamentable 
thing, that of the skin of an innocent lamb should be made 
parchment? that parchment, bcin^ scribbled o'er, should 
undo a man? Some say the bee stings ; but I say 'tis the 
bee's wax ; for I did but seal once to a thing, and I waa 
never mine own man since. — How now ! who 's there? 

Enter some, bringing in the Clerk of Chatham. 

Smith. The clerk of Chatham : he can write and read and 
cast accompt. 

Cade. O monstrous ! 

Smith. We took him setting of boys' copies. 

Cade. Here's a villain ! 

Smith. Has a book in his pocket with red letters in't. 

Cade. Nay, then, ho is a conjurer. 

Dick. Nay, he can make obligations and write court-hand. 

Cade. 1 am sorry for 't : the man is a proper man, on mine 
honour: unless I find him guilty, he shdl not die. — Conae 
hither, sirrah, I must examine thee : what is thy name? 

Clerk. Emmanuel. 

Dick. They use to write it on the top of letters : 'twill go 
hard with you. 

Cade, Let me alone. — Dost thou use to write thy naxQe? 
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or hast thou a mark to thyself, like an honest plain-dealing 
man? 

Clerk, Sir, I thank God, I have been so well brought 
up that I can write my name. 

AIL He hath confessed: away with him! he's a villain 
and a traitor. 

Cade. Away with him, I say! hang him with his pen 
and inkhom about his neck. [Exeunt some with the Clerk. 

ErUer Michael. 

Mich. Where's our general? 

Cade. Here I am, thou particular fellow. 

Mich. Fly, fly, fly ! Sir Humphrey Stafford and his bro- 
ther are hard by, with the king*s forces. 

Cade. Stand, villain, stand, or I'll fell thee down. He 
shall be encountered with a man as good as himself: he is 
but a knight, is 'a? 

Mich. No. 

Cade. To ec[ual him, I will make myself a knight presently. 
[Kneels.] Rise up Sir John Mortimer. [Rises.] Now have 
at him! 

JSnter Sir Humphrey Stafford and William his Brother, ' 

with drum and Forces. 

Staf. Rebellious hinds, the filth and scum of Kent, 
Mark'd for the gallows, lay your weapons down ; 
Home to your cottages, forsake this groom : — 
The king is merciful if you revolt. 

W. Staf, But angry, wrathful, and inclin'd to blood 
If you go forward ; therefore yield or die. 

Cade. As for these silken-coated slaves, I pass not r 
It is to you, good people, that I speak, 
O'er whom, in time to come, I hope to reign; 
For I am rightful heir unto the crown. 

Staf. VilEiin, thy father was a plasterer; 
And thou thvself a shearman^ — art thou not? 

Cade. And Adam was a gardener. 

TT. Staf. And what of that ? 

Cade. Marry, this : — ^Edmund Mortimer, Earl of March, 
Married the Duke of Clarence' daughter, — did he not? 

Stc^. Ay, sir. 

Cade. By her he had two children at one birth. 

W. Staf. That 's false. 

Cade. Ay, ^ere 's the question ; but I say 'tis tnw : 
The elder of them, being put to nurse, 
Was by a beggar-woman stol'n away; 
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And, ignorant of his birth and parentage, 
Became a bricklayer when he came to age : 
His son am I ; deny it, if you can. 

Dick. Nay, 'tis too true ; therefore he shall be king. 

Smith. Sir, he made a chimney in my father's house, and 
the bricks are alive at this day to testify it ; therefore deny 
it not. 

Staf. And will j'ou credit this base drudge's words, 
That speaks he knows not what? 

All. Ay, marry, will we; therefore get ye gone. 

W. Staf. Jack Cade, the Duke of York hath taught you 
this. 

Cade. He lies, for I invented it myself [Aside.] — Go to, 
sirrah, tell the king from me, that, for his father's sake, 
Henry the Fifth, in whose time boys went to span-counter 
for French crowns, I am content he shall reign; but I'll 
be protector over him. 

jbick. And furthermore, we'll have the Lord Say's head, 
for selling the dukedom of Maine. 

Cade. And good reason ; for thereby is England mained, 
and fain to go with a staff, but that my puissance holds 
it up. Fellow kings, I tell you that that liord Say hath 
gelded the commonwealth, and made it an eunuch: and 
more than that, he can speak French; and therefore he is a 
traitor. 

Staf. gross and miserable ignorance ! 

Cade. Nay, answer, if you can : — the Frenchmen are our 
enemies; go to, then, I ask but this, — can he that speaks 
with the tongue of an enemy be a good counsellor, or no? 

All. No, no; and therefore we'll have his head. 

W. Staf. Well, seeing gentle words will not prevail, 
Assail them with the army of the king. 

Staf Herald, away ; and throughout every town 
Proclaim them traitors that are up with Cade ; 
That those which fly before the battle ends 
May, even in their wives' and children's sight, 
Be nang'd up for example at their doors : — 
And you that be the kmg's friends, follow me. 

[Exeunt the two Staffords and Forces. 

Cade. And you that love the commons, follow me. — 
Now show yourselves men ; 'tis for liberty. 
We will not leave one lord, one gentleman : 
Spare none but such as go in clouted shoon; 
For they are thrifty honest men, and such • 
As would — ^but that they dare not — take our parts. 

Dick. They are all in order, and march toward us. 
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Cade. But then are we in order when we are most out 
of order. Come, march forward. [Exeunt. 



SCENE ILL— Another part of Blackheath. 

Alarums, The two parties enter and fight , and both the 

Stapfords ore slain. 

Cade. Where's Dick, the butcher of Ashford? 

Dick. Here, sir. 

Cade. They fell before thee like sheep and oxen, and thou 
behavedst thyself as if thou hadst been in thine own slaughter- 
house: therefore thus will I reward thee, — ^the Lent shall 
be as long again as it is ; and thou shalt have a license to 
kill for a hundred lacking one, a week. 

Dick, I desire no more. 

Cade. And, to speak truth, thou deservest no less. This 
monument of the victory will I bear [putting on part of 
Sir H. Stafford's anrwurl ; aud the bodies shall be dragged 
at my horse's heels till I do come to London, where we will 
have the mayor's sword borne before us. 

Dick. If we mean to thrive and do good, break open the 
gaols, and let out the prisoners. 

Cade. Fear not that, I warrant thee. — Come, let 's march 
towards London. [Exeunt. 



SCENE rV. — ^London. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter King Henry, reading a supplication; tJie Duke of 
Buckingham and Lord Say with him: at a distance. 
Queen Margaret mourning over Suffolk's hsad. 

Q. Mar. Oft have I heard that grief softens the mind. 
And makes it fearful and degenerate ; 
Think therefore on revenge, and cease to weep. 
But who can cease to weep, and look on this? 
Here may his head lie on my throbbing breast : 
But where 's the body that I should embrace? 

Buck. What answer makes your grace to the rebels' 
supplication? 

K, Hen. I'll send some holy bishop to entreat; 
For God forbid so many simple souls 
Should perish by the sword! And I myself 
Rather than bloody war shall cut them short, 
Will parley with Jack Cade their ^neral ; — 
But stay, I'll read it over once again. 

VOL. IV. K 
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Q. Mar. All, barbarous villains ! hath this lovely lace 
Rul'd, like a wandering planet, over me, 
And could it not enforce them to relent 
That were unworthy to behold the same? 

K, Hen. Lord Say, Jack Cade hath sworn to have thy 

head. 
Say. Ay, but I hope your highness shall have hia. 
K. Hen. How now, madam ! 
Still lamenting and mourning for Suffolk's death? 
I fear, my love, if that I had been dead. 
Thou wouldest not have moum'd so much for me. 
Q, Mar. No, my love, I should not mourn, but die for 
thee. 

Enter a Messenger. 

K. Hen. How now! what news? why com*st thou in 
such haste? 

Mess. The rebels are in South wark ; fly, my lord ! 
Jack Cade proclaims himself Lord Mortimer, 
Descended from the Duke of Clarence' house; 
And calls your grace usurper openly. 
And vows to crown himself in Westminster. 
His army is a ragged multitude 
Of hinds and peasants, rude and merciless : 
Sir Humphrey Stafford and his brother's death 
Hath given them heart and courage to proceed : 
All scholars, lawyers, courtiers, gentlemen, 
Th^ call false caterpillars, and intend their death. 

K. Hen. graceless men! they know not what they 
do. 

Buck. My gracious lord, retire to Killingworth 
Until a power be rais'd to put them down. 

Q. Mar. Ah ! were the Duke of Suffolk now alive. 
These Kentish rebels would be soon appeas'd. • 

K. Hen. Lord Say, the traitors hate thee ; 
Therefore away with us to Killingworth. 

Say. So might your grace's person be in danger; 
The sight of me is odious in their eyes : 
And therefore in this city will I stay. 
And live alone as secret as I may. 

Enter a second Messenger. 

2 Mess. Jack Cade hath gotten London Bridge; 
The citizens fly and forsake their houses ; 
The rascal people, thirsting after prey, 
Join with the traitor ; and they jointly swear 
To spoil the city and your royal court. 
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Btick. Then linger not, my lord ; away, take horse. 

K. Hen. Come, Margaret; God, our hope, will succour us. 

Q. Mar. My hope is gone, now Suffolk is deceased. 

K. Hen. Farewell, my lord [to Lord Say] ; trust not the 

Kentish rebels. 
Buck. Trust nobody, for fear you be betray'd. 
Say. The trust I have is in mine innocence, 
And therefore am I bold and resolute. [Exeunt. 



SCENE v.— London. The Tower. 

Enter Lord Scales and others, on the Walls, Tlien enter 

certain Citizens, below. 

Scales. How now ! is Jack Cade slain? 

1 Cit. No, my lord, nor likely to be slain ; for they have 
won the bridge, killing all those that withstand them: 
the lord mayor craves aid of your honour from the Tower, 
to defend the city from the rebels. 

Scales. Such aid as I can spare, you shall command ; 
But I am troubled here with them myself, — 
The rebels have assay'd to win the Tower. 
But get you to Smithfield, and gather head, 
And thither I will send you Matthew Gough ; 
Fight for your king, your country, and your lives ; 
And so, farewell, ror I must hence again. [Exeunt 



SCENE VL — London. Cannon Street 

Enter Jack Cade and his Followers. He strikes his staff 

on London stone. 

Cade. Now is Mortimer lord of this city. And here, 
sitting upon London stone, I charge and command that, 
of the city's cost, the pissing-conduit run nothing but claret 
wine this first year of our reign. And now henceforward it 
shall be treason for any that calls me other than Lord 
Mortimer. 

Enter a Soldier, running. 

Sold. Jack Cade ! Jack Cade ! 

Cade. Knock him down there. [They kill him. 

Smith. If this fellow be wise, he 11 never call you Jack 
Cade more ; I think he hath a very fair warning. 
Dick. My lord, there *b an army gathered together in 
Smithfield. 
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Cade. Come, then, let 's go figlit with them : but first, go 
and set London Bridge on nre ; and, if you can, bum down 
the Tower toa Come, let 's away. [Exeimt 



SCENE VIL— London. Smithfidd. 

Alarums. Enter, on one aide, Cade ajid his Company; on 
the other, Citizens, and the King's Forces, headed by 
Matthew Gough. Theij Jight; t/ie Citizens are routed^ 
and Matthew Gough m slain. 

Cade. So, sirs: — now go some and pull down the Savoy; 
others to the inns of court ; down with them all. 

Dick. I have a suit unto your lordship. 

Cade. Be it a lordship, thou shalt have it for that word. 

Dick. Only, that the laws of England may come out of 
your mouth. 

John. Mass, 'twill be sore law then ; for he was thrust in 
the mouth with a spear, and 'tis not whole yet. [Aside, 

Smith. Nay, John, it will be stinking law ; for his breath 
stinks with eating toasted cheese. [Aside, 

Cade. I have thought upon it, it shall be so. Away, 
burn all the records of tai8 realm: my mouth shall be 
the Parliament of England. 

John. Then we are like to have biting statutes, unless bis 
teeth be pulled out. [A side. 

Cade. And henceforward all things shall be in common. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, a prize, a prize! here's the Lord Say, 
which sold the towns in France; he that made us pay 
one-and-twenty fifteens, and one shilling to the pound, the 
last subsidy. 

Enter George Bevis, with the Lord Say. 

Cade, Well, he shall be beheaded for it ten times. — 
Ah, thou say, thou serge, nay, thou buckram lord! 
now art thou within point blank of our jurisdiction regal. 
What canst thou answer to my majesty for giving up of 
Normandy unto Monsieur Basimecu, the Dauphin of France? 
Be it known unto thee by these presence, even the presence 
of Lord Mortimer, that I am the besom that must sweep 
the court clean of such filth as thou art. Thou hast most 
traitorously corrupted the youth of the realm in erecting 
a grammar school: and whereas, before, our forefathers 



scEKE vn. PART IL OF KING HENRY VI. 133 

had no other books bnt the score and the tally, thoa hast 
caused printing to be used ; and, contrary to the king, his 
crown, and dignity, thou hast built apaper-milL It mil be 
proved to thy face that thou hast men about thee that 
usuaUy talk of a noun and a verb, and such abominable 
words as no Christian ear can endure to hear. Thou hast 
ap|K)inted justices of peace, to 'call poor men before them 
about matters they were not able to answer. Moreover, 
thou hast put them in prison ; and because they could not 
rea'i, thou hast hanged them; when, indeed, only for 
that cause they have been most worthy to live. Thou 
dost ride in a footcloth, dost thou not? 

Say. What of that? 

Cade, Marry, thou oughtest not to let thy horse wear a 
cloak, when honester men than thou go in their hoee and 
doublets. 

Dick. And work in their shirt too; as myself for 'ex- 
ample, that am a butcher. 

Say. You men of Kent, — 

Dkk. What say you of Kent? 

Say. Nothing but this, — ^"tis bona terra, mala geiis. 

Cade. Away with him, away with him ! he speaks Latin. 

Say. Hear me but speak, and bear me where you wilL 
Kent, in the Commentaries Caesar writ, 
Is termed the civill'st place of all this isle : 
Sweet is the country, oecause fidl of riches ; 
The people liberal, valiant, active, wealthy; 
Which makes me hope you are not void of pity. 
I sold not Maine, I lost not Normandy ; 
Yet, to recover them, would lose my life. 
Justice with favour have I always done ; 
Prayers and tjsars have mov*d me, gifts could never. 
When have I aught exacted at your hands, s 
But to maintain the king, the realm, and you? 
Large gifts have I bestow'd on learned clerks, 
Because my book preferr'd me to the king. 
And seeing ignorance is the curse of God, 
Knowledge the wing wherewith we fly to heaven. 
Unless you be possessed with devilish spirits, 
You cannot but forbear to murder me : 
This tongue hath parley'd unto foreign kings 
Por your behoof, — 

Cade. Tut, when struck'st thou one blow in the field? 

Say. Great men have reaching hands : oft have I struck 
Those that I never saw, and struck them dead. 

Geo. monstrous coward ! what, to come behind folks? 
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Say, These cheeks are pale for watching for your 




Cade, Give him a box o* the ear, and that will make 'em 
red again. 

Say. Long sitting to determine poor men's causes 
Hath made me full of sickness ana diseases. 

Cade. Ye shall have a hempen caudle, then, and the help 
of hatchet. 

Dick, Why dost thou quiver, man? 

Say. The palsy, and not fear, provokes me. 

Cade. Nay, he nods at us, as who should say, Til be 
even with you : 1*11 see if his head will stand steadier on 
a pole, or no. Take him away, and behead hiuL 

Say. Tell me wherein have I offended most? 
Have I afifected wealth or honour, — speak? 
Are my chests fill'd up with extorted gold? 
Is my apparel sumi)tuous to behold? 
Whom have I injur'd, that ye seek my death? 
These hands are free from guiltless blood-shedding. 
This breast from harbouring foul deceitful thoughts. 
O let me live! 

Cade. I feel remorse in myself with his words ; but Fll 
bridle it: he shall die, an it be but for pleading so well 
for his life. [A8ide.'\ Away with him! he has a fiEuniliar 
under his tongue; he 8i)eaks not o* God's name. Go, take 
him away, I say, and strike oflf his head presently; and 
then break into his son-iu-law's house, Sir James Cromer, 
and strike off his head, and bring them both upon two poles 
hither. 

All. It shall be done. 

Say. Ah, countrymen ! if when you make your prayers, 
God should be so obdurate as yourselves, 
How would it fare with your de))arted souls? 
And therefore yet relent, and save my life. 

Cade. Away with him, and do as I command ya 

[Exeunt some vnth Lord Say. 
The proudest peer in the realm shall not wear a head on 
his shoulders, unless he pay me tribute ; there shall not a 
maid be married, but she shall pay to me her maidenhead 
ere they have it: men shall hold of me in capite; and we 
charge and command that their wives be as free as heart 
can wish or tongue can tell. 

Dick. My lord, when shall we go to Cheapside, and take 
up commodities upon our bills? 

Cade. Marry, presently. 

AIL brave! 
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Re-enter Rebels, with the heads ofhoiay Say and his Son- 
in-law. 

Cade. But is not this braver? — Let them kiss one another, 
for they loved well when they were alive. Now, part them 
again, lest they consult about the giving up of some more 
towns in France. Soldiers, defer the spoil of the city until 
night: for with these borne before us, instead of maces, 
wul we ride through the streets ; and at every comer have 
them kiss. — ^Away ! [JUxeunt. 



SCENE YUL—Southwark. 

Alarum, 'Enter Cade and all his Rabblement. 

Cade. Up Fish Street! down Saint Magnus' comer! 
kill and knock down ! throw them into Thames! — [A parley 
sounded, then a retreat."] What noise is this I hear? Dare 
any be so bold to sound retreat or parley, when I command 
them kill? 

Enter Buckingham and Lord CLiproRD, with Forces. 

Buck. Ay, here they be that dare and will disturb thee : 
Know, Cade, we come ambassadors from the king 
Unto the commons whom thou hast misled ; 
And here pronoimce free pardon to them all 
That will forsake thee and go home in peace. 

Glif. What say ye, countrymen? will ye relent. 
And yield to mercy whilst 'tis offer' d you ; 
Or let a rebel lead you to your deaths? 
Who loves the king, and will embrace his pardon. 
Fling up his cap, and say, God save his majesty! 
Who hateth him, and honours not his father, 
Henry the Fifth, that made aU France to quake. 
Shake he his weapon at us and pass by. 

All. God save the king ! God save the king! 

Cade. What, Buckingham and Clifford, are ye so brave? — 
And you, base peasants, do ye believe him ? will you needs 
be hanged with your pardons about your necks ? Hath my 
sword therefore broke through London gates, that you should 
leave me at the White Hart in Southwark ? I thought ye 
would never have given out these arms till you had re- 
covered your ancient freedom : but you are all recreants and 
dastards, and dehght to live in slavery to the nobility. 
Let them break your backs with burdens, take your houses 
over your heads, rayish your wir«8 and dang&ters before 
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your faces : for me, I will make shift for one ; and so, God*8 
corse light upon you all ! 

All We'll follow Cade, we'll follow CJade! 

Clif. Is Cade the son of Henry the Fifth, 
That thus you do exclaim you'll go with him? 
Will he conduct you throui^h the heart of Franoe, 
And make the meanest of you earls and dukes ? 
Alas, he hath no home, no place to fly to ; 
Nor knows he how to live, but by the sjioil. 
Unless by robbing of your friends and us. 
Were't not a shame, that whilst you live at jar, 
The fearful French, whom you late vanquished. 
Should make a start o'er seas and vanquish you ? 
Methinks already in this civil broil 
I see them lording it in Ijondon streets, 
Crying Viliaco ! linto all they meet. 
Better ten thousand base-bom Cades miscarry 
Than you should stoop unto a Frenchman's mercy. 
To France, to France, and get what you have lost ; 
Spare England, for it is your native coast : 
Henry hath money, j'ou are strong and manly ; 
God on our side, doubt not of victory. 

AU. A. Clifford! a Cliflford! we^U follow the king and 
Clifford. 

Cade. Was ever feather so lightly blown to and fro as 
this multitude ? The name of Henry the Fifth hales them 
to an hundred mischiefs, and makes them leave me desdato. 
I see them lay their heads together to surprise me : my 
sword make way for me, for here is no staying [aaide[^ — 
In despite of the devils and hell, have through the very 
middest of you ! and heavens and honour be witness that 
no want of resolution in me, but only my followers' base and 
ignominious treasons, makes me betake me to my heels. [Exit. 

Buck. What ! is he fled ? go some and follow him ; 
And he that brings his head unto the king 
Shall have a thousand crowns for his reward. — [Exeunt aome* 
Follow me, soldiers : we'll devise a mean 
To reconcile you all unto the king. [EoBeimt. 



SCENE lX.—KUlingworth Castle. 

Trumpets sounded. Enter King Henry, Queen Mas- 
GARET, and Somerset, on the terrace of the CasUe. 

K. Hen. Was ever king that joy'd an earthly throne^ 
And could conmiand no more content than I X 
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No sooner was I crept out of my cradle 
But I was made a kmg, at nine months old : 
Was never subject long'd to be a king 
As I do long said wish to be a subject. 

Enter Buckingham and Lord Clifford. 

Buck. Health and dad tidings to your majesty ! 
K. Hen, Why, Buckingham, is the traitor Cade surprui'd? 
Or is he but retir'd to m^e him strong ? 

Enter J below, a number q/" Cade's Followers, vnth halters 

about their necks. 

Clif. He is fled, my lor^, and all his powers do yield; 
And humbly thus, with halters on their necks, 
Expect your highness' doom of life or death. 

K. Hen. Then, heaven, set ope thy everlasting gates, 
To entertain my vows of thanks and praise ! 
Soldiers, this day have you redeem'd your lives. 
And show'd how well you love your prince and country: 
Continue still in this so good a mind. 
And Henry, though he be infortunate. 
Assure yourselves, will never be unkind : 
And so, with thanks and pardon to you all, 
I do dismiss you to your several countries. 

AU, God save the king ! God save the king ! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Please it your grace to be advertised 
The Duke of York is newly come from Ireland; 
And with a puissant and a mighty power 
Of Gallowglasses and stout kerns 
Is marching hitherward in proud array : 
And still proclaimeth, as he comes along. 
His arms are only to remove from thee 
The Duke of Somerset, whom he terms a traitor. 

K. Hen. Thus stands my state, 'twixt Cade and York 
distressed ; 
Like to a ship that, having 'scap*d a tempest, 
Is straightway calm'd, ana boarded with a pirate'. 
But now is Cade driven back, his men dispersed*. 
And now is York in arms to second liiin. — . 
I pray thee, Buckingham, go thou ajad meet 1^^^^^> 
And ask him what's the reason of these a.rta9* 
Tell him I'll send Duke Edmund to tlie 'Xks^&V 9 — 
And, Somerset, we will commit thee tlxitlx^^ 
UntU his army be dismiss'd from him. ' 
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SoTTi. My lord, 
m yield myself to prison willingly, 
Or unto death, to do my country good. 

K. Hen. In any case be not too rough in terms ; 
For he ia fierce, and cannot brook hard language. 

Buck. I will, my lord ; and doubt not so to deal 
As all things shall redound unto your good. 

K. Hen. Come, wife, let 's in, and learn to govern better ; 
For yet may England curse my wretched reign. [ExeunL 



SCENE X.— Kent. Iden's Garden, 

Enter Cade. 

Cade, Fie on ambition ! fie on myself, that have a sword, 
and yet am ready to famish ! These five days have I hid me 
in these woods, and durst not peep out, for all the country 
is laid for me ; but now am I so hungry that if I might have 
a lease of my life for a thousand years, I could stay no longer. 
Wherefore, on a brick wall have I cUmbed into this garden, 
to see if I can eat grass or pick a sallet another while, which 
is not amiss to cool a man's stomach this hot weather. And 
I think this word sallet was born to do me good : for many 
a time, but for a sallet, my brain-pan had oeen cleft witJa 
a brown bill ; and many a time, when I have been dry, and 
bravely marching, it hath served me instead of a quart-pot 
to drink in ; and now the word sallet must serve me to feed 
on. 

Enter Iden, with Servants behind. 

Iden, Lord, who would live turmoiled in the court. 
And may enjoy such quiet walks as these ? 
This small inheritance my father left me 
Contenteth me, and 's worth a monarchy. 
I seek not to wax great by others' waning. 
Or gather wealth I care not with what envy : 
Sufficeth that I have maintains my state. 
And sends the poor well pleased from my gate 

Cade. Here 's the lord of the soil come to seize me for a 
stray, for entering his fee-simple without leave [twwfc]. Ah, 
villain, thou wilt betray me, and get a thousand crowns 
of the king by carrying my head to him! but I'll make 
thee eat iron Hke an ostrich, and swallow my sword like 
a great pin, ere thou and I part. 

IdeTh Why, rude companion, whatsoe'er thou be, 
I know thee not; why, then, should I betray thee? 
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Is't not enough to break into my garden, 
And like a tmef to come to rob my grounds, 
Climbing my walls in spite of me the owner, 
But thou wilt brave me with these saucy terms ? 

Cade. Brave thee ! ay, by the best blood that ever was 
broached, and beard thee too. Look on me well: I have 
eat no meat these five days ; yet, come thou and thy five 
men, and if I do not leave you all as dead as a door nail, I 
pr^ God I may never eat ^ass more. 

fden. Nay, it shall ne'er be said, while England stands, 
That Alexander Iden, an esquire of Kent, 
Took odds to combat a poor famish' d man. 
Oppose thy steadfest-gazing eyes to mine. 
See if thou canst outface me with thy looks : 
Set limb to limb, and thou art far the lesser ; 
Thy hand is but a finger to my fist ; 
Thy leg a stick compared with this truncheon ; 
My foot shall fight with all the strength thou hast ; 
And if mine arm be heaved in the air, 
Thy grave is digg'd already in the earth. 
As for words, whose greatness answers words. 
Let this my sword report what speech forbears. 

Cade. By my valour, the most complete champion that ever 
I heard. — Steel, if thou turn the edge, or cut not out the 
burley-boned clown in chines of beef ere thou sleep in thy 
sheatn, I beseech Jove, on my knees, thou mayest be turned 
to hobnails. [They Jighty Cade JfaUff.] 0, I am slain! 
Famine and no other hath slain me : let ten -thousand devils 
come against me, and give me but the ten meals I have lost, 
and I'd defy them all. Wither, garden; and be henceforth 
a burying-place to all that do dwell in this house, because 
the un conquered soul of Cade is fled. 

Iden. Is't Cade that I have slain, that monstrous traitor? 
Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deed. 
And hang thee o'er my tomb when I am dead : 
Ne'er shSl this blood be wiped from thy point ; 
But thou shalt wear it as a herald's coat. 
To emblaze the honour that thy master got. 

Cade. Iden, farewell; and be proud of thy victory. Tell 
Kent from me, she hath lost her best man ; and exhort all 
the world to be cowards, — ^for I, that never feared any, am 
vanquished by famine, not by valour. [Dies, 

Iden, How much thou wrongst me, heaven be my judge. 
Die, damned wretch, the curse of her that bare thee ! 
And as I thrust thy body in with my sword. 
So wish I, I might thrust thy soul to hell. 



J 
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Hence will I drag thee headlong by the heeb 
Unto a dunghill, which shall be tiiy grave, 
And there cut off thy most ungracious head ; 
Which I will bear in triumph to the king. 
Leaving thy trunk for crows to feed upon. 

[ExfurUy dragging out the body. 



ACT V. 

SCENE L—Fidda between Dartfordand Blackheath, 

Hie Kino's Camj^ on one side. On the other, ent^ York 
attended, with drum and colours: his Forces at some 
distance. 

York. From Ireland thus comes York to claim his rigbt^ 
And pluck the crown from feeble Henry's head: 
Ring, bells, aloud ; bum, bonfires, clear and bright ; 
To entertain great England's law^l king. 
Ah, sancta majestaa! who would not buy thee dear? 
Let them obey that know not how to rule ; 
This hand was made to handle naught but gold. 
I cannot give due action to my words 
Except a sword or sceptre balance it : 
A sceptre shall it have, — have I a soul, — 
On which I'll toss the flower-de-luce of France. 

Enter Buckingham. 

Whom have we here ? Buckingham, to disturb me ? 
The king hath sent him, sure : I must dissemble. \Asidie, 
Buck. York, if thou meanest well, I greet thee welL 

York. Humphrey of Buckingham, I accept thy greetiiig. 
Art thou a messenger, or come of pleasure ? 

Buck. A messenger from Henry, our dread liege, 
To know the reason of these arms in peace ; 
Or why thou, being a subject as I am. 
Against thy oath and true allegiance sworn, 
Shouldst raise so great a power without his leave, 
Or dare to bring tny force so near the court. 

York. Scarce can I speak, my choler is so great : 
O, I could hew up rocks and fight with flint, 
I am so angry at these abject terms ; 
And now, like Ajax Telamonius, 
On sheep or oxen could I spend my fory ! 
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I am far better bom than is the king ; 

More like a king, more kingly in my thoughts : 

But I must make fair weather yet awhile, 

Till Henry be more weak and I more strong. {Aside. 

Buckingham, I pr'ythee, pardon me, 

That I have given no answer all this while ; 

My mind was troubled with deep melancholy. 

The cause why I have brought this army hither 

Is to remove proud Somerset from the lung. 

Seditious to ms grace and to the state. 

Buck That is too much presumption on thy part : 
But if thy arms be to no other end, 
llie king hath yielded unto thy demand ; 
The Duke of Somerset is in the Tower. 

York. Upon thine honour, is he prisoner? 

Buck. Upon mine honour, he is prisoner. 

York. Then, Buckingham, I do dismiss my powers. — 
Soldiers, I thank you all ; disperse yourselves ; 
Meet me to-morrow in Saint George's field. 
You shall have pay and everything you wish. — 
And let my sovereign, virtuous Henry, 
Command my eldest son, nay, all my sons, 
As pledges of my fealty and love ; 
I'll send them all as willing as I live : 
Lands, goods, horse, armour, anything I have, 
Is his to use, so Somerset may die. 

Buck. York, I commend this kind submission : 
We twain will go into his highness' tent. 

Enter King Henry, attended. 

K, Hen. Buckingham, doth York intend no harm to ns, 
That thus he marcneth with thee arm in arm? 

York, In all submission and humility 
York doth present himself imto your highness. 

K. Hen. Then what intend these forces thou dost bring? 

York. To heave the traitor Somerset from hence, 
And fi,^ht against that monstrous rebel Cade, 
Who smce I heard to be discomfited. 

Enter Iden, wUh Cade's hsad. 

Iden. If one so rude and of so mean condition 
May pass into the presence of a king, 
Lo, I present your grace a traitor's head. 
The head of Cade, whom I in combat slew. 

K. Hen. The head of Cadel-^-Qieat God, haw.iuillk mtb 
thoul — ' '^ 
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O, let me view his visage, being dead. 

That living wrought me such exceeding trouble. — 

Tell me, my friend, art thou the man that alew him? 

Men. I was, an't like your majesty. 

K. Hen. How art thou call'd? and what is thy degree? 

Iden. Alexander Iden, that 's my name ; 
A poor esquire of Kent, that loves his king. 

Buck. So please it you, my lord, 'twere not amiss 
He were created knight for his good servica 

K. Hen. Iden, kneel down. [Ife kneds. 1 Rise up a knight. 
We give thee for reward a thousand marks; 
And will that thou henceforth attend on us. 

Iden. May Iden live to merit such a bounty, 
And never live but true unto his liege ! 

K, Hen. See, Buckingham ! Somerset comes with the 
queen : 
Go, bid her hide him quickly from the duke. 

Enter Queen Margaret and Somerset. 

Q. Mar. For thousand Yorks ho shall not hide his head. 
But boldly stfuid and front him to his face. 

York. How now ! is Somerset at liberty? 
Then, York, unloose thy lonyj-imprison'd thoughts, 
And let thy tongue be equal with thy heart. 
Shall I endure the sight of Somerset? — 
False king! why hast thou broken faith with me, 
Knowing now hardly I can brook abuse? 
King did I call thee? no, thou art not king; 
Not tit to govern and rule multitudes. 
Which dar'st not, no, nor canst not rule a traitor. 
That head of thine doth not become a crown ; 
Thy hand is made to grasp a palmer's staff. 
And not to grace an awful princely sceptre. 
That gold must round engirt these brows of mine, 
Whose smile and frown, Hke to Achilles' spear. 
Is able with the change to kill and cure. 
Here is a hand to hoi a a sceptre up. 
And with the same to act controlling laws. 
Give place : by heaven, thou shalt rule no more 
O'er him whom heaven created for thy ruler. 

Som. monstrous traitor! — I arrest thee, York, 
Of capital treason 'gainst the king and crown : 
Obey, audacious traitor ; kneel for grace. 

York. Wouldst have me kneel? first let me ask of theses 
If they can brook I bow a knee to man. — 
Sirrah, call in my sons to be my bail : [Bkcit an Attendant. 
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I know, ere they will have me go to ward, 
They'll pawn their swords for my enfranchisement. 

Q. Mar. Call hither" ClifiFord ; bid him come amain, 
To say if that the bastard boys of York 
Shall be the surety for their traitor father. [Exit an Atten. 

York. blood-bespotted Neapolitan, 
Outcast of Naples, England's bloody scourffe ! 
The sons of York, thy betters in their birtn. 
Shall be their father's bail ; and bane to those 
That for my surety will refuse the boys ! 
See where they come : I'll warrant they'll make it good. 

Q. Mar. And here comes Clifford to deny their bail. 

Enter Edward and Richard Plantagbnet, with Forces, 
at one aide; at the other , toith Forces alsOf Lord Clifford 
and his Son. 

Clif. Health and all happiness to my lord the king! 

[Kneels. 

York. I thank thee, Clifford : say, what news with thee? 
Nay, do not fright us with an angry look : 
We are thy sovereign, Clifford, kneel again ; 
For thy mistaking so, we pardon thee. 

Clif. This is my king, York, I do not mistake ; 
But thou mistak'st me much to think I do : — 
To Bedlam with him ! is the man grown mad? 

K. Hen. Ay, Clifford ; a bedlam and ambitious humour 
Makes him opx)Ose himself against his king. 

Clif. He is a traitor; let him to the Tower, 
And chop away that factious pate of his. 

Q. Mar. He is arrested, but will not obey ; 
His sons, he says, shall give their words for him. 

York. Will you not, sons? 

Edw. Ay, noble father, if our words will serve. 

Bich. And if words will not, then our weapons shalL 

Clif Why, what a brood of traitors have we here ! 

York. Look in a glass, and call thy image so : 
I am thy king, and thou a false-heart traitor. — 
CaU hither to the stake my two brave bears. 
That with the very shaking of their chains 
They may astonish these fell -lurking curs : 
Bid Salisbury and Warwick come to me. 

Drums. Enter Warwick and Salisbury, with Forces. 

Clif Are these thy bears? we'll bait thy bears to death, 
And manacle the bear-ward in their chains, 
If thou d^st bring them to the baiting-place. ^ 
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Bich. Oft have I seen a hot overweening cur 
Run back and bite, because he was withheld ; 
Who, being suflfer'd with the bear's fell paw, 
Hath clapp'd his tail between his legs and cried : 
And such a piece of service will you do, 
If you oppose yourselves to match Lord Warwick. 

CliJ, Henee, heap of wrath, foul indigested lump, 
As crooked in thy manners as thy shape! 

York. Nay, we shall heat you thoroughly anon. 

Cli/. Take heed, lest by your heat you bum yourselves. 

K. Hen. Why, Warwick, hath thy knee forgot to bow 1 — 
Old Salisbury, — shame to thy silver hair, 
Thou mad misleader of thy brainsick son! — 
What, wilt thou on thy death-bed play the ruffian, 
And seek for sorrow with thy spectacles?— 
0, where is faith? 0, where is loyalty? 
If it be banish'd from the frosty head. 
Where shall it find a harbour in the earth? — 
Wilt thou go dig a grave to find out war. 
And shame thine honourable age with blood? 
Why art thou old, and want'st experience? 
Or wherefore dost abuse it, if thou hast it? 
For shame! in duty bend thy knee to me. 
That bows unto the grave with mickle age. 

Sal. My lord, I have considerVd with myself 
The title of this most renowned duke ; 
And in my conscience do repute his grace 
The rightful heir to England's royal seat. 

K. Hen. Hast thou not sworn allegiance unto me? 

Sal. I have. 

K. Hen. Canst thou dispense with heaven for suoh sax 
oath? 

Sal. It is great sin to swear unto a sin ; 
But greater sin to keep a sinful oath. 
Who can be bound by any solemn vow 
To do a murderous deed, to rob a man. 
To force a spotless virgin's chastity. 
To reave the orphan of his patrimony, 
To wring the widow from her custom'd right ; 
And have no other reason for this wrong 
But that he was bound by a solemn oath? 

Q. Mar. A subtle traitor needs no sophister. 

K. Hen. Call Buckingham, and bid him arm himsel£ 

York. Call Buckingham, and all the friends thou haat, 
I am resolv'd for death or dignity. 

Cl{f, The first I warrant thee, if dreams prove true. 
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War. You were best to go to bed and dream again. 
To keep thee from the tempest of the field. 

Clif. I am resolv'd to bear a greater storm 
Than any thou canst conjure up to-day ; 
And that I'll write upon thy burgonet, 
Mi^t I but know thee by thy household badge. 

nar. Now, by my father's badge, old Nevu's crest, 
The rampant bear chain'd to the ragged stafiE^ 
This day I'll wear aloft my burgonet, — 
As on a mountain-top the cedar shows, 
That keeps his leaves in spite of any storm, — 
Even to affiight thee with the view thereof 

Clif. And from thy burgonet I'll rend thy bear. 
And tread it under mot with all contempt, 
Despite the bear-ward that protects the Dear. 

I. Clif. And so to arms, victorious father. 
To quell the rebels and their complices. 

Bich. Fie! charity, for shame! speak not in spite. 
For you shall sup with Jeau Christ to-night. 

Y. Clif. Foul stigmatic, that 's more than thou canst tell. 

Rich, If not in heaven, you'll surely sup in helL 

[Exeunt severally. 

SCENE IL —Saint Albans. 

Alarums: excursions. Enter Warwick, 

War. Clifford of Cumberland, 'tis Warwick calls! 
And if thou dost not hide thee from the bear. 
Now, — when the angry trumpet sounds alarum, 
And dead men's cries do fill the empty air, — 
Clifford, I say, come forth and fight with me ! 
Proud northern lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 
Warwick is hoarse with calling thee to arms. 

Enter York. 

How now, my noble lord! what, all a-foot? 

York. The deadly-handed Clifford slew my steed; 
But match to match I have encounter'd him. 
And made a prey for carrion kites and crows 
Even of the bonny beast he loVd so well. 

Enter Lord Clifford. 

War. Of one or both of us the time is come. 
York. Hold, Warwick, seek thee out some other chase, 
For I myself must hunt this deer to deatii. 

War, Then, nobly, York; *tis for a crown thou fight'st — 
VOL. IV. L 
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As I intend, Clifford, to thrive to-day, 

It ^eves my soul to leave thee nnassail'd. [Exit 

Clif. What see'st thou in me, York? why doet thou pause? 

York. With thy brave bearing should I be in love, 
But that thou art so fast mine enemy. 

Clif. Nor should thy prowess want praise and esteem. 
But that *tis shown ignobly and in treason. 

York. So let it help me now against thy sword, 
As I in justice and true right express it! 

Clif. My soul and body on the action both! 

York. A dreadful lay ! — address thee instantly. 

Clif. La fin couronne les ctuvres. 

[They fight, and Cliftokd falls and dies. 

York. Thus war hath given thee peace, for thou art stilL 
Peace with his soul, heaven, if it be thy will! [ExiL 

Enter YouNO Clifford. 

Y. Clif Shame and confusion ! all is on the rout; 
Fear frames disorder, and disorder wounds 
Where it should guard. O war, thou son of hell. 
Whom angry heavens do make their minister. 
Throw in the frozen bosoms of our part 
Hot coals of vengeance! — Let no soldier fly: 
He that is truly "dedicate to war 
Hath no self-love ; nor he that loves himself 
Hath not essentially, but by circumstance. 
The name of valour. — O, let the vile world end, 

[Seeing his father's body. 
And the premised flames of the last day 
Knit earth and heaven together ! 
Now let the general trumpet blow his blast, 
Particulariti^ and petty sounds 
To cease! — Wast thou ordain'd, dear father, 
To lose thy youth in peace, and to achieve 
The silver livery of advised age. 
And in thy reverence and thy chair-days thus 
To die in ruflian battle? — Even at this sight 
My heart is tum'd to stone : and while 'tis mine 
It shall be stony. York not our old men spares; 
No more will I their babes : tears virginal 
Shall be to me even as the dew to fire ; 
And beauty, that the tyrant oft reclaims. 
Shall to my flaming wrath be oil and flax. 
Henceforth I will not have to do with pity : 
Meet I an infant of the house of York, 
Into as many gobbets will I cut it 
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As wild Medea young Absyrfcos did: 
In cruelty will I seek out my &me. — 
Gome, thou new ruin of old Clifford's house : 

[TaMng up the body. 
As did .tineas old Anchises bear, 
So bear I thee upon my manly shoulders ; 
But then .^Bneas bare a Jiving load. 
Nothing so heavy as these woes of mine. [Kdt 

Enter Richabd Plant agenet and Sohebsbt, fighting, and 

SoMEBSET is kiUed. 

Rich, So, lie thou there ; — 
For underneath an alehouse' paltry sign^ 
The Castle in Saint Albans, Somerset 
Hath made the wizard famous in his death. — 
Sword, hold thy temper; heart, be wrathful still : 
Priests pray for enemies, but princes kill. [ExU. 

Alarums: excursions. Enter Kino Henry, Queen 
Margaret, and others^ retreating, 

Q, Mar. Away, my lord! you are slow; for shame, away ! 

K, Hen. Can we outrun the heavens? good Margaret, 
stay. 

Q, Mar, What are you made of? you'll nor fight nor fly: 
Now is it manhood, wisdom, and defence, 
To give the enemy way ; and to secure us 
By what we can, which can no more but fly. 

[Alarum afar off. 
If you be ta'en, we then should see the bottom 
Of all our fortunes : but if we haply scape, — 
As well we may, if not through your neglect, — 
We shall to London get : where you are loVd; 
And where this breach, now in our fortunes made, 
May readily be stopp'd. 

Re-enter Young Clipfgrd. 

T, Clif. But that my heart's on future mischief set, 
I would speak blasphemy ere bid you fly : 
But fly you must ; uncurable discomfit 
Reigns in the hearts of all our present parts. 
Away, for your relief! and we will live 
To see their day, and them our fortune give : 
Away, my lord, away I [Exmnt 
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SCENE m.— Ft€Zc?« near Saint AUbana. 

Alarum: retreat Flourish; then enter York, Richard 
Plantagenet, Warwick, and Soldiers, with drum and 
colours, 

York. Of Salisbury, who can rei»)rt of him, — 
That winter lion, who in rage forgets 
Aged contusions and all brush of time, 
And, like a gallant in the brow of youth. 
Repairs him with occasion? This happy day 
Is not itseli^ nor have we won one foot, 
If Salisbury be lost. 

JRich. My noble father. 

Three times to-day I holp him to his horse, 
Three times bestnd him, thrice I led him off, 
Persuaded him from any further act : 
But still, where danger was, still there I met him ; 
And like rich hangings in a homely house. 
So was his will in his old feeble body. 
But, noble as he is, look where he comes. 

Enter Salisbury. 

Sal. Now, by my sword, well hast thou fought to-day ; 
By the mass, so did we alL — I thank you, Richard : 
Gid knows how long it is I have to live ; 
And it hath pleas'd him that three times to-day 
You have defended me from imminent death. — 
Well, lords, we have not got that which we have : 
'Tis not enough our foes are this time fled. 
Being opposites of such repairing nature. 

York. I kno\v our safety is to follow them ; 
For, as I hear, the king is fled to London, 
To call a present court of Parliament. 
Let us pursue him ere the writs go forth : — 
What says Lord Warwick? shall we after them? 

War. After them! nay, before them, if we can. 
Now, by my hand, lords, 'twas a glorious day : 
Saint Albans battle, won by famous York, 
Shall be etemiz'd in all age to come. — 
Sound drums and trumpets ; — and to London all : 
And more such days as these to us befall! [Bxeuni. 
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ACT I. 
SCENE I. — ^London. The Parliament ffouse. 

Drums, Scmie Soldiers of York's Party break in. Then 
enter the Duke of York, Edward, Richard, Norfolk, 
Montague, Warwick, and otIierSf with white rosea in 
their hats. 

War. I wonder how the king escaped our hands. 

York. While we pursu'd the horsemen of the north. 
He slily stole away, and left his men : 
Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 
Whose warlike ears could never brook retreat, 
Cheer'd up the drooping army ; and himself 
Lord Clifford, and Lord Stafford, all a-breast, 
Charg'd our main battle's front, and, breaking in, 
Were by the swords of common soldiers slain. 

Edw. Lord Stafford's father, Duke of Buckingham, 
Is either slain or wounded dangerous ; 
I cleft his beaver with a downright blow : 
That this is true, father, behold nis blood. 

[Shmoing his bloody sword, 

Mont. And, brother, here 's the Earl of Wiltshire's blood, 

[To York, showing his. 
Whom I encounter'd as the battles join'd. 

Bich. Speak thou for me, and tell them what I did. 

/ [Throtving down Somerset's head. 

York. Richard hath best deserv'd of all my sons. — 
But, is your grace dead, my Lord of Somerset? 

Norf. Such hope have JLI the line of John of Gaunt. 

Rich. Thus do I hope to shake King Henry's head. 

War. And so do L — ^Victorious Prince of York, 
Before I see thee seated in that throne 
Which now the house of Lancaster usurps, 
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1 vow by heaven these eyes shall never close. 
This is the palace of the fearful king. 
And this the regal scat : possess it, York ; 
For this is thine, and not Kin"; Henry's heirs*. 

York, Assist me, then, sweet Warwick, and I will ; 
For hither wo have broken in by force. 

Norf. We'll all assist you ; he that flies shall die. 

York. Thanks, gentle Norfolk : — stay by me, my lords;— 
And, soldiers, stay, and lodge by me this night. 

War. And when the king comes, offer him no violence. 
Unless he seek to thrust you out perforce. • 

[The Soldiers rehire. 

York. The queen this day here holds lier parliament, 
But little thinks we shall be of her council : 
By words or blows here let us A^nn our right. 

Bich, Arm'd as we are, let 's stay within this house. 

War. The bloody parliament shall this be called. 
Unless Plantagenet, Duke of York, be king, 
And bashful Henry dei)os'd, whose cowardice 
Hath made us by -words to our enemies. 

York. Then leave me not, my lords; be resolute; 
I mean to take possession of my right. 

War. Neither the king, nor he that loves him best, 
The proudest he that holds up Lancaster, 
Dares stir a wing if Warwick shake his bells. 
I'll plant Plantagenet, root him up who dares : — 
Resolve thee, Richard ; claim the English crown. 

[War. leads York to the throne ^ who seats hhrueff, 

FlourisfL Enter Kino Henry, Clifford, Northumber- 
land, Westmoreland, Exeter, and others, tcUh red 
roses in their hats, 

K. Hen. My lords, look where the sturdy rebel sits. 
Even in the chair of state ! belike he means, — 
Back'd by the power of Warwick, that false peer, — 
To aspire unto the crown, and reign as king. — 
Earl of Northumberland, he slew thy father ; 
And thine. Lord Clifford ; and you both have vow'd revenge 
On him, his sons, his favourites, and his friends. 

North. If I be not, heavens be reveng'd on me ! 

Clif, The hope thereof makes Clifford mourn in steel. 

West, What, shall we suffer this? let 'a pluck him 
down: 
My heart for anger bums ; I cannot brook it. 

K.^ Hen. Be patient, gentle Earl of Westmoreland. 

CUf, Patience is for poltroons, and such as he: 
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He durst not sit there had your father liv'd. 
My gracious lord, here in the parliament 
Let us assail the family of York. 

North. Well hast thou spoken, cousin: be it so. 

'iT. Hen, Ah, know you not the city favours them, 
And they have troops of soldiers at their beck ? 

Exe. But when the duke is slain they'll quickly fly. 

K, Hen, Far be the thought of this from Henry's heart, 
To make a shambles of the parliament house! 
Cousin of Exeter, frowns, words, and threats 
Shall be the war that Henry means to use. 

[They advance to the Duke. 
Thou factious Duke of York, descena my throne, 
And kneel for grace and mercy at my feet ; 
I am thy sovereign. 

York. I am tMne. 

Exe. For shame, come down : he made thee Duke of York. 

York, It was my inheritance, as the earldom was. 

Exe. Thy father was a traitor to the crown. 

War, Exeter, thou art a traitor to the crown 
In following this usurping Henry. 

Clif. Whom should he follow but his natural king? 

War. True, Cliflford ; and that 's Richard Duke of York. 

K. Hen, And shall I stand, and thou sit in mv throne? 

York, It must and shall be so : content thyseHl 

War. Be Duke of Lancaster ; let him be kmg. 

West, He is both king and Duke of Lancaster ; 
And that the Lord of Westmoreland shall maintain. 

War. And Warwick shall disprove it. You forget 
That we are those which chas'd you from the field. 
And slew your fathers, and with colours spread 
March'd through the city to the palace-gates. 

North. Yes, \Varwick, I remember it to my grief; 
And, by his soul, thou and thy house shall rue it. 

West Flantagenet, of thee, and these thy sons, 
Thy kinsmen, and thy friends, I'll have more lives 
Than drops of blood were in my father's veins. 

Clif. Urge it no more : lest that, instead of words, 
I send thee, Warwick, such a messenger 
As shall revenge his death before I stir. 

War, Poor Clifford! how I scorn his worthless threats! 

York. Will you we show our title to the crown? 
If not, our swords shall plead it in the field. 

K, Hen, What title hast thou, traitor, to the crown? 
Thy £Either was, as tiion art, Duke of York ; 
Thy grandfather, Roger Mortimer, Eftrl of Match x- ^ 
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I am the son of Henry the Fifth, 

Who made the Dau])hm and the French to stoop, 

And seiz'd upon their towns and provinces. 

War. Talk not of France, sith thou hast lost it alL 

K. Hen, The lord protector lost it, and not I : 
When I was crown'd I was but nine months old. 

Rich, You are old enough now, and yet, methinks, you 
lose. — 
Father, tear the crown from the usurper^s head. 

Edw. Sweet father, do so ; set it on your head. 

Mont Crood brother [to York], as thou lov*8t and 
honour'st arms. 
Let *s fight it out, and not stand cavilling thus. 

Rich. Sound drums and trumi)ets and the king will fly. 

York. Sons, peace! 

K. Hen. Peace thou ! and give King Henry leave to speak. 

War, Plantagcnct shall 8i)cak first : hear him, lords ; 
And be you silent and attentive too. 
For he tliat interrupts him shall not live. 

K, Hen. Think'st thou that I will leave my kingly 
throne. 
Wherein my grandsire and my father sat? 
No : first shaU war unpeople this my realm ; 
Ay, and their colours, — often borne in Franco, 
And now in England to our heart's great sorrow, — 
Shall be my winding-sheet. — Why faint you, lords? 
My title 's good, and better far than his. 

War. But prove it, Henry, and thou shalt be king. 

K. Hen. Henry the Fourth by conquest got the crown. 

York. *Twas by rebellion against his king. 

K, Hen. I know not what to say ; my tiue 's weak. 

[Aside. 
Tell me, may not a king adopt an heir? 

York. What then? 

K. Hen, An if he may, then am I lawful king; 
For Richard, in the view of many lords, 
Resign'd the crown to Henry the Fourth, 
Whose heir my father was, and I am his. 

York, He rose against him, being his sovereign. 
And made him to resim his crown perforce. 

War, Suppose, my lords, he did it unconstrained. 
Think you 'twere prejudicial to his crown? 

Exe. No ; for he could not so resign his crown 
But that the next heir should succeed and reign. 

K, Hen, Art thou against us, Duke of Exeter? 

Exe. His is the right, and therefore pardon ma 
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York, Why whisper you, my lords, and answer not ? 

Exe, My conscience tells me he is lawful kin^. 

K, Hen. All will revolt from me, and turn to nim. [Aside, 

North. Plants^enet, for all the claim thou lay^st, 
Think not that Henry shall be so depos'd. 

War. Depos'd he shall be, in despite of all. 

North. Tjiou art deceiv'd : 'tis not thy southern power, 
Of Essex, Norfolk, Suffolk, nor of Kent, — 
Which makes thee thus presumptuous and proud, — 
Can set the duke up in despite of me. 

Clif. Kinff Henry, be thy title right or wrong, 
Lord Cliffora vows to fight in thy defence : 
May that ground gape, and swallow me alive, 
Where I shall kneel to him that slew my father ! 

K. Hen. O Clifford, how thy words revive my heart ! 

York, Henry of Lancaster, resign thy crown. — 
What mutter you, or what conspire you, lords? 

War. Do right unto this princely Duke of York ; 
Or I will fill l£e house with armea men, 
And o'er the chair of state, where now he sits. 
Write up his title with usurping blood. 

[He stamps, and the Soldiers show themsehes. 

K. Hen. My Lord of Warwick, hear me but one word : — 
Let me for this my life-time reign as king. 

York. Confirm the crown to me and to mine heira. 
And thou shalt reign in quiet while thou liv'st. 

K. Hen. I am content : Eichard Plantagenet, 
Enjoy the kingdom after my decease. 

Clif. What wrong is this unto the prince your son I 

War. What good is this to England and himself I 

West. Base, fearful, and despairing Henry! 

Clif. How hast thou injur'd both tnyself and ua \ 

West. I cannot stay to hear these articles. 

North. Nor L 

Clif. Come, cousin, let us tell the queen these iicw*- 

West. Farewell, faint-hearted and degenerate "N5^?i» 
In whose cold blood no spark of honour bidea. 

North. Be thou a prey unto the house of Yo^^' 
And die in bands, for tms unmanly deed. \ 

Clif Li dreadful war mayst thou be ovetcoi^^* 
Or live in peace, abandon'd and despis'd. ! nd'^'**^'^* 

[-Kcewn^ NoRTJac. , Oijw ^ ^ r%f^ 

War. Turn this way, Henry, and re^a,i^ S^^^^ -oVSki^ 

jKce. They seek revenge, and therefore -yg^r^Z^^ ^^ 

K. Hea. Ah, Exeterl ^''^'^^t^ _^^^VJ^ 

War. Why should y oxi. ei^ 
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K. Hen. Not for myself, Lord Warwick, but my son, 
Whom I umiaturally shall disinherit. 
But be it as it may : — I here entail 
The crown to thee and to thine heirs for ever; 
Conditionally, that here thou take an oath 
To cease this civil war, and, whilst I live, 
To honour me as thy king and sovereign, 
And neither by treason nor hostility 
To seek to put me down and reign thy8el£ 

York. This oath I willingly take, and will perform. 

[Coming from the throne. 

War. Long live King Henry ! — Plantagenet, embrace him. 

K. Hen. And long live thou, and these thy forward Bona! 

York. Now York and Lancaster are reconcil'd. 

Exe. Accurs'd be he that seeks to make them foes ! 

[Sennet. T/ie Lords come fortoard. 

York. Farewell, my gracious lord ; I'll to my castle. 

War. And I'll keep jjondon with my soldiers. 

J^orf. And I to Norfolk with my followers. 

MonL And I unto the sea, from whence I came. 

[Exeunt York and his Sons, War,, Nokp., 
MoxT., Soldiers, a/ic^ Attendants. 

K. Hen. And I, with grief and sorrow, to the court. 

Exe. Here comes the queen, whose looks bewray her anger : 
I'll steal away. \Oomg, 

K. Hen. Exeter, so will I. \Owng, 

Enter Queen Margaret and the Prince of Wales. 

Q. Mar. Nay, go not from me ; I will follow thee. 

K. Hen. Be patient, gentle queen, and I will stay. 

Q. Mar. Who can be patient in such extremes? 
Ah, wretched man! would I had died a maid, 
And never seen thee, never bom thee son, 
Seeing thou hast prov'd so unnatural a father ! 
Hath he deserv'd to lose his birthright thus? 
Hadst thou but loVd him half so well as I, 
Or felt that pain which I did for him once, 
Or nourish'd him as I did with my blood, — 
Thou wouldst have left thy dearest heart -blood there^ 
Bather than made that savage duke thine heir, 
And disinherited thine only son. 

Prince. Father, you cannot disinherit me : 
If you be king, why should not I succeed? 

K. Hen. Pardon me, Margaret ; — pardon me, sweet son :— 
The Earl of Warwick and the diike enforc'd me. 

Q. Mar. Enforc'd thee! art thou king, and wilt be foro'dt 
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I shame to hear thee speak. Ah, timorous wretch ! 
Thou hast undone thyself, thy son, and me ; 
And given imto the house of York such head 
As thou shalt reien but by their sufferanca 
To entail him and his heirs unto the crown, 
What is it, but to make thy sepulchre, 
And creep into it far before thy time? 
Warwick is chancellor and the lord of Calais ; 
Stem Falconbridge commands the narrow seas ; 
The duke is made protector t)f the realm ; 
And yet shalt thou be safe? such safety finds 
The trembling lamb environed with wolves. 
Had I been there, which am a silly woman, 
The soldiers should have toss'd me on their pikes 
Before I would have granted to that act. 
But thou preferr'st thy life before thine honour : 
And seeing thou dost, I here divorce myself 
Both from thy table, Henry, and thy bed. 
Until that act of parliament be repeal' d. 
Whereby my son is disinherited. 
The northern lords that have forsworn thy colours 
Will follow mine, if once they see them spread ; 
And spread they shall be, — to thy foul disgrace. 
And utter ruin of the house of York. 
Thus do I leave thee. — Come, son, let's away; 
Our army is ready ; come, we'll after them. 

K, Hen. Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear me speak. 

Q. Mar. Thou hast spoke too much already: get thee 
gone. 

K, Hen. Gentle son Edward, thou wUt stdy with me? 

Q. Mar. Ay, to be murder'd by his enemies. 

Prince. When I return with victory from the field 
rU see your grace : till then I'll follow her. 

Q. Mar. (%me, son, away ; we may not linger thus. 

[Exeunt Queen Margabet and the Prince. 

K. Hen. Poor queen! how love to me and to her son 
Hath made her break out into terms of rage! 
Reveng'd may she be on that hateful duke. 
Whose haughty spirit, winged with desire. 
Will cost my crown, and lilie an empty eagle 
Tire on the flesh of me and of my son! 
The loss of those three lords torments my heart ; 
I'll write unto them, and entreat them fair: — 
Come, cousin, you shall be the messenger. 

Exe. And I, I hope, shall reoondle wsax aU. \Exeu$U, . 
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SCENE n.— ^ Room in Sandal Castle, near Wakefield, 

in Yorkshire, 

Enter Edward, Bichard, and Montaoda. 

Rich, Brother, though I be youngest, give me leave. 
Edw. No, I can better play the orator. 
MonL But I have reasons strong and forcible. 

Enter York. 

York. Why, how now, sons and brother! at a strife? 
What is your quarrel? how began it first? 

Edw. No quarrel, but a slight contention. 

York. About what? 

Rich. About that which concerns your grace and 
us,— 
The crown of England, father, which is yours. 

York. Mine, boy? not till King Henry be dead. 

Rich, Your right depends not on his life or death. 

Eidw, Now you are heir, therefore enjoy it now : 
By giving the house of Ltuicaster leave to breathe. 
It will outrun you, father, in the end. 

York, I took an oath that he should quietly reien. 

Edw. But, for a kingdom, any oath may be broken : 
I would break a thousand oaths to reign one year. 

Rich, No ; God forbid vour grace should be forsworn. 

York, I shall be, if I claim by open war. 

Rich. 1*11 prove the contrary, if you'll hear me speak. 

York, Thou canst not, son ; it is impossible. 

Rich, An oath is of no moment, bemg not took 
Before a true and lawful magistrate, 
That hath authority over him that swears : 
Henry had none, but did usurp the place ; 
Then, seeing 'twas he that made you to depose, 
Your oath, my lord, is vain and frivolous. 
Therefore, to arms. And, father, do but think 
How sweet a thing it is to wear a crown; 
Within whose circuit is Elysium, 
And all that poets feign of bliss and joy. 
Why do we Imger thus ? I cannot rest 
Until the white rose that I wear be d^d 
Even in the lukewarm blood of Henry's heart. 

York. Richard, enough; I will be king, or die. — 
Brother, thou shait to London presently. 
And whet on Warwick to this enterprise. — 
Thou, Richard, shalt to the Duke of Norfolk, 
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And tell him privily of our intent, — 
You, Edward, shall unto my Lord Cobham, 
With whom the Kentishmen will willingly rise : 
In them I trust ; for they are soldiers, 
Witty, courteous, liberal, full of spirit. — 
While you are thus employ*d, what resteth more. 
But that I seek occasion how to rise. 
And yet the king not privy to my drift, 
Nor any of the house of Lancaster? 

Enter a Messenger. 

But, stay: what news? Why com'st thou in such post? 

Mesa. The queen with all the northern earls and 
lords 
Intend here to besiege you in your castle : 
She is hard by with twenty thousand men; 
And therefore fortify your hold, my lord. 

York. Ay, with my sword. What! think'st thou that w;e 
fear them ? — 
Edward and Eichard, you shall stay with me; — > 
My brother Montague shall post to London : 
Let noble Warwicl^ Cobham, and the rest. 
Whom we have left protectors of the king, 
With powerful policy strengthen themselves, » 

And trust not simple Henry nor his oaths. 

Mont. Brother, I 20; I'll win them, fear it not: 
And thus most humbly I do take my leave. [Exit 

Enter Sir John and Sib Hugh Mortimeb. 

York. Sir John and Sir Hugh Mortimer, mine uncles ! 
You are come to Sandal in a mippy hour ; 
The army of the queen mean to besiege us. 
Sir John. She shall not need, we'll meet her in the 

field. 
York. What, with five thousand men^ 
Iiic?i. Ay, with five hundred, father, for a need: 
A woman 's general; what should we fear^. 

\^A march afar oj. 

Edw. I hear their drums : let *8 set o^^ ^^^ ^ order, 
And issue forth, and bid them battle Straa^t. ^ 

York. Five men to twenty « —tk^ougb. ^J^© ^^ 
great, 
I doubt not, uncle, of our victorv 
MMiy a battle have I won in Fraiioo 

Whenas the enemy hath been t^l!; ^x^€> ' , \fa»adL 
Why should I not now have the Hk^ l^Ci^e^^ ^"^^ 
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SCENE ILL— Plains near Sandal Cagtk. 

Alarum. Enter Rutland and his Tutor. 

But Ah, whither shall I fly to 'scape their hands? 
Ah, tutor, look where bloody Cliflfbrd comes ! 

Enter Clifford and Soldiers. 

Clif. Chaplain, away ! thy priesthood saves thy life. 
As for the brat of this accursed duke, 
Whose father slew my father, — he shall die. 

Tut. And I, my lord, will bear him company. 

Clif. Soldiers, away with him ! 

Tut. Ah, Clifford, murder not this innocent child, 
, Lest thou be hated both of GUxL and man. 

[Exit, forced off by Soldiers. 

Clif. How now! is he dead already? or is it fear 
That makes him close his eyes? — I'll open them. 

Eut. So looks the pent-up lion o'er the wretch 
That trembles under his devouring paws ; 
And so he walks, insultine o'er bis prey. 
And so he comes, to rend his limbs asunder. — 
Ah, gentle Clifford, kill me with th^ sword. 
And not with such a cruel threat'nmz look ! 
Sweet Clifford, hear me speak before I die! — 
I am too mean a subject lor thy wrath : 
Be thou reveng'd on men, and let me live. 

Clif. In vain thou speak' st, poor boy ; my father's blood 
Hath stopp'd the passage where thy words should enter. 

But. Then let my father's blood open it again : 
He is a man, and, Clifford, cope with him. 

Clif.. Had I thy brethren here, their livesT and thine 
Were not revenge sufficient for me ; 
No, if I digg'd up thy forefathers' graves. 
And hung their rotten coffins up in chains. 
It could not slake mine ire nor ease my heart. 
The sight of any of the house of York 
Is as a fury to torment my soul ; 
And till I root out their accursed line. 
And leave not one alive, I live in hell. 
Therefore, — [Lifting hie hand. 

Rut. 0, let me pray before I take my death ! 
To thee I pray ; sweet Clifford, pity me ! 

Clif. Such pity as my rapier's i)oint affords. 

Rut. I never did thee harm : why wilt thou day me? 

Cl\f. Thy fether hath. 
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RiU. But 'twas ere I was bom. 

Thou hast one son, — for his sake pity me; 
Lest in revenge thereof, — sith God is just, — 
He be as miserably slain as I. 
Ah, let me live in prison all my days ; 
And when I nve occasion of offence 
Then let me die, for now thou hast no cause. 

Clif. No cause! 
Thy father slew my father ; therefore, die. 

[Clifford stabs him. 

Rut Dii facianty laudis summa sit ista tuoef [Dies. 

Clif. Plantagenet! I come, Plantagenet ! 
And this thy son's blood cleaving to my blade 
Shall rust upon my weapon, till thy blood, 
Oongeal'd with this, do make me wipe off both. [Eait. 



SCENE IV. — Another part of the Plains near Sandal Cattle. 

Alarum. Enter York. 

York. The army of the queen hath got the field 
My undes both are slain in rescuing me ; 
And all my followers to the eager foe 
Tom back, and fly, like ships before the wind, 
Or lambs pursu'd by hunger-starved wolves. 
My sons, — God knows what hath bechanced them: 
But this 1 know, — they have demean' d themselves 
like men bom to renown by life or death. 
Three times did Richard make a lane to me ; 
And thrice cried. Courage y father / fght it out! 
And full as oft came Edward to my side. 
With puri^le falchion, painted to the hilt 
In blood of those that nad encountered him: 
And when the hardiest warriors did retire, 
Richard cried. Charge! and give no foot of ground! 
And cried, A crowny or else a glorious tomb! 
A sceptre y or an earthhj sepulchre! 
With tliis we charg'd a^dn : but, out, alas! 
We bodg'd again ; as I nave seen a swan 
With bootless labour swim against the tide, 
And spend her strength with over-matching waves. 

[A short alarum within. 
Ah, hark ! the fatal followers do pursue ; 
And I am faint, and cannot fly their fury : 
And were I strong, I would not shun their fury : 

VOL. IV. M 
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The sands are numbered that make up my life; 
Here must I stay, and here my life must end. 

Unter Queen Makgaret, Clifford, NoRTHUifBEBLAKD, 

and Soldiei*s. 

Come, bloody Clifford, — rough Northumberland, — 
I dare your quenchless fury to more rage : 
I am your butt, and I abide your shot. 

North. Yield to our mercy, proud Plantagenet. 

Clif. Ay, to such mercy as his ruthless arm. 
With downright payment, show'd unto my father. 
Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his car. 
And made an evening at the noontide prick. 

York. My ashes, as the phconix, may bring forth 
A bird that will revenge upon you all : 
And in that hope I throw mine eyes to heaven, 
Scorning whate'er you can afflict me with. 
Why come you not? what! multitudes, and fear? 

Clif. So cowards fight when they can fly no further; 
So doves do peck the falcon's piercing talons ; 
So desperate thieves, all hopeless of their lives. 
Breathe out invectives 'gainst the officers. 

York. O Clifford, but bethink thee once again. 
And in thy thought o'errun my former time ; 
And, if thou canst, for blushing, view this face, 
And bite thy tongue, that slanders him with cowardice 
Whose frown hatn made thee faint and fly ere this! 

Clif. I will not bandy with thee word for wprd, 
But buckle with thee blows, twice two for one. [Draws. 

Q. Mar. Hold, valiant CHflbrd ! for a thousand causes 
I would prolong awhile the traitor's life. — 
Wrath makes him deaf: — speak thou, Northumberland. 

North. Hold, CUffbrd! do not honour him so much 
To prick thy finger, though to wound his heart : 
What valour were it, when a cur doth grin, 
For one to thrust his hand between his teeth. 
When he migjht spurn him with his foot away? 
It is war's prize to take all 'vantages ; 
And ten to one is no impeach of valour. 

[They lay hands on York, who struggles, 

Clif. Ay, ay, so strives the woodcock with the gin. 

North. So doth the cony struggle in the net. 

[York is taken prisoner. 

York. So triumph thieves upon their conquer'd booty ; 
So true men yield, with robbers so o'ermatch'd. 

North. What would your grace have done unto himn9W? 
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Q. Mar. Brave warriors, Clifford and Nortliamberland, 
Come, make him stand uj>on this molehill here, 
That ranght at mountains with outstrctolied arms, 
Yet parted but the shadow with his hand. — 
What, was it you that would be England's king? 
Was't you that revcll'd in our |iarliamcnt, 
And made a preachment of your high descent? 
Where are your mess of sons to back you now? 
The wanton Edward and the lusty George? 
And where 's that valiant crook-back ^)rodigy^, 
Dicky your boy, that with his grumbhng voice 
Was wont to cheer his dad in mutinies? 
Or, with the rest, where is your darling Rutland? 
Look, York : I stain'd this napkin with the blood 
That valiant Clifford, with his rai)icr s ix)int, 
Made issue from the bosom of the boy ; 
And if thine eyes can water for his death, 
I sive thee this to dry thy cheeks withal. 
A£u, poor York ! but that I hate thee deadly, 
I should lament thy miserable state. 
Ipr'ythee, grieve, to make me merry, York. 
What, hatii thy fiery heart so parch'd thine entrails 
That not a tear can fall for Rutland's death? 
Why art thou patient, man ? thou shouldst be mad ; 
Ana I, to make thee mad, do mock thee thus. 
Stamp, rave, and fret, that I may sing and dance. 
Thou wouldst be fee'd, I see, to make me s^wrt j 
York cannot eneak unless he wear a crown. — 
A crown for York ! — and, lords, bow low to him ; — 
Hold you his hands whilst I do set it on. 

[Putting a paper crown on hU head. 
Ay, many, sir, now looks he like a king ! 
Ay, this is he that took King Henry's chair; 
And this is he was his adopted heir. — 
But how is it that great Plantagcnet 
Is crown'd so soon, and broke his solemn oath? 
As I betliink me, you should not be king 
Till our King Henry had shook hands with death. 
And will you pale your head in Henry's glory, 
And rob his temples of the diadem 
Now in his life, against your holy oath? 
0, 'tis a fault too, too unpardonable ! — 
Off with the crown ; and, with the crown, his head ; 
And whilst we breathe take time to do him dead. 



Cl\f, That is my office, for my father's sake. 
Q, Mar. Kay, stay; let's hear ttie orisoiia^ 



^i'^Tcvakfis^ 
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Torh. Sho-wolf of France, but worse than wolves of France, 
Whose tongue more poisons than the adder's tooth I 
How ill-beseeming is it in thy sex 
To triumph, like an Amazonian trull. 
Upon their woes whom fortune captivates ! 
But that thy face is, visard-like, unchanging, 
Made impudent with use of evil deeds, 
I would assay, proud queen, to make thee blush : 
To tell thee whence thou cam'st, of whom deriv'd. 
Were shame enough to shame thee, wert thou not shameless. 
Thy father bears 9ie type of King of Naples, 
Of both the Sicils, and Jerusalem ; 
Tet not so wealthy as an English yeoman. 
Hath that poor monarch taught thee to insult? 
It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud queen ; 
Unless the adage must be verified, — 
That beggars mounted run their horse to death. 
'Tis beauty that doth oft make women proud ; 
But, God he knows, thy share thereof is small : 
'Tis virtue that doth make them most admir'd ; 
The contrary doth make thee wonder*d at : 
'Tis government that makes them seem divine ; 
The want thereof makes thee abominable : 
Thou art as opposite to every good 
As the antipodes are unto us, 
Or as the south to the septentrion. 
tiger's heart wrapp'd in a woman's hide! 
How couldst thou drain the life-blood of the child. 
To bid the fsither wipe his eyes withal. 
And yet be seen to bear a woman's face? 
Women are soft, mild, pitiful, and flexible ; 
Thou stern, obdurate, ninty, rough, remorseless. 
Bidd'st thou me rage? why, now thou hast thy wish : 
Wouldst have me weep? why, now thou hast thy will : 
For raring wind blows up incessant showers. 
And wiien the rage allays, the rain begins. 
These tears are my sweet Rutland's obsequies; 
And every drop cries vengeance for his death 
'Gainst thee, fell CHfford, and thee, false Frenchwoman. 

North. Beshrew me, but his passions move me so 
That hardly can I check my eyes from tears. 

York, That face of his the hungry cannibals 
Would not have touch'd, would not nave stain'd with blood: 
But you are more inhuman, more inexorable, — 
O, t^ times more, — ^than tigers of Hyrcania. 
See, mthless queen, a hapless father's tears ; 
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This cloth thou dipp'dst in blood of my sweet boy. 
And I with tears ao wash the blood away. 
Keep thou the napkin, and go boast of this : 

[He gives hack tfie handkerchief. 
And if thou tell'st the heavy story right, 
Upon my soul, the hearers will shed tears ; 
Tea, even my foes wiU shed fast-falUng tears, 
And say, Alas, it vhis a piteous deed! — 
There, take the crown, and, with the crown, my curse ; 

\Oiving back the paper crown. 
And in thy need such comfort come to thee 
As now I reap at thy too cruel hand ! — 
Hard-hearted Clifford, take me from the world : 
My soul to heaven, my blood upon your heads ! 

North, Had he been slaughter-man to all my kin, 
I should not for my life but weep with him. 
To see how inly sorrow gripes his souL 

Q, Mar. What, weeping-ripe, my Lord Northumoerland? 
Thmk but upon the wrong he did us all. 
And that will quickly dry thy melting tears. 

Clif, Here *s for my oath, here 's for my father's death. 

[Stabbing him, 

Q, Mar, And here 's to right our gentle-hearted king. 

[Stabbing him. 

York, Open thy gate of mercy, gracious God I 
My soul flies through these woun£ to seek out thee. [Dies, 

Q, Mar, Off with his head, and set it ou York gates ; 
So York may overlook the town of York. 

[FUmrisK Exeunt. 



ACT II. 

SCENE I. — A Plain near Mortimer's Cross in 

Herefordshire. 

Drums, Enter Edward and Riciiard, with their Forces, 

marching. 

Edw, I wonder how our princely father 'scap'd. 
Or whether he be *scap'd away or no 
From Clifford's and Northumberland's pursuit : 
Had he been ta'en we should have heard the news ; 
Had he been slain we should have beard the news ; 
Or had he 'scap'd, methinks we should have l\<eax^ 
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The happy tidings of his good escape. — 
How fieures my brother? why is he so sad? 

Hich. I cannot joy, until I be resolv'd 
Where our right vsuiant father is become. 
I saw him in the battle range about ; 
And watch'd him how he singled Cliflford forth. 
Methought he bore him in the thickest troop 
As doth a lion in a herd of neat ; 
Or as a bear, encompassed round with dogs, — 
Who having pinch'd a few, and made them cry, 
The rest stand all aloof and bark at him. 
So far'd our father with his enemies ; 
So fled his enemies my warlike father : 
Methinks 'tis prize enough to be his son. — 
See how the morning ope's her golden gates, 
And takes her farewell of the glorious sun ! 
How well resembles it the prime of youth, 
Trimm'd like a younker prancing to his love ! 

Edw, Dazzle mine eyes, or do I see three suns? 

Rich, Three glorious suns, each one a perfect sun; 
Not separated with the racking clouds, 
But sever'd in a pale clear-shimng sky. 
See, see! they jom, embrace, and seem to kiss. 
As if they vowd some league inviolable: 
Now are they but one lamp, one light, one sun. 
In this the heaven figures some event. 

Edw, *Tis wondrous strange, the like yet never heard of. 
I think it cites us, brother, to the field, — 
That we, the sons of brave Plantagenet, 
Each one already blazing by our meeds, 
Should, notwithstanding, join our lights together. 
And overshine the earth, as this the world. 
Whatever it bodes, henceforward will I bear 
Upon my target three fair shining suns. 

JRkh, Nay, bear three daughters : — by your leave I speak 
it, 
You love the breeder better than the male. 

i^fer a Messenger. 

But what art thou, whose heavy looks foretell 
Some dreadful stoiy hanging on thy tongue? 

Mess. Ah, one that was a woeful looker-on 
Whenas the noble Duke of York was slain, 
Your princely father and my loving lord ! 

Edw, 0, speak no more ! for I have heard too much. 

JRkh, Say now he died, for I wiU hear it alL 
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Meas. Environed be was with many foes ; 
And stood against them as the hojie of Troy 
Against the Greeks that would have enter'd Troy. 
But Hercules himself must yield to odds ; 
And many strokes, though with a little axe, 
Hew down and fell the hardest -timher'd oak. 
By many hands your father was snbdu'd; 
But only slaught^r'd by the ireful arm 
Of unrelenting Clifford, and the queen, — 
Who CTown'd the gracious duke in high despite, — 
Laughed in his face ; and when "snth grief he wept. 
The ruthless queen gave him to dry his cheeks 
A napkin steex)ed in the harmless blood 
Of sweet young Rutland, by rough Clifford slain : 
And after many scorns, many foul taunts, 
They took his head, and on the gates of York 
They set the same ; and there it doth remain, 
The saddest spectacle that o'er T view'd. 

Edw. Sweet Duke of York, our prop to lean upon, — 
Now thou art gone, we have no staff, no stay ! — 
O Clifford, boisterous Clifford, thou hast slain 
The flower of Europe for his chivalry ; 
And treacherously nast thou vanquiah'd him, 
For hand to hand he would have vanquish'd thee ! — 
Now my soul's palace is become a prison : 
Ah, would she break from hence, that this my body 
Might in the ground be closed up in rest ! 
For never henceforth shall I joy ai^aiii, 
Never, never shall I see more joy. 

RiclL I cannot weep ; for all my l)ody's moisture 
Scarce serves to quench my furnace -burning heart : 
Nor can my ton^e unload my heart's great burden ; 
For self-same wind that I should speak withal 
Is kindling coals, that fire all my breast, 
And bum me up with flames, that tears would quench. 
To weep is to make less the depth of grief: 
Tears, then, for babes; blows and revenge for me! — 
Richard, I bear thy name ; I'll venge thy death, 
Or die renowned by attempting it. 

Edw. His name that valiant duke hath left with thee ; 
His dukedom and his chair with me is left. 

Rich, Nay, if thou be that princely eagle's bird, 
Show thy descent by gaziug 'gainst the sun : 
For chair and dukedom, tmrone and kingdom say : 
Either that is thine, or else thou wert iio\i\m. 
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March, Enter Warwick and Montague, with Forces. 

War. How now, fair lords ! What fare ? what news abroad ? 

Rich, Great Lord of Warwick, if we should recount 
Our baleful news, and at each word's deliverance 
Stab poniards in our flesh till all were told. 
The words would add more anguish than the wounds. 

valiant lord, the Duke of York is slain! 

Edw. O Warwick, Warwick ! that Plantagenet 
Which held thee dearly as his soul's redemption 
Is by the stem Lord Cliflbrd done to death. 

'War. Ten days ago I drown'd these news in tears ; 
And now, to add more measure to your woes, 

1 come to tell you things since then befall' n. 
After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought, 
Where your brave father breath*d his latest gasp, 
Tidings, as swiftly as the posts could run, 
Were Drought me of your loss and his depart. 

I, then in London, keeper of the king. 

Muster' d my soldiers, gather'd flocks of friends. 

And very well appointed, as I thought, 

March'd toward Saint Albans to intercept the queen, 

Bearing the king in my behalf along. 

For by my scouts I was advertised 

That she was coming with a full intent 

To dash our late decree in parliament 

Touching King Henry's oath and vour succession. 

Short tale to make, — ^we at St. Albans met. 

Our battles join'd, and both sides fiercely fought : 

But whether 'twas the coldness of the kmg. 

Who look'd full gently on his warlike queen, 

That robb'd my soldiers of their heated spleen ; 

Or whether 'twas report of her success ; 

Or more than common fear of Clifford's rigour, 

Who thunders to his captives. Blood and deatii, 

I cannot judge : but, to conclude with truth, 

Their weapons like to lightning came and went ; 

Our soldiers', — like the night-owl's lazy flight, 

Or like a la2y thrasher with a flail, — 

Fell gently down, as if they struck their friends. 

I cheer'd them up with justice of our cause, 

With promise of nigh pay and great rewards : 

But all in vain ; they nad no heart to fight, 

And we in them no hope to win the day ; 

So that we fled ; the kmg unto the queen ; 

Lord George your brother, Norfolk, and myself 



8GBNB L PART HL OF KING HENRY VL 169 

In haste, post-haste, arc come to join with you ; 
For in the marches here we heard you were 
Making another head to fight a^ain. 

Edw. Where is the Dnke of Sorfolk, gentle Warwick? 
And when came Geor^ from Burgimdy to England? 

War. Some six miles off the dnke is with the sol- 
diers; 
And for your brother, he was lately sent 
From your kind aunt, Duchess of Burgundy, 
With aid of soldiers to this needful war. 

Hick, 'Twas odds, belike, when valiant Warwick fled : 
Oft have I heard his praises in pursuit, 
But ne'er till now his scandal oi retire. 

War. Nor now my scandal, Richard, dost thou hear ; 
For thou shalt know this strong right hand of mine 
Can pluck the diadem from faint Henry's head. 
And wring the awfiil sceptre from his nst, 
Were he as famous and as bold in war 
As he is fam'd for mildness, peace, and prayer. 

JRick, I know it well. Lord Warwick ; blame me not : 
Tib love I bear thy glories makes me speak. 
But in this troublous time what 's to be done? 
Shall we go throw away our coats of steel, 
And wrap our bodies in black mourning-gowns, 
Numbering our Ave-Maries with our bei^? 
Or shall we on the helmets of our foes 
Tell our devotion with revengeful arms? 
If for the last, say Ay, and to it, lords. 

War. Why, therefore Warwick came to seek you out ; 
And therefore comes my brother Montague. 
Attend me, lords. The proud insulting queen. 
With CliflFord and the haught Northumberland, 
And of their feather many more proud birds. 
Have wrought the easy-melting king like wax. 
He swore consent to your succession. 
His oath enrolled in the parliament ; 
And now to London all the crew are gone, 
To frustrate both his oath and what beside 
Majr make against the house of Lancaster. 
Their power, I think, is thirty thousand strong : 
Now if the help of Norfolk and myself, 
With all the friends that thou, brave Earl of March, 
Amongst the loving Welshmen canst procure, 
Will but amount to five-and-twenty thousand, 
Whv, Via/ to London will we march amain; 
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And once again cry, Charge npon our fo^s! 
But never once again tnm back and fly. 

Hich. Ay, now methinks I hear great Warwick speak : 
Ne'er may he live to see a sunshine day 
That cries Retire, if Warwick bid him stay. 

Edw. Lord Warwick, on thy shoulder will I lean ; 
And when thou fail'st, — as God forbid the hour ! — 
Must Edward fall, which peril heaven forefend ! 

War. No longer Earl of March, but Duke of York: 
The next deme is England's royal throne ; 
Eor King of ±3neland snalt thou be proclaimed 
In every borou^ as we pass along ; 
And he that throws not up his cap for joy, 
Shall for the fault make forfeit of nis head. 
King Edward, — valiant Richard, — Montague, — 
Stay we no longer, dreaming of renown. 
But sound the trumpets and about our task. 

Hich. Then, Clifford, were thy heart as hard as steel, — 
As thou hast shown it flinty by thy deeds, — 
I come to pierce it, — or to give thee mine. [for ns ! 

Edw. Then strike up (&ums: — God and Saint George 

Enter a Messenger. 

War. How now! what news? 

Mesa. The Duke of Norfolk sends you word by me. 
The queen is coming with a puissant host ; 
And craves your company for speedy counsel. 

War. Why, then it sorts, brave warriors: let's away. 

. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II.— Before York. 

Flourish. Enter Kino HJENkT, Queen Maroabet, the 
Prince of Wales, Clifford, and NoRTHUMBERLAin), 
with Forces. 

Q. Mar. Welcome, my lord, to this brave town of York. 
Yonder 's the head of that arch-enemy 
That sought to be encompass*d with your crown : 
Doth not the object cheer your heart, my lord? 

K. Hen. Ay, as the rocks cheer them that fear their 
wreck : — 
To see this sight, it irks my very soul. — 
Withhold revenge, dear God ! 'tis not my fault, 
Nor wittingly have I infringed my vow. 

Clif. My gracious liege, this too much lenity 
And hanoDdfiu pity must be laid aside. 
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To whom do lions cast their gentle lookg? 

Not to the beast that would usnq) thcjr den. 

Whose hand is that the forest bear doth lick? 

Not his that spoils her young bcfdre her face. 

Who scapes the lurking serpent's mortal sting? 

Not he that sets his foot upon her back. 

The smallest worm will turn, being tHxldon on. 

And doves will peck in safeguard of tlicir brood. 

Ambitious Tork did level at thy crown, 

Thoa smilins while he knit his angry l)rows : 

He, bnt a duKe, would have his son a king, 

And raise his issue, like a loving sire ; 

Thon, being a king, blcss'd with a goodly son, 

Bidst yield consent to disinherit hiin, 

Which aigu*d thee a most unloWng father. 

TJnreaflonable creatures feed their young ; 

And though man's face be fearful to their eyes, 

Yet, in protection of their tender ones. 

Who hath not seen them,— even with those ^-ings 

Which sometime they have us*d with fearful ilight, — 

Make war with him that climb'd unto their nest, 

Q£EiBTing their own lives in their young's defence? 

For shune, m^ liege, make them your precedent! 

Were it not pity that this goodly boy 

ShoiQd lose his birthright by his father s fault. 

And long hereafter say unto his child. 

What my greai-gramf/ather and yrandaire got 

My careless father fondly gave away? 

An, what a shame were this ! J..ook on the boy ; 

And let his manly face, which promiseth 

Snccessful fortune, steel thy melting heart 

To hold thine own, and leave thine own with him. 

K. Hen. Full well hath ClifTord play'd the orator. 
Inferring arguments of mighty force. 
But, CUnord, tell me, didst thou never hear 
That things ill got had ever bad success? 
And happy always was it for that son 
Whose iatner for his hoarding went to hell? 
m leave my son my virtuous deeds behind ; 
And would my father had left me no more! 
For all the rest is held at such a rate 
As brings a thousand-fold more care to keep 
Than in possession any jot of pleasure. — 
. Ab, cousm York! would thy best fiiends did know 
How it doth grieve me that thy head is here ! 

Q.Mar. A^ lord, cheer up yonrspintB: 0\aiQfts^«sfcTa5gcL.» 
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And tliis soft courage makes your followers faint. 
You promis'd knighthood to our forward son : 
Unsheathe your sword, and dub him presently. — 
Edward, kneel down. 

K, Hen, Edward Plantagenet, arise a knight ; 
And learn this lesson, — draw thy sword in right. 

Prince. My gracious father, by your kingly leave, 
m draw it as apparent to the crown. 
And in that quarrel use it to the death. 

Clif. Why, that is spoken like a toward prince. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Me88. Royal commanders, be in readiness : 
For with a band of thirty thousand men 
Comes Warwick, backing of the Duke of York ; 
And in the towns, as they do march along, 
Proclaims him kias, and many fly to him : 
Darraign your battle, for they are at hand. 

Clif. I would your highness would depart the field : 
The queen hath best success when you are absent. 

Q. Mar. Ay, good my lord, and leave us to our fortune. 

K. Hen. Why, that 's my fortune too ; therefore I'll stay. 

North, Be it with resolution, then, to fight. 

Prince. My royal father, cheer these noble lords, 
And hearten those that fight in your defence : 
Unsheathe your sword, good father; cry. Saint George! 

March, ^w^er Edward, George, Richard, Warwick, 
Norfolk, Montague, and Soldiers. 

Edw. Now, perjur'd Henry ! wilt thou kneel for grace, 
And set thy diadem upon my head ; 
Or bide the mortal fortune of the field? 

Q. Mar. Go, rate thy minions, proud insulting boy ! 
Becomes it thee to be thus bold in terms 
Before thy soverei^ and thy lawful king? 

Edw. 1 am his king, and he should bow his knee ; 
1 was adopted heir by his consent : 
Since when, his oath is broke ; for, as I hear, 
You, that are king, though he do wear the crown, 
Have caus'd him, oy new act of parliament, 
To blot out me and put his own son in. 

Clif. And reason too : 
Who should succeed the father but the son? 

Rich. Are you there, butcher? — O, I cannot speak! 

Clif. Ay, crook-back, here I stand to answer thee, 
Or any he the proudest of thy sort. 
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JHeh, 'Twas von that kill*d young Rutland, was it not? 

dif, Av, and old York, and yet not satisficiL 

Mteh. For God's sake, lords, give signal to the fight. 

War. What say'st thou, Henry, wilt thou yield tho 
crown? 

Q. Mar, Why, how now, long-tongu'd Warwick ! dare 
yoanieak? 
When yon and I met at Saint Albans last. 
Tour legs did better service than your hands. 

War. Then 'twas my turn to iiy, and now 'tis thine. 

C^ Yon said so much before, and yet you fled. 

War. 'Twas not your valour, Cliflford, drove me thence. 

Hforth, No, nor your manhood that durst make you stay. 

Rkk. Northumberland, I hold thee reverently. — 
Break off the parley ; for scarce I can refrain 
The ezeontion of my big-swoln heart 
Upon that Clifford, that cruel child -killer. 

Cttf. I dew thy father, — calFst thou him a child? 

Bkh. Ay, like a dastard and a treacherous coward. 
As thoa didst kill our tender brother Rutland ; 
Bnt ere sunset I'll make thee curse the deed. [s])eak. 

JL Hen, Have done with words, my lords, and hear me 

Q. Mar. Defy them, then, or else hold close thy lips. 

K, Hen. I pr'vthee rive no limits to my tongue : 
I am a king, ana privileg'd to speak. 

Cltf, My lieee, the wound that bred this meeting here 
Cannot be cnr^a by words ; therefore be still. 

Bkh, Then, executioner, unsheathe thy sword : 
Bv-him that made us all, I am resolv'd 
Tnat Clifford's manhood lies upon his tongue. 

Edw, Say, Henry, shall I have my right, or no? 
A thousand men have broke their fasts to-day 
That ne'er shall dine unless thou yield the crown. 

War, If thou deny, their blood upon thy head ; 
For York in justice puts his armour on. 

Prince. If that be right which Warwick says is right, 
There is no wrong, but everything is right. 

Rich, Whoever got thee, there "thy mother stands ; 
For, well I wot, thou hast thy mother's tongue. 

Q. Mar. But thou art neither like thy sire nor dam ; 
Bat like a foul misshapen stigmatic, 
Mark'd by the destinies to be avoided, 
As venom toads, or lizards' dreadful stings. 

Rich, Iron of Naples hid with English gilt, 
Whoee father bears the title of a king, — 
As if a channel should be call'd the sea,— 
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Sham'st thou not, knowing whence thou art eztraught, 

To let thy tongue detect thy base-bom heart? 
Edw. A wisp of straw were worth a thousand cro.wna, 

To make this shameless callet know herself. — 

Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou, 

Although thy husband may be Menelaus ; 

And ne'er was Agamemnon's brother wrong'd 

By that false woman as this king by thee. 

His father revell'd in the heart of France, 

And tam'd the king, and made the dauphin stoop ; 

And had he match^ according to his state, 

He might have ^ept that glory to this day ; 

But when he took a beggar to his bed, 

And grac'd thy poor sire with his bridal-day, 

Even then that sunshine brew'd a shower for him 

That wash'd his father's fortunes forth of France, 

And heap'd sedition on his crown at home. 

For what hath broach'd this tumult but thy pride? 
Hadst thou been meek, our title still had dept ; 

And we, in pity of the gentle king. 
Had slipp'd our claim until another age. 

Oeo. But when we saw our sunshine made thy spring, 
And that thy simmier bred us no increase, 
We set the axe to thy usurping root ; 
And though the edge hath something hit ourselves. 
Yet, know thou, since we have begun to strike, 
We'll never leave till wo have hewn thee down. 
Or bath'd thy growing with our heated bloods. 

Edw, And in this resolution I defy thee ; 
Not willing any longer conference, 
Since thou deniest the gentle king to speak. — 
Sound trumpets ! — let our bloody colours wave I — 
And either victory or else a grave. 
Q. Mar. Stay, Edward. 

Edw. No, wrangling woman, we'll no longer ^bay : 
These words will cost ten thousand lives this day. \Exmnt. 



SCENE in.— ^ Field of Battle betufcen Tawton and 
Sa^xtoiiy in Yorkshire, 

Alarums: excuraioTis. Enter Warwick* 

War. Forspent with toil, as runners with a r^^ce, 
I lay me down a little while to breathe ; 
For strokes receiv'd and many blows repaid 
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Have robb'd my strong-knit sinews of their strength, 
And, spite of spite, n€^ds must I rest awhile. 

Enter Edward, running, 

Bdw, Smile, centle heaven ! or strike, nngentle death ! 
For this world frowns, and Edward's sun is clouded. 

War, How now, my lord ! what hap? what hope of good? 

Enter («£OKG£. 

Oto, Our hap is loss, our hope but sad despair ; 
Omr ranks are broke, and niin follows us : 
What connsel give you, whither shall we fly? 

Bdvk Bootless is flidit, — ^they follow us with wings ; 
And weak we are, ana cannot shun pursuit. 

Enter Richard. 

Rkh. Ah, Warwick, why hast thou withdrawn thyself? 
Thy brother's blood the thirsty earth hath drunk, 
Broach'd with the steely point of Clifford's lance ; 
And in the very pangs of death he cried, 
Jjke to a dismal clangor heard from far, 
Warvoieky revenge! brother^ rtcpnge my death! 
So, nndemeath the belly of their stceils. 
That stain'd their fetlocks in his smoking blood. 
The noble gentleman gave u]> the ghost. 

War. Then let the earth be drunken with our blood : 
111 kill my horse, because I will not fly. 
Whjr stand we like soft-hearted women here. 
Walling our losses, whiles the foe doth rage ; 
And look upon, as if the tragedy 
Were play'd in jest by coimterfeitini; actors ? 
Here on my knee I vow to God above 
m never pause again, never stand still, 
Till either death hath clos'd these eyes of mine 
Or fortune riven me measure of revenge. 

Edw, Warwick, I do bend my kuco with thine ; 
And in this vow do chain my soul to thine ! — 
And ere my knee rise from the earth's cold face 
I throw my hands, mine eyes, my heart to thee, 
Thou setter-up and plucker-down of kin^^s, — 
Beseeching thee, if with thy will it stands 
That to my foes this body must be prey. 
Yet that thy brazen gates of heaven may ope, 
And give sweet passage to my sinful soul ! — 
Now, lords, take leave until we meet again, 
Where'er it be, in heaven or in earth. 
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HicJL Brother, give me thy hand ; — and, gentle Warwick, 
Let me embrace thee in my weary arms : 
I, that did never weep, now melt with woe 
That winter should cut off our spring-time so. 

War. Away, away ! Once more, sweet lords, farewelL 

Geo. Yet let us all together to our troops. 
And give them leave to fly that will not stay; 
And call them pillars that will stand to us ; 
And if we thrive, promise them such rewards 
As victors wear at the Olympian games : 
This may plant courage in their quailing breasts ; 
For yet is nope of life and victory. — 
Forslow no longer, make we hence amain. [JBhceurU. 



SCENE IV.— Another part of the Field. 

Excursions. Enter Richard and Clifford. 

Bich. Now, Clifford, I have singled thee alone : 
Suppose this arm is for the Duke of York, 
And this for Rutland; both bound to revenge, 
Wert thou environ'd with a brazen wall. 

Clif. Now, Richard, I am with thee here alone : 
This is the hand that stabb'd thy father York ; 
And this the hand that slew thy brother Rutland ; 
And here 's the heart that triumphs in their death. 
And cheers these hands that slew thy sire and brother 
To execute the like upon thyself; 
And so, have at thee ! 

[7^hey fight War. enters; ChtF.Jlies. 

Bich. Nay, Warwick, single out some other chase ; 
For I myseUf will hunt this wolf to death. [BxeunL 



SCENE Y.— Another part of the Field. 

Alarum. Enter King Henry. 

K. Hen. This battle fares like to the morning's war. 
When dying clouds contend with growing light. 
What time the shepherd, blowing of his nails, 
Can neither call it perfect day nor night. 
Now sways it this way, like a mighty sea 
Forc'd by the tide to combat with the wind ; 
Now sways it that way, like the self same sea 
Forc'd to retire by fury of the wind : 
Sometime the flood prevails, and then the wind; 
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Now one the better, then another best ; 
Both taming to be victors, breast to breast, 
Tet neither conqueror nor conriucred : 
So is the ec^UBl \wiae of this fell war. 
Here on this molehill will I sit me down. 
To whom Go<l will, there be the victory ! 
For Margaret my queen, and ClifTord too, 
HftTe chid me from the battle ; swearing both 
They prosper best of all when 1 am tlieucc. 
Would I were dead! if God's good will were so ; 
For what is in this world but grief and woe? 
God! methiuks it were a hai)py life 
To be no better than a homely swain ; 
To ait npon a hill, as I do now, 
To carve out dials quaintly, point by point. 
Thereby to see the minutes how they run, — 
How many make the hour full complete ; 
How many hours brine about the day ; 
How many days will hnish up the year ; 
How many years a mortal man may live. 
When this is known, then to divide the times, — 
So many hours must I tend my flock ; 
So many hours must I take my rest ; 
So many hours must I contemplate ; 
So many hours must I sport myself; 
So many days my ewes nave been with young ; 
So many weeks ere the poor fools will yean ; 
So many years ere I shall shear the fleece : 
So minutes, hours, days, months, and years, 
Pase'd over to the end they were created, 
Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave. 
Ah, what a life were this! how sweet! how lovely! 
Gtives not the hawthorn bush a sweeter shade 
To ehepherds, looking on their silly sheep. 
Than cloth a rich embroidered canopy 
To kings that fear their subjects' treachery? 
O, yes, it doth ; a thousand-fold it doth. 
Aiid to conclude, — the shepherd's homely curds. 
His cold thin drmk out of his leather bottle. 
His wonted sleep under a fresh tree's shade. 
All which secure and sweetly he enjoys, 
Is fax beyond a prince's delicates, 
His viands sparkling in a golden cup. 
His body couched in a cunous bed, 
When care, mistrust, and treason wait on him. 
VOIfc IV. N 
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Alarum. Enter a Son that has hilled hia FatJier, 
bringing in the dead body. 

Son. Ill blows the wind that profits nobody. 
This man, whom hand to hand I slew in fight, 
May be possessed with some store of crowns ; 
And I, tnat haply take them from him now, 
May yet ere nisht yield both my life and them 
To some man e&e, as this dead man doth me. — 
Who 's this? — O God ! it is my father's face, 
Whom in this conflict I unwares have kill'd. 
heavy times, becetting such events ! 
From London by the king was I press'd forth : 
My father, being the Earl of Warwick's man. 
Came on the part of York, press'd by his master ; 
And I, who at his hands receiv'd my life, 
Have by my hands of life bereaved him. — 
Pardon me, God, I knew not what I did! — 
And pardon, father, for I knew not thee! — 
My tears shall wipe away these bloody marks ; 
And no more words till they have flow'd their fill, 

K. Hen. O piteous spectacle! bloody times! 
Whilst lions war, and battle for their dens, 
Poor harmless lambs abide their enmity. — 
Weep, wretched man, I'll aid thee tear for tear; 
And let our hearts and eyes, like civil war. 
Be blind with tears, and break o'ercharg'd with grieL 

Enter a Father that has hilled hia Son^ toith the body 

in hia arma. 

Fath. Thou that so stoutly hast resisted me, 
Give me thy gold, if thou hast any gold ; 
For I have bought it with an hundred blows. — 
But let me see : is this our foeman's face? 
Ah, no, no, no, it is mine only son ! 
Ah, boy, if any life be left in thee. 
Throw up thine eye ! see, see what showers arise, 
Blown with the windy tempest of my heart. 
Upon thy wounds, that kill mine eye and heart I— 
O pity, God, this miserable age! — 
What stratagems, how fell, how butcherly, 
Erroneous, mutinous, and unnatural. 
This deadly quarrel daily doth beget \ — 
boy, thy father gave thee life too soon. 
And hath bereft thee of thy life too late! 

K. Hen. Woe above woe! grief more than common giief! 
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O that m^ death would stay these mthfol deeds !— 

O pity, pity, gentle heaven, pity ! — 

The red rose and the white are on his face, 

The fatal colours of our striving houses : 

The one his j)ur})le blood right well resembles; 

The other his pale cheeks, methinks, presenteth : 

Wither one rose, and let the other flourish ; 

If yon contend, a thousand lives must wither. 

Son, How will my mother for a father*s death 
Take on with mo, and ne'er be satisfied! 

FatK, How wiU my wife for slaughter of my son 
Shed seas of tears, and ne'er be satisfied! 

K. Hen, How will the country for these woeful chances 
Misthink the king, and not be satisfied! 

Son, Was ever son so rued a father's death? 

Filth, Was ever father so bemoan'd his son? 

K, Htn, Was ever king so griev'd for subjects' woe? 
Mvch is your sorrow ; mme ten times so much. 

Son, rll bear thee hence, where I may weep my fill. 

[Exit wUh the body, 

Faih, These arms of mine shall be thy winding-sheet ; 
My heart, sweet boy, shall be thy sepulchre, — 
For from my heart thine image ne'er shall go; 
My sighing breast shall be thy funeral bell ; 
And so obsequious will thy father be. 
E'en for the loss of thee, having no more. 
As Priam was for all his valiant sons. 
m bear thee hence ; and let them fight that will. 
For I have murder'd where I should not kill. 

[EtM vjvth the body, 

K, Hen, Sad-hearted men, much overgone with care. 
Here sits a king more woeful than you are. 

AlaruTna: excursions. Enter Queen Makoabet, 
Pkince of Wales, and Exeter. 

Prince. Fly, father, fly! for all vour friends are fled. 
And Warwick rages like a chafed bull :^ 
Away! for death doth hold us in pursuit. 

Q, Mar. Mount you, my lord; towards Berwick post 
amain: 
Edward and Richard, like a brace of greyhounds 
Having Hie fearful flying hare in sight. 
With fiOTy eyes sparkliM for very wrath. 
And bloody steel grasp'd in their ireful hands. 
Are at our backs ; ana therefore hence amain. 

Bxe. Away! for vengeance comes along with them : 
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Nay, stay not to expostulate, — make speed ; 
Or else come after : I'll away before. 

K, Hen, Nay, take me with thee, good sweet Exeter : 
Not that I fear to stay, but love to go 
Whither the queen intends. Forw^xl; awayl [ExeanL 



SCENE Yl.— Another paH of the Field, 

A loud Alarum. Enter Clifford, wounded. 

Clif. Here bums my candle out, — ay, here it dies. 
Which, whiles it lasted, gave King Henry light. 
Lancaster, I fear thy overthrow 
More than my body's parting with my soul! 
My love and fear glu'd many friends to thee ; 
And, now I fall, thy tough commixtures melt. 
Impairing Henry, strengthening misproud York, 
The common people swarm like summer flies ; 
And whither fly the gnats but to the sun? 
And who shines now out Henry's enemies? 

Phoebus, hadst thou never given consent 
That Phaeton should check thy fiery steerls. 
Thy burning car never had scorch'd the earth ! 
And, Heniy, hadst thou sway'd as kings should do. 
Or as thy uither and his father did, 

Giving no ground unto the house of York, 
They never then had sprung like summer flies ; 

1 and ten thousand in this luckless realm 
Had left no mourning widows for our death ; 
And thou this day hadst kept thy chair in peace. 
For what doth cherish weeds but gentle air? 

And what makes robbers bold but too much lenity? 

Bootless are plaints, and cureless are my wounds ; 

No way to fly, nor strength to hold out flight: 

The foe is merciless, and will not pity; 

For at their hands I have deserv'd no pity. 

The air hath got into my deadly wounds, 

And much emise of blood doth make me faint. 

Come, York and Richard, Warwick and the rest; 

I stabb'd your fathers' bosoms, — split my breast. [Hefaiiiia* 

Alarum and retreat. Enter Edward, Georqe, Biohabd^ 
MoNTAGUB, Warwick, and Soldiers. 

Edw. Now breathe we, lords : ^ood fortune bids ui pnuw^ 
And smooth the frowns of war with peacefiil looki. — 
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Some tTOO][)s pursue the bloody-minded queen, 
That led calm Henry, though he were a king, 
As doth a sail, fill'd with a fretting gust, 
Command an argosy to stem the waves. 
But think you, fords, that Clifford fled with them? 

War. No, 'tis impossible he should escape ; 
For, though before his face I speak the words, 
Your brotner Ilichard mark'd nini for the grave : 
And, whereso'er he is, he s surely dead. 

[Clifford fjroans, and di^ 

Edw, Whose soul is that which takes her heavy leave? 

Rich, A deadly ^an, like life and death's departing. 

Edw. See who it is ; and, now the battle 's ended. 
If friend or foe, let liim be gently us'd. 

Rich. Revoke that doom of mercy, for 'tis Clifford ; 
"Who not contented that he lopp'd the branch 
In hewing Rutland when his leaves put forth. 
Bat set his murdering knife unto the root 
From whence that tender Bi>ray did sweetly spring, — 
I mean our princely father, Duke of York. 

War. From off the gates of York fetch down the head. 
Tour father's head, which Clifford placed there ; 
Tngtead whereof let this supply the room: 
Measure for measure must ue answered. 

Edw. Bring forth that fatal screech-owl to our house, 
That nothing sung but death to us and ours : 
Now death i^all stop his dismal threatening sound. 
And his iU-boding tongue no more shall speak. 

[Soldiers bring the body forward. 

War. I think his understanding is bereft. — 
ftieak, Clifford, dost thou know who speaks to thee? — 
Dark cloudy death o'ershades his beams of life. 
And he nor sees nor hears us what we say. 

Rich. 0, would he did! and so, perhaps, he doth: 
*Tli but his policy to counterfeit, 
Because he would avoid such bitter taunts 
Which in the time of death he gave our father. 

Cfeo. If so thou think'st, vex nim with eager words. 

Rich. Clifford, ask mercy and obtain no grace. 

Edw. Clifford, repent in bootless penitence. 

War. Clifford, devise excuses for thy faults. 

Oto. While we devise fell tortures for thy fftults. 

Rich. Thou didst love York, and I am son to York. 

Edw. Thou pitiedst Rutland, 1 will pity thee. 

Geo. Where's Captain Ma^ret^ to ranee yon now? 

War. They mock thee, Clifford : swear as thon 
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Bic?^ What, not an oath? nay, then the world goes hard 
When Clifford cannot spare his friends an oath. — 
I know by that he's dead ; and, by my soul. 
If this right hand would buy two hours' life, 
That I in all despite might rail at him. 
This hand should chop it off, and with the issuing blood 
Stifle the villain whose unataunched thirst 
York and young Rutland could not satisfy. 

War. Ay, but he's dead: off with the traitor^s head. 
And rear it in the place your father's stands. — 
And now to London with triumphant march, 
There to be crowned England's royal king. 
From whence shall Warwick cut the sea to France, 
And ask the Lady Bona for thy queen : 
So shalt thou sinew both these lands together ; 
And, having France thy friend, thou shalt not dread 
The scatter^ foe that hopes to rise again ; 
For though they cannot greatly stinff to hurt, 
Yet look to have them buzz to offend thine ears. 
First will I see the coronation ; 
And then to Brittany I'll cross the sea, 
To effect this marriage, so it please my lord. 

Edw. Even as thou wilt, sweet Warwick, let it be; 
For in thy shoulder do I build my seat. 
And never will I undertake the thing 
Wherein thy counsel and consent is wanting. — 
Richard, I will create thee Duke of Gloster; — 
And George, of Clarence ; — ^Warwick, as oursel^ 
ShaU do and undo as him pleaseth best. 

Hich. Let me be Duke of Clarence, George of Gloster; 
For Gloster's dukedom is too ominous. 

War. Tut, that's a foolish observation: 
Richard, be Duke of Gloster. Now to London, 
To see these honours in possession. [BxeunL 



ACT III. 

SCENE I.— -4 CJiase in the JSTorth qf England, 

Enter two Keepers, with cross-bows in thek" hands* 

1 Keep. Under this thick-grown brake we'll shroud onr- 
For through this laund anon the deer wiU come; [aelyes; 
And in this covert will we make our stand, 
Culling the principal of all the deer. 
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2 Keep. I'll stay above tho hill, so both may shoot. 

1 Keep. That cannot be ; the noise of thy crosa-bow 
Will scare the herd, and so my shot is lost. 

Here stand we both, and aim we at the best : 
And, for the time shall not seem tedious, 
1*11 tiell thee what befell me on a day 
In this self-place where now we mean to stand. 

2 Keep. Here comes a man, let's stay till he be past. 

Enter Kino Henby, disguised^ with a prayer-hook. 

K, Hen. From Scotland am I stol'n, even of pure love. 
To greet mine own land with my wishful sight. 
No, Harry, Harry, 'tis no land of thine ; 
Thy place is fill'd, thy sceptre wrung from thee, 
Thy Dahn wash'd off where>vith thou wast anointed : 
No bending knee will call thee Caesar now, 
No humble suitors press to speak for right, 
No, not a man comes for redress of thee ; 
For how can I help them, and not myself? 

1 Keep. Ay, here's a deer whose skin 's a keeper's fee : 
This is the quondam king; let's seize upon him. 

K, Hen. Let me embrace these sour adversities : 
For wise men say it is the ^idsest course. 

2 Ke^. Why linger we? let us lay hands upon him. 
1 Keep. Forbear awhile ; we'll hear a little more. 

K. Hen. My queen and son are ^one to France for aid; 
And, as I hear, the great commanmng Warwick 
Is thither gone, to crave the French king's sister 
To wife for Edward : if this news be true, 
Poor queen and son, your labour is but lost ; 
For Warwidk is a subtle orator, 
And Louis a prince soon won with moving words. 
By this account, then, Margaret may win him; 
For she's a woman to be pitied much : 
Her sighs will make a battery in his breast ; 
Her t^s will pierce into a marble heart ; 
The tiger will be mild while she doth mourn ; 
And Nero will be tainted with remorse, 
To hear and see her plaints, her brinish tears. 
Ay, but she's come to be^; Warwick, to give: 
She^ on his left side, cravmg aid for Henry ; 
He, on his right, asking a wife for Edward. 
She weeps, and says her Henry is depos'd ; 
He smiles, and says his Edward is install'd; 
That she, x>oor wretch, for grief can speak no more; 
WhUes Warwick tella his title, Bmooths the wion^ 
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Inferreth arcumeiits of mighty strength. 

And in conclusion wins the king from her, 

With promise of his sister, and what else. 

To strengthen and support King Edward's place. 

Margaret, thus 'twill be ; and thou, poor soul, 

Art then forsaken, as thou went'st forlorn ! [queens? 

2 Keep. Say, what art thou, that talk'st of kings and 

K. Hen. More than I seem, and less than I was bom to : 
A man at least, for less I should not be ; 
And men may talk of kings, and why not I ? 

2 Keep. Ay, but thou talk'st as if thou wert a king. 

K. Hen. Why, so I am — in mind; and that's enough. 

2 Keep. But, if thou be a king, where is thy crown ? 

K. Hen. My crown is in my heart, not on my head ; 
Not deck'd with diamonds and Indian stones, 
Nor to be seen : my crown is call'd content, — 
A crown it is that seldom kin^^s enjoy. 

2 Keep. Well, if you be a ting crown'd with content, 
Your crown content and you must be contented 
To go along with us ; for, as we think. 
You are the king King Edward hath depos'd ; 
And we his subjects, sworn in all allegiance, 
Will apprehend you as his enemy. 

K. Hen. But did you never swear, and break an oath? 

2 Keep. No. never such an oath ; nor will not now. 

K. Hen. Where did you dwell when I was King of Eng- 
land? 

2 Keep. Here in this country, where we now remaixL 

K. Hen. I was anointed king at nine months old; 
My father and my grandfather were kings ; 
And you were sworn trae subjects unto me i 
And tell me, then, have you not broke your oaths? 

1 Keep. No; 
For we were subjects but while you were king. 

K. Hen. Why, am I dead? do I not breafche a man 
Ah, simple men, you know not what you swear! 
Look, as I blow this feather from my face, 
And as the air blows it to me again. 
Obeying with my wind when I do blow, 
And yielding to another when it blows. 
Commanded always by the greater gust ; 
Such is the lightness of you common men. 
But do not break your oaths ; for of that sin 
My mild entreaty shall not make you guilty. 
Go where you will, the king shall be commanded; 
And be you kings; command, and I'll obey. 
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1 Keep, We are true subjects to the king, King EdwarcL 

K. Hen, So would you be again to Henry, 
If he were seated as King Edward is. 

1 Keep, We charge you, in God's name and in the king's. 
To so with ns unto the oiticers. 

A. Hen, In God's name, lead ; your king's name be obey'd: 
And what God will, that let your king perform ; 
And what he will, I humbly yield unte. [Exeunt. 



SCENE II.— London. A Boom in the Palace, 

Enter King Edward, Gloster, Clarence, and 

Lady Grey. 

K, Edw. Brother of Gloster, at Saint Albans' field 
This lady's husband, Sir John Grey, was slain, 
Hia landis then seiz'd on by the conqueror : 
Her suit is now to reix)ssess those lands ; 
Which we in justice cannot wcU deny, 
Because in quarrel of the house of York 
The worthy gentleman did lose his life. 

Olo. Your nighness shall do well to grant her suit; 
It were dishonour to deny it her. 

K. Edw. It were no less ; but yet I'll make a pause. 

Olo. Yea, is it so ? 
I see the lad^ hath a thing to mrant. 
Before the king will grant her numble suit. 

[Aside to Clarence. 

Clar, He knows the game : how true he keeps the wind! 

[Afiide to Gloster. 

Oh, Silence! [^ait^ ^o Clarence. 

K. Edw. Widow, we will consider of your suit ; 
And come some other time to know our mind. 

L. Orey. Right gracious lord, I cannot brook delay : 
May it please your highness to resolve me now; 
And what your pleasure is shall satisfy mc. 

Olo, Ay, widow ? then I warrant you all your lands. 
An if what pleases him shall pleasure you. 
Hght closer, or, good faith, you'll catch a blow. [Aside, 

Ular, I fear her not, unless she chance to falL 

[Aside to Gloster. 

Olo, God forbid that ! for hell take vantages. 

[Aside to Clarence. 

K. Edw. How many children hast thou, widow ? tell me. 

Clar, 1 think he means to beg a child of her. 

[Aade to Globxxb. 
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Olo, Nay, whip me, then ; he'll rather give her two. 

[Aside to Clarence. 

L. Orey. Three, my most jpracious lord. 

Oh. You shall have four if you'll be ruled by him. 

[A aide. 

K. Edw. 'Twere pity they should lose their father's lands. 

L. Orey. Be pitiml, dread lord, and grant it, then. 

K. Edw. Lords, give us leave : I'll try this widow's wit. 

Olo. Ay, good leave have you ; for you will have leave, 
Till youth take leave, and leave you to the crutch. 

[Aside f and retires with Clarence. 

K. Edw. Now tell me, madam, do you love your children? 

L. Orey. Ay, full as dearly as I love myself. 

K. Edw. And would you not do much to do them good ? 

L. Orey. To do them good I would sustain some harm. 

K. Edw. Then get your husband's lands, to do them good. 

L. Orey. Therefore I came unto your majesty. 

K. Edw. I'll tell you how these lands are to be got^ 

L. Orey. So shall you bind me to your highness' service. 

K. Edw. What service wilt thou do me if I give them ? 

L. Orey. What you command, that rests in me to do. 

K. Edw. But you will take exceptions to my boon. 

L. Orey. No, gracious lord, except I cannot do it. 

K. Edw. Ay, but thou canst do what I mean to ask. 

L. Orey. Why, then, I will do what your grace com- 
mands. 

Olo, He plies her hard; and much rain wears the marble. 

[Aside to Clarence. 

Clar, As red as fire ! nay, then her wax must melt. 

[Aside to Gloster. 

L. Orey, Why stops my lord ? shall I not hear my task ? 

K. Edw. An easy task ; 'tis but to love a king. 

L. Orey. That 's soon perform'd, because I am a subject. 

K. Edw. Why, then, thy husband's lands I freely give 
thee. 

L. Orey. I take my leave with many thousand thanks. 

Olo. The match is made ; she seals it with a curtsy. 

[Aside. 

K. Edw. But stay thee, — ^'tis the fruits of love I mean. 

L. Orey. The fruits of love I mean, my loving liege. 

K. Edw. Ay, but, I fear me, in another sense. 
What love, think' st thou, I sue so much to get ? 

L. Orey. My love till death, my humble thanks, my 
prayers ; 
Tliat love wmch virtue begs and virtue grants. 

K, Edw. No, by my troth, I did not mean such love. 
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L, Orey, Why, then, you mean not as I thought you did. 

K, Edw. But now you partly may perceive my mind. 

L, Orey, My mind will never grant what I ]i)erceive 
Your highness aims at, if I aim aright. 

K. Eaw» To tell thee plain, I aim to lie with thee. 

L. Orey. To tell you plain, I had rather lie in prison. 

K, Edw, Why, then, thou shalt not have thy husband's 
lands. 

L, Orey, Why, then, mine honesty shall be my dower ; 
For by that loss I will not purchase them. 

K. Edw, Therein thou wrong' st thy children mightily, 

L. Orey, Herein your highness wrongs both them and me. 
But, mighty lord, this merry inclination 
Accords not with the sadness of my suit : 
Please you dismiss me, cither with ay or no. 

K, Edw, Ay, if thou wilt say ay to my request ; 
No, if thou dost say no to my demand. 

L, Orey. Then, no, my lord. My suit is at an end. 

Qlo, The widow likes him not, she knits her brows. 

[Aside to Clarence. 

Clar, He is the bluntest wooer in Christendom. 

[Aside ^oGloster. 

JT. Edw. Her looks do argue her replete with modesty ; 
Her words do show her wit incomparable ; 
All her perfections challenge sovereignty : 
One way or other, she is for a king ; 

And she shall be my love, or else my queen. — [Aside, 

Say that King Edward take thee for his queen ? 

L, Orey. 'I'ls better said than done, my gracious lord : 
I am a subject fit to jest withal, 
But far unfit to be a sovereign. 

K. Edw. Sweet widow, by ray state I swear to thee, 
I speak no more than what my soul intends ; 
And that is to enjoy thee for my love. 

L. Orey, And that is more than 1 will yield imto : 
I know I am too mean to be your qneen. 
And yet too good to be your concubine. 

K. Edw, You cavil, widow : I did mean my queen. 

L, Orey. 'Twill grieve your grace my sons should call you 
father. 

K, Edw, No more than when my daughters call thee 
Thou art a widow, and thou hast some children ; [mother. 
And, by God's mother, I, being but a bachelor. 
Have other some : why, 'tis a happy thing 
To be the father unto many sons. 
Answer no more, for thou shalt be my qneen. 
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Olo, The ghostly father now hath done his shrift. 

[Attide to Clarence. 
Clar. When he was made a shriver, 'twas for shift. 

[Aside to Glosteh. 
K. Edw. Brothera, yon muse what chat we two have had. 
Olo, The widow likes it not, for she looks very sad. 
K. Edw, You'd think it strange if I should marry her. 
Clar. To whom, my lord. 

K. Edw. Why, Clarence, to mysel£ 

Glo. That would be ten days' wonder at the least. 
Clar. That 's a day longer than a wonder lasts. 
Olo, By BO much is the wonder in extremes. 
K, Edw. Well, jest on, brothers : I can tell you both 
Her suit is granted for her husband's lands. 

Enter a Nobleman. 

Nob. My gracious lord, Henry your foe is taken, 
And brought your prisoner to your palace gate. 

K. Edw. See that he be convey'd unto the Tower : — 
And go we, brothers, to the man that took him, 
To question of his apprehension. — 
Widow, go you alons::— lords, use her honourably. 

[Exeunt K. Edw., L. Grey, Clar., and Nobleman. 

Olo. Ay, Edward will use women honourably.— 
Would he were wasted, marrow, bones, and all. 
That from his loins no hopful branch mav spring, 
To cross me from the golden time I look ror ! 
And yet, between my soul's desire and me, — 
The lustful Edward's title buried, — 
Is Clarence, Henry, and his son young Edward, 
And all the unlook'd-for issue oi their bodies, 
To take their rooms, ere I can place myself: 
A cold premeditation for my purpose ! 
Why, then, I do but dream on sovereignty; 
lake one that stands upon a promontory. 
And spies a far-off shore where he would tread, 
Wishing his foot were equal with his eye ; 
And chides the sea that sunders him from thence, 
Saying he'll lade it dry to have his way : 
So do I wish the crown, being so far off; 
And so I chide the means that keep me from it ; 
And so I say I'll cut the causes off. 
Flattering me with impossibilities. — 
My eye 's too quick, my heart o'erweens too mnch. 
Unless my hand and strength could equal them. 
Well, say there is no kingdom, then, for Richard; 
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Wliat other pleasure can the world aiford ? 

m make my heaven in a lady's lap, 

And deck my body in gay ornaments. 

And witch sweet ladies with my words and looks. 

O miserable thought ! and more unlikely 

Than to accomplish twenty golden crowns ! 

Why, love forswore me in my mother's womb : 

Ann, for I should not deal in her soft laws, 

She did corrupt frail nature with some bribe, 

To shrink mine arm up like a witherM shrub ; 

To make an envious mountain on my back. 

Where sits deformity to mock my body ; 

To shape my legs of an unequal size ; 

To disproportion me in every i)art, 

like to a chaos, or an unlick'd bear-whelp 

That carries no impression like the dam. 

And am I, then, a man to be belov'd ? 

monstrous fault, to harbour such a thought ! 
Then, since this earth affords no joy to me 
Bnt to command, to check, to overbear such 
As are of better |)er8on than myself, 

m make my heaven to dream upon the crown. 

And whiles I live to account this world but hell. 

Until my misshaped trunk that bears this head 

Be round empaled with a glorious crown. 

And yet I know not how to get the crown. 

For many lives stand between me and home : 

And I, — like one lost in a thorny wood, 

That rents the thorns, and is rent with the thorns, 

Seeking a way, and straying from the way ; 

Not knowing how to find the open air, 

But toiling desperately to find it out, — 

Torment myself to catch the English crown : 

And from that torment I will free myself. 

Or hew my way out with a bloody axe. 

Why, I can snule, and murder whiles I smile ; 

And cry content to that which ^eves my heart ; 

And wet my cheeks with artificial teai*s. 

And frame my face to all occasions. 

m drown more sailors than the mermaid shall ; 

m slay more gazers than the basilisk; 

m play the orator as well as Nestor ; 

Deceive more slily than Ulysses could; 

And, like a Sinon, take another Troy : 

1 can add colours to the cameleon ; 
Change shapes with Proteus for advantageA; 
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And set the murderous Machiavel to schooL 

Can I do this, and cannot get a crown ? 

Tut, were it fiirther oJBf, 1*11 pluck it down I [SxiL 



SCENE in.— France. A Boom in the Palace. 

Flourish, Enter Louis, the French King, and Lady Bona, 
attended; the Kino takes his state. Then enter Queen 
Margaret, Prince Edward her Son, and the Earl of 
Oxford. 

K, Lou. Fair Queen of England, worthy Margaret, 

[Rising, 
Sit down with us : it ill befits thy state 
And birth, that thou shouldst stand while Louis doth sit. 

Q. Mar, No, mighty King of France : now Margaret 
Must strike her sau, and learn awhile to serve 
Where kings command. I was, I must confess, 
Great Albion's queen in former golden days : 
But now mischance hath trod my title down. 
And with dishonour laid me on the ground; 
Where I must take like seat unto my fortune, 
And to my humble seat conform myself. 

K, Lou. Why, say, fur queen, whence springs this deep 
despair? 

Q, Mar. "k rom such a cause as fills mine eves with tears, 
And stops my tongue, while heart is drown'd in cares. 

K. Lou. Whate er it be, be thou still like thyself 
And sit thee by our side : yield not thy neck 

[SecUs her by ?ikn. 
To fortune's yoke, but let thy dauntless mind 
Still ride in triumph over all mischance. 
Be plain, Queen Margaret, and tell thy grief; 
It shall be eas^d, if France can yield relief. 

Q, Mar. Those gracious words revive my droopiiig 
thoughts, 
And give my tongue-tied sorrows leave to speak. , 
Now, thererore, be it known to noble Louis 
That Henry, sole possessor of my love. 
Is, of a king, become a banish'd man, 
And forc'd to live in Scotland a forlorn ; 
While proud ambitious Edward Duke of York 
Usurps the regal title and the seat 
Of England's true-anointed lawful king. 
This is the cause that I, poor Mar^ret, — 
With this my son, Prince Edward, Henry's heir, — 



8CEKE m. PART IIL OF KING HENEY VL 191 

Am come to crave thy just and lawftil aid; 
And if thou £Ekil us, ail our hope is done : 
Scotland hath will to help, but cannot help; 
Our people and our peers are both misled. 
Our treasure seized, our soldiers put to flight, 
And, as thou sec'st, ourselves in heavy pnght. 

K, Lou. Kenowned queen, with patience calm the storm, 
While we bethink a means to break it off. 

Q, Mar, The more we stay the stronger grows our foe. 

K, Lou. The more I stay the more 1 11 succour thee. 

Q. Mar. O, but impatience waiteth on true sorrow : — 
And see where comes the breeder of my sorrow ! 

Enter Warwick, attended, 

K, Lou. What's he approacheth boldly to our presence? 

Q, Mar, Our Earl of Warwick, Edward's greatest friend. 

K. Lou. Welcome, brave Warwick ! What brings thee 
to France? 

[Descending from hia staie, Q. Mar. ri&cs. 

Q. Mar. Ay, now begins a second storm to rise; 
For this is he that moves both wind and tide. 

War. From worthy Edward, King of Albion, 
My lord and sovereign, and thy vowed friend, 
I come, in kindness and unfeigned love, — 
First, to do greetings to thy royal person ; 
And then to crave a lea^e of amity ; 
And lastly, to confirm that amity 
With nuptial knot, if thou vouchsafe to grant 
That virtuous Lady Bona, thy fair sister, 
To England's king in lawful marriage. 

Q, Mar. If that go forward, Henry's hope is done. 

War. And, gracious madam \to Bona], in our king's 
behalf 
I am"^ commanded, with your leave and favour. 
Humbly to kiss your hand, and with my tongue 
To tell the passion of my sovereign's heart ; 
Where fame, late entering at his needful ears. 
Hath plac'd thy beauty's image and thy virtue. 

Q. Mar. King Louis, — and Lady Bona, — hear me speak, 
Before you answer Warwick. His demand 
Springs not from Edward's well-meant honest love, 
Bat m>m deceit bred by necessity ; 
For how can tyrants safely govern home 
Unless abroad they purchase great alliance? 
To prove him tyrant, this reason may suffice,— 
That Henry liveth still ; but were he dead. 
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Yet here Prince Edward stands, King Henry's son. 

Look therefore, Louis, that by this league and marriage 

Thou draw not on thy danger and dishonour; 

For though usurjiers swav the rule awhile, 

Yet heavens are just, and time suppresseth wrongs. 

War. Injurious Margaret ! 

Prince, And why not queen? 

War. Because thy father Henry did usurp ; 
And thou no more art prince than she is queen. 

Oxf. Then Warwick disannuls great John of Gaunt, 
Which did subdue the greatest part of Spain ; 
And, after John of Gaunt, Henry the Fourth, 
Whose wisdom was a mirror to the wisest ; 
And, after that wise prince, Henry the Fifth, 
Who by his prowess conquered all France : 
From these our Henry lineally descends. 

War. Oxford, how haps it, in this smooth discourse. 
You told not how Heniy the Sixth hath lost 
AH that which Henry the Fifth had gotten? 
Methinks these peers of France shoula smile at that. 
But for the rest, — ^you tell a pedigree 
Of threescore and two years ; a suly time 
To make prescription for a kingdom's worth. 

Oaf. Why, Warwick, canst tnou speak against thy liego, 
Whom thou obey'dst thirty and six years. 
And not bewray thy treason with a blush? 

War. Can Oxford, that did ever fence the right, 
Now buckler falsehood with a pedigree? 
For shame ! leave Henry, and call Edward king. 

Oxf. Call him my king by whose injurious doom 
My elder brother, the Lord Aubrey Vere, 
Was done to death? and more than so, my father, 
Even in the downfall of his mellow'd years. 
When nature brought him to the door of death? 
No, Warwick, no ; while life ui>holds this arm. 
This arm upholds the house of Lancaster. 

War. And I the house of York. 

K. Lou. Queen Margaret, Prince Edward, and Oxford, 
Vouchsafe, at our request, to stand aside 
While I use further conference with Warwick. 

Q, Mar. Heavens grant that Warwick's words bewitch 
him not ! [Rettjing with the Prince and OxF. 

K, Lou. Now, Warwick, tell me, even upon thy con- 
science, 
Is Edward your true king? for I were loth 
To link witn him that were not lawful chosen. 
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War, Thereon I pawn my credit and mine honour. 

K. Lou. But is he gracious in the people's eye? 

War, The more that Henry was unfortunate. 

JSl, Lou. Then further, — all dissembling set aside, — 
Tell me for truth the measure of his love 
Unto our sister Bona. 

War, Such it seems 

As may beseem a monarch like himself 
Myself have often heard him say, and swear, 
That this his love was an eternal plant, 
Whereof the root was fix'd in virtue's ground. 
The leaves and firuit maintain'd with beauty's sun ; 
Exempt from envy, but not from disdain. 
Unless the Lady Bona quit his pain. 

K, Lou. Now, sister, let us hear your firm resolve. 

Bona. Your grant or your denial shall be mine : — 
Yet I confess [to Warwick] that often ere this day, 
When I have heard your king's desert recoimted, 
Mine ear hath tempted judgment to desire. 

K. Lou. Then, Warwick, thus, — Our sister shall l>e 
Edward's ; 
And now forthwith shall articles be drawn 
Touching the jointure that your king must make. 
Which with her dowry shaU be counterpois'd. — 
Draw near. Queen Margaret, and be a witness 
That Bona shall be wife to the English king. 

Prince. To Edward, but not to the English king. 

Q, Mar. Deceitful Warwick ! it was thy device 
By this alliance to make void my suit : 
Before thy coming, Louis was Henry's friend. 

K, Lou. And still is friend to him and Margaret : 
But if your title to the crown be weak, — 
As may appear by Edward's good success, — 
Then 'tis but reason that I be releas'd 
From giving aid which late I promised. 
Yet shall you have all kindness at my hand 
That your estate requires and mine can yield. 

War. Henry now lives in Scotland at his ease, 
Where having nothiug, nothing can he lose. 
And as for you yourself, our ^^uondam queen, 
You have a father able to mamtain you ; 
And better 'twere you troubled him thui France. 

Q. Mar. Peace, impudent and shameless Warwick, — 
Proud setter-up and puller-down of kings! 
I will not hence till, with my talk and tears. 
Both fidl of truth, I make King Louis behold 

VOL* TV. O j 
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Thy sly conveyance and thy lord's false love ; 
For both of you are birds of self-same feather. 

[A horn sounded wUhirL 
K. Lou. Warwick, this is some post to us or thee. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord ambassador, these letters are for you, 
Sent from your brother. Marquis Montague : — 
These from our king unto your majesty : — 
And, madam, these foryou ; from whom I know not. 

[To Mar. Tlvey all read their letters. 

Oxf. I like it well that our fair queen and mistress 
Smiles at her news, while Warwick frowns at his. 

Prince. Nay, mark how Louis stamps, as he were 
I hope all 's for the best. [nettled : 

K, Lou. Warwick, what are thy news? — and yours, fidr. 
queen? 

Q. Mar. Mine, such as fill my heart with unhop'd joys. 

War. Mine, full of sorrow ana heart's discontent. 

K. Lou, What, has your king married the Lady Grey? 
And now, to soothe your forgery and his. 
Sends me a paper to persuade me patience? 
Is this the alliance that he seeks with France? 
Dare he presume to scorn us in this manner? 

Q. Mar. I told your majesty as much before : 
This proveth Edward's love and Warwick's honesty. 

War, Kinff Louis, I here protest, in sight of heaven. 
And by the hope I have of heavenly bliss, 
That I am clear from this misdeed of Edward's, — 
No more my king, for he dishonours me. 
But most himself if he coidd see his shame. 
Did I forget that by the house of York 
My father came imtimely to his death? 
Did I let pass the abuse done to my niece? 
Did I impale him with the regal crown? 
Did I put Henry from his native right? 
And am I guerdon'd at the last with shame? 
Shame on himself! for my desert is honour : 
And, to repair my honour lost for him, 
I here renounce him, and return to Henry. — 
My noble queen, let former grudges pass, 
And henceforth I am thy true servitor : 
I will revenge his wrong to Lady Bona, 
And replant Henry in his former state. 

Q, Mar. Warwick, these words have tuin'd my hate to 
love; 
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And I forgive and quite forget old faidts, 

And joy that thou becom'st Kin^ Henrvr's friend. 

War. So much his friend, ay, nis unfeigned friend. 
That if Kin§ Louis vouchsafe to furnish us 
With some few bauds of chosen soldiers, 
m undertake to land them on our coast, 
And force the tyrant from his seat by war. 
'Tifl not his new-made bride shall succour him : 
And as for Clarence, — as my letters tell me, — 
He 's very likely now to fall from him, 
For matching more for wanton lust than honour, 
Or than for stren^h and safety of our coimtry. 

Bona. Dear brother, how shall Bona be revcng'd 
But by thy help to this distressed queen? 

Q. Mar. Renowned prince, how shall poor Henry live, 
Unless thou rescue him from foul despair? 

Bona. My quarrel and this English queen's are one. 
War, And mine, fair Tjady Bona, joins with yours. 

K. Lou. And mine with hers, and thine, and Mai-garct's. 
Therefore, at last, I firmly am resolv'd 
You shall have aid. 

Q, Mar. Let me give humble thanks for all at once. 

K. Lou. Then, England's messenger, return in post, 
And tell false Edward, thy su]:>po8ed king. 
That Louis of France is sending over masquers 
To revel it with him and his new bride : 
Thou see'st what 's past, — ^o fear thy king withal. 

Bona. Tell him, in hope ne'U prove a widower shortly, 
FU wear the \^'illow-garland for his sake. 

Q. Mar. Tell hiia, my mourning-weeds are laid aside. 
And I am ready to put armour on. 

War. Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong ; 
And therefore I'll uncrown him ere't be long. 
There 's thy reward : be gone. [Bxit Messenger. 

K. Lou. But, Warwick, 

Thou and Oxford, with five thousand men, 
Shall cross the seas, and bid fiUsc Edward battle ; 
And, as occasion serves, this noble queen 
And prince shall follow with a fresh supply. 
Yet, ere thou go, but answer me one doub^ — 
What pledge have we of thy firm loyalty? 

War. This shall assure my constant loyalty, — 
That if our queen and this young prince agree, 
m join mine eldest daughter, and my joy, 
To him forthwith in holy wedlock-bands. 

Q, Mar, Yes, I agree, and thank you for your motumi— 
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Son Edward, she is fair and virtuous, 
Therefore delay not, — ^give thy hand to Warwick ; 
And, with thy hand, thy faith irrevocable. 
That only Warwick's daughter shall be thine. 

Prince. Yes, I accept her, for she well deserves it ; 
And here, to pledge my vow, I give my hand. 

{He gives his hand to Warwick. 

K» Lou. Why stay we now ? These soldiers shall be 
And thou. Lord Bourbon, our high-admiral, [levied, 

Shalt waft them over with our royal fleet. — 
I long till Edward fall by war's mischance. 
For mocking marriage with a dame of France. 

[Exeunt all but Warwick. 

War. I came from Edward as ambassador, 
But I return his sworn and mortal foe : 
Matter of marriage was the charge he gave me. 
But dreadful war shall answer his demand. 
Had he none else to make a stale but me ? 
Then none but I shall turn his jest to sorrow. 
I was the chief that rais'd him to the crown, 
And m be chief to bring him down again : 
Not that I pity Henry's misery. 
But seek revenge on Edward's mockery. [Exit 



ACT IV. 

SCENE L — London. A Boom in the Palace. 

Enter Glostbr, Clarence, Somerset, Montague, and 

others. 

Olo. Now tell me, brother Clarence, what think you 
Of this new marriage with the Lady Grey ? 
Hath not our brother made a worthy choice ? 

Clar. Alas, you know, 'tis far from hence to France ; 
How could he stay till Warwick made return ? 

Sam. My lords, forbear this talk; here comes the king. 

Olo, And his well-chosen bride. 

Clar. I mind to tell him plainly what I think. 

Flourish. Enter King Edward, attended; Lady Grey, 
as Queen; Pembroke, Stafford, Hastings, and others. 

K. Edw. Now, brother of Clarence, how like you our 
choice, 
That you stand pensive, as half malcontent ? 
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Clar. As well as Lonis of Franco or tlio Earl of Warwick; 
Which are so weak of coura.'^c oud in judgment 
Thftt theyll take no offence at our abuse. 

K. JEdw. Suppose they take offence without a cause, 
They are but Louis and Warvi-ick : I am Kdwani, 
Your king and Warwick's, and must have my will. 

Ola. And shall have your \nll, because our king : 
Yet hasty marriage seldom proveth well. 

K. Edw, Yea, brother Richard, are you offended too ? 

Olo, Not I: 
No, God forbid that I should wish them sever'd 
Whom God hath join'd together; ay, and 'twere pity 
To Bimder them that yoke so well together. 

K, Edw, Setting your scoms and your mislike aside. 
Tell me some reason why the Lady Grey 
Should not become my wife and England's queen : — 
And yon too, Somerset and Montague, 
Speak freely what you think. 

Clar. Then this is mine opinion, — that King Louis 
Becomes your enemy for mocking him 
About the marriage of the Lady Bona. 

Ola. And Warwick, doing wliat you gave in cliarge. 
Is now dishonoured by tliis new marriage. 

K. Edw. What if both lx)ui8 and Warwick bo api>eas'd 
By such invention as I can devise ? 

Mont, Yet, to have joinVl with France in such alliance 
Would more have strengthened this our commonwealth 
'Oainst foreign storms than any home-bred marriage. 

Hast Why, knows not Montague that of itself 
£Ddand is safe, if true within iti^? 

Siont But the safer when 'tis back'd with France. 

HaM. 'Tis better using France than trusting Franco : 
Let US be back'd with God, and with the seas 
Which he hath given for fence impregnable. 
And with their nelps only defend ourselves; 
In them and in ourselves our safety lies. 

Clar. For this one speech T^rd Hastings well deserves 
To have the heir of the Lord Hungerford. 

K. Edw. Ay, what of that ? it was my will and grant ; 
And for this once my will shall stand for law. 

OU). And yet methinks your grace hath not done well, 
To ^ve the heir and daughter of Lord Scales 
Unto the brother of your loving bride ; 
She better would have fitted me or Clarence: 
But in your bride you bury brotherhood. 

Clar. Or else you would not baye ^yenttoV di ^«\\S9X 
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Of the Lord Bonville on your new wife's son. 
And leave your brothers to go speed elsewhere. 

K. Edw. Alas, poor Clarence! is it for a wife 
That thou art malcontent? I will provide thee. 

Clar. In choosing for yourself you show'd your judgment, 
Which being shallow, you shall give me leave 
To play the nroker in mine own behalf; 
And to that end I shortly mind to leave you. 

K. Edw. Leave mo or tarr^'-, Edward will be king, 
And not be tied unto his brother s yn)\, 

Q. Eliz. My lords, before it pleas'd his majesty* 
To raise my state to title of a queen. 
Do me but right, and you must all confess 
That I was not ignoble of descent ; 
And meaner than myself have had like fortune. 
But as this title honours me and mine, 
So your dislikes, to whom I woidd be pleasing. 
Do cloud my joys with danger and with sorrow. 

K. Edw. My love, forbear to fawn upon their frowns : 
What danger or what sorrow can befall thee, 
So long as Edward is thy constant friend 
And their true sovereign, whom they must obey ? 
Nay, whom they shall obey, and love thee too. 
Unless they seek for hatreil at my hands ; 
Which if they do, yet will 1 keep thee safe, 
And they shall feel the vengeance of my wrath. 

Olo, I hear, yet say not much, but thmk the more. [Aside, 

Enter a Messenger. 

K. Edw. Now, messenger, what letters or what news 
From Franco? 

Mesa. My sovereign liege, no letters ; and few words 
But such as I, without your special pardon. 
Dare not relate. 

K. Edw. Go to, we pardon thee : therefore, in briet 
Tell me their words as near as thou canst guess them. 
What answer makes King Louis unto our letters? 

Mess. At my depart, these were his very words : 
Oo tell false Edward, thy supposed king. 
That Louis of France is sending over masquers 
To revel it with him and his new bride. 

K. Edw. Is Louis so brave? belike he thinks me Henzy. 
But what said Lady Bona to my marriage? 

Mess. These were her words, utter'd with mild disdain : 
Tell him, in hope heHl prove a widower shortly, 
rU wear the tvUlow-garlandfor his sake. 
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K. Edw, I blame not her, she could say little less ; 
She had the wrong. But what said Henry's queen? 
For I have heard that she was there in place. 

Mesa. Tell him, quoth she, my mourning -toeeda are done, 
And I am ready to put armour on. 

K, Edvo. Belike she minds to play the Amaeon. 
But what said Warwick to these injuries? 

Mesa. He, more incens'd against your majesty 
Than all the rest, discharged me with these words : 
Tell him from me, tfiat he hath done mt wrong; 
And therefore Fll uncrown him ereH he long. 

K, Edw. Ha! durst the traitor breathe out so proud 
words? 
Well, I will arm me, beine thus forewarned : 
They shall have wars, and pay for their presumption. 
But say, is Warwick friends with Margaret? 

Meaa. Ay, gnk^ious sovereign; they are so link'd in 
friencUhip 
That younff Prince Edward marries Warwick's daughter. 

Ciar, Bdike the elder; Clarence will have the younger. 
Now, brother king, farewell, and sit you fstst. 
For I will hence to Warwick's other daughter; 
That, though I want a kingdom, yet in marriage 
I may not prove inferior to yourself — 
You that love me and Warwick, follow me. 

\E7alt, and SowiBSET foUowa. 

Glo, Not I: 
My thoughts aim at a further matter ; I 
Stay not for the love of Edward, but the crown. [Aside. 

K. Edw, Clarence and Somerset both gone to Warwick ! 
Yet am I arm'd against the worst can happen ; 
And haste is neecmil in this desperate case. — 
Pembroke and Stafford, you in our behalf 
Go levy men, and make prepare for war , 
They are already, or quickly will be landed : 
Myself in person will straight follow you. 

[ItJxeunt Pem. and Staf. 
But ere I go, Hastings and Montague, 
Resolve my doubt. You twain, of all the rest. 
Are near to Warwick by blood and by alliance : 
TeU me if you love Warwick more than me? 
If it be so, then both depart to him ; 
I rather wish you foes than hollow friends : 
But if you mind to hold your true obedience. 
Give me assurance with some friendly vow, 
That I may never have you in suspect. 



i 
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M<mt So Grod help Montague as lie proves true ! 

Hast. And Hastings as he favours Edward's cause ! 

K, Edw, Now, brother Richard, will you stand by us? 

Olo. Ay, in despite of all that shall withstand you. 

K, Edw, Why, so ! then am I sure of victory. 
Now therefore let us hence ; and lose no hour 
Till we meet Warwick with his foreign power. [Exeunt. 



SCENE 11.—^ Plain m Warwickshire, 

Enter Warwick and Oxford, with French and other Forces. 

War, Trust me, my lord, all hitherto goes well; 
The conmion people by numbers swarm to us. — 
But see where Somerset and Clarence come ! 

EhUer Clarence and Somerset. 

Speak suddenly, my lords, — are we all friends? 

Clar, Fear not that, my lord. 

War, Then, jeentle Clarence, welcome unto Warwick ; — 
And welcome, Somerset. — I hold it cowardice 
To rest mistrustfiil where a noble heart 
Hath pawn'd an open hand in sign of love ; 
Else might I think that Clarence, Edward^s brother. 
Were but a feigned friend to our proceedings : 
But welcome, sweet Clarence ; my daughter shall be thine. 
And now, what rests but, in night's coverture. 
Thy brother being carelessly encamp'd, 
His soldiers lurking in the towns about, 
And but attended by a simple guard. 
We may surprise and take nim at our pleasure? 
Our scouts have found the adventure very easy : 
That as Ulysses and stout Diomede 
With sleight and manhood stole to Rhesus' tents, 
And brought from thence the Thracian fatal steeds. 
So we, w^ cover'd with the night's black mantle. 
At unawares may beat down Edward's guard 
And seize himself; I say not, slaughter him. 
For I intend but only to surprise him. 
You that will follow me to this attempt. 
Applaud the name of Henry with your leader. 

[They all cry "Henry I" 
Why, then, let 's on our way in silent sort : 
For Warwick and his friends, God and Saint €^rge! 

[Exe»M, 
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SCENE IIL — Edward's Camp^ near Warwick. 

Enter certain Watchmen, before the Kino's tent. 

1 Watch, Come on, my masters, each man take his stand : 
The king by this has set him down to sleep. 

2 Watch, What, will he not to bed? 

1 Waich, Why, no : for he hath made a solemn vow 
NevBT to lie and take his natural rest 

Till Warwick or himself be quite suppress'd. 

2 Watch. To-morrow then, belike, shall be the day. 
If Warwick be so near as men report. 

3 Watch. But say, I pray, what nobleman is that 
That with the kinc here resteth in his tent? 

1 WcUch. Tis the Lord Hastings, the king's chiefest 

friend. 
3 Watch. 0, is it so? But why commands the king 
That his chief followers lodp;e in towns about him, 
WhDe he himself keeps in the cold field? 

2 Watch. 'Tib the more honour, because more dangerous. 

3 Watch. Ay, but give me worship and quietness ; 
I like it better than a dangerous honour. 

If Warwick knew in what estate he stands, 
Tis to be doubted he would waken him. 

1 Watch. Unless our halberds did shut up his passage. 

2 Watch. Ay, wherefore else guard we his roysd tent, 
But to defend ms person from mght-foes? 

JSnter Warwick, Clarence, Oxford, Somerset, and 

Forces. 

War. This is his tent ; and see where stand his guard. 
Courage, my masters ! honour now or never I 
But f<3low me, and Edward shall be ours. 

1 Watch. Who goes there? 

2 Watch. Stay, or thou diest. 

[Warwick and the rest cry all — * * Warwick ! Warwick I " 
and set upon the Guard, who fly y crying "Arm! 
Arm! " Warwick and the rest following them. 

The drum heating and trumpets sounding, re-enter Warwick 
and the rest, bringing the King out in his govm, sitting 
in a chair: Gloster and Hastings are seen flying. 

Bom. What are they that fly there? 
War. Richard and Hastings: let them go; here is the 
duke. 
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K. Edw. The duke! Why, Warwick, when we parted 
Thou call'dst me king? [last 

War. Ay, but the case is altered : 

When you disgrac'd me in my embassade, 
Then I degraded you from being king. 
And come now to create you Duke of York. 
Alas, how should you govern any kingdom^ 
That know not how to use ambassadors ; 
Nor how to be contented with one wife; 
Nor how to use your brothers brotherly ; 
Nor how to study for the people's welrare ; 
Nor how to shroud yourself from enemies? 

K. Edw. Yea, brother of Clarence, art thou here too? 
Nay, then I see that Edward needs must down. — 
Yet, Warwick, in despite of all mischance, 
Of thee thyself and all thy complices, 
Edward will always bear himself as king : 
Though fortune's malice overthrow my state, 
My imnd exceeds the compass of her wheel. 

War. Then, for his mind, be Edward England's king : 
• [Takes off hie crown. 

But Henry now shall wear the English crown. 
And be true king indeed ; thou but the shadow. — 
My Lord of Somerset, at my request, 
See that forthwith Duke Edward be convey'd 
Unto my brother, Archbishop of York. 
When I have fought with Pembroke and his fellows, 
I'll follow you, and teU what answer 
Louis and the Lady Bona send to him. — 
Now, for awhile farewell, good Duke of York. 

K. Edw. What fates impose, that men must needs abide ; 
It boots not to resist both wind and tide. 

[Exit^ led out; Soh. vnthhvm. 

Oxf. What now remains, my lords, for us to do, 
But march to London with our soldiers? 

War. Ay, that's the first thing that we have to do; 
To free King Henry from imprisonment, 
And see him seated in the regal throne. [Exeunt. 



SCENE IV. — London. A Room in the Palace, 

Enter Queen Elizabeth and Rivers. 

Riv. Madam, what makes you in this sudden change? 
Q. Eliz. Why, brother Rivers, are you yet to learn 
What late misfortune is befall'n King Edward? 
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Biv. What, loss of some pitch' d battle against Warwick? 

Q. Eliz. No, but the loss of his owii royal person. 

Riv. Then, is my sovereign slain? 

Q. Eliz. Ay, almost slain, for he is taken prisoner ; 
Either betray'd by falsehood of his guard, 
Or by his foe sui-pris d at unawares : 
And, as I further have to understand, 
Ib new comimitted to the Bishop of York, 
Fell Warwick's brother, and by that our foe. 

Riv. These news, I must confess, are full of grief; 
Yet, gracious madam, bear it as you may : 
Warwick may lose, that now hath won the day. 

Q. Eliz. Till then, fair hope must hinder life s decay. 
And I the rather wean me from despair. 
For love of Edward's offspring in my womb : 
This is it that makes me bridle passion. 
And bear with mildness my misfortune's cross ; 
Ay, ay, for this I draw-in many a tear, 
Aiid stop the rising of blood-sucking si^^hs. 
Lest with my sighs or tears I })last or drown 
King Edward's fruit, true heir to the English cro-wn. 

R%v. But, madam, where is Warwick, then, become? 

Q. Eliz. I am iuform'd that he oomes towards London, 
To set the crown once more on Henry's head : 
Guess thou the rest ; King Edward's friends must down. 
But to i)revent the tyrant's violence, — 
For trust not him that hath once broken fEiith, — 
m hence forthwith unto the sanctuary, 
To save at least the heir of Edward's right : 
There shall I rest secure from force and frau(L 
Oome, therefore, let us fly while we may fly : 
If Warwick take us, we are sure to die. [Exeunt. 



SCENE V. — A Park near Middhliam Castle in Yorkshire. 

Enter Gloster, Hastings, Sir William Stanley, and 

others. 

Olo, Now, my Tjord Hastings and Sir William Stanley, 
Leave off to wonder why I drew you liither 
Into this chiefest thicket of the park. 
Thus stands the case : you know our kins:, my brother, 
Is prisoner to the bishop here, at whose Jiands 
He hath good usage and great liberty ; 
And often, but attended with weak guard. 
Gomes hunting this way, to disport ImnaeM 
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I have ady§rtis*d him by secret means 

That if about this hour he make this way, 

Under the colour of his usual game, 

He shall here find his friends, with horse and men, 

To set him free from his captivity. 

Enter King Edward and a Huntsman. 

Hunt. This way, my lord ; for this way lies the game. 

K. Edw, Nay, this way, man: see where the himtsmen 
stand. — 
Now, brother of Gloster, Lord Hastings, and the rest, 
Stand you thus close to steal the bishop's deer? 

Olo. Brother, the time and case requnreth haste : 
Your horse stands ready at the park-comer. 

K. Edw. But whither shall we then? 

IlaaU To Lynn, my lord ; and ship from thence to Flanders. 

Olo. Well guess'd, believe me ; for that was my meaning. 

K. Edw. Stanley, I will requite thy forwardness. 

Olo. But wherefore stay we? 'tis no time to talk. 

K. Edw. Huntsman, what say'st thou? wilt thou go along? 

Hunt. Better do so than tarry and be hang'd. 

Olo. Come then, away ; let 's ha' no more ado. 

K. Edw. Bishop, farewell ; shield thee from Warwick's 
fit)wn; 
And pray that I may repossess the crown. [Exeunt. 



SCENE VL— ^ Hoom in the Tovjer, 

Enter King Henby, Clarence, Warwick, Somerset, 
Young Richmond, Oxford, Montague, Lieutenant of 
the Tower, and Attendants. 

K. Hen, Master lieutenant, now that God and friends 
Have shaken Edward from the regal seat. 
And tum'd my captive state to liberty, 
My fear to hope, my sorrows unto joys, — 
At our enlargement what are thy due fees? 

Lieut, Subjects may challenge nothing of their sovereigns ; 
But if an humble prayer may prevail, 
I then crave pardon of your majesty. 

K, Hen. For what, heutenant? for well-using me? 
Nay, be thou sure I'll well requite thy kindness, 
For that it made my imprisonment a pleasure ; 
Ay, such a pleasure as incaged birds 
Conceive, when, after many moody thoughts, 
At last, by notes of household hannony, 
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Theyqnite forget their loss of liberty. — 
But, War^dck, after God, thou sett'st me free, 
And chiefly therefore I thank God and thee ; 
He was the author, thou the instrument. 
Therefore, that I may conquer fortune's spite. 
By living low, where fortune cannot hurt me, 
Aiid that the people of this blessed land 
May not be punisn'd with my thwarting stars, — 
Warwick, although my head still wear the crown, 
1 here resign my government to thee, 
For thou 2ut fortunate in all thy deeds. 

War, Your grace hath still been fam'd for virtuous ; 
And now may seem as wise as virtuous 
By spying and avoiding fortune's malice. 
For few men rightly temper with the stars : 
Yet in this one thing let me blame your grace 
For choosing me when Clarence is in place. 

Clar. No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the sway. 
To whom the heavens, in thy nativity, 
Adjud^d an olive-branch and laurel-crown. 
As likely to be blest in peace and war ; 
And therefore I yield thee my free consent. 

War. And I choose Clarence only for protector. 

K, Hen, Warwick and Clarence, give me both your hands : 
Now join your hands, and with your hands your hearts. 
That no dissension liinder government : 
I make you both protectors of this land ; 
While I myself will lead a private life. 
And in devotion spend my latter days. 
To sin's rebuke and my Creator's praise. 

War. What answers Clarence to his sovereign's will? 

Clar, That he consents if Warwick yield consent ; 
For on thy fortune I repose myself. 

War, Why, then, though loth, yet must I be content : 
We'll yoke together, like a double shadow 
To Heniy's body, and supply his place ; 
I mean, in bearing weight of government. 
While he enjoys the honour and his ease. 
And, Clarence, now then it is more than needful 
Forthwith that Edward be pronounc'd a traitor. 
And all his lands and goods be confiscate. 

Clar. What else? and that succession be determin'd. 

War. Ay, therein Clarence shall not want his part. 

K, Hen, But, with the first of all your chief anairs, 
Let me entreat, — for I command no more, — 
That Margaret your queen, and my son Edward, 
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Be sent for, to return from France with speed ; 
For till I see them here, by doubtful fear 
My joy of liberty is half eclips'd. 

Ciar, It shall be done, my sovereign, with all speed. 

K. Hen. My Lord of Somerset, what youth is that, 
Of whom you seem to have so tender care? 

Som. My liege, it is young Henry, Earl of Richmond. 

K. Hen. Come hither, England's hope. — If secret powers 

[Lays nis hand on his head. 
Surest but truth to my divining thoughts. 
This pretty lad will prove our country's bliss. 
His looks are full of peaceful majesty; 
His head by nature fram'd to wear a crown, 
His hand to wield a sceptre ; and himself 
Likely in time to bless a regal throne. 
Make much of him, my lords ; for this is he 
Must help you more than you are hurt by me. 

Enter a Messenger. 

War. What news, my friend? 

Mess. That Edward is escaped from your brother. 
And fled, as he hears since, to Burgundy. 

War. Unsavoury news ! but how made he escape? 

Mess. He was convey'd by Richard Duke of Gloster 
And the Lord Hastings, who attended him 
In secret ambush on me forest-side. 
And from the bishop's huntsmen rescu'd him ; 
For hunting was his daily exercise. 

War. Mv brother was too careless of his charge. — 
But let us nence, my sovereign, to provide 
A salve for any sore that may betide. 

[Exeunt K. Hen., War., Clar., Lieut., and Atten. 

Som. My lord, I like not of this flight of Edward's : 
For doubtless Burgundy will yield him help. 
And we shall have more wars before't be long. 
As Henry's late presaging prophecy 
Did glad my heart with hope of this young Richmond, 
So doth my heart misgive me, in these conflicts, 
What may befall him, to his harm and ours : 
Therefore, Lord Oxford, to prevent the worst, 
Forthwith we'll send him hence to Brittany, 
Till storms be past of civil enmity. 

Ox/. Ay, for if Edward repossess the crown, 
'Tis like that Richmond with the rest shall down. 

Som. It shall be so ; he shall to Brittany. 
Come, therefore, let 's about it speedily. [JExeunt, 



acESJH vn. PART HI. OP KING HENEY VL 207 



SCENE YIL— Before York. 

Enter King Edward, Gloster, Hastings, and Porces. 

K. Edw. Now, brother Richard, Lord Hastings, aad the 
rest, 
Tet thus far fortune maketh us amends. 
And says that once more I shall interchange 
M^ waned state for Henry's regal crown. 
Well have we pass'd, and now repass'd the seas. 
And brought desired help from Burgundy : 
What, then, remains, we being thus arriy'd 
Prom Ravenspurg haven before the gates of York, 
But that we enter, as into our dukedom? 

Glo. The gates made fast ! — Brother, I like not this ; 
Por many men that stumble at the threshold 
Are well foretold that dancer lurks within. 

K, Edw. Tush, man, abodemcnts must not now afiright us : 
By fiur or foul means we must enter in, 
For hither will our friends rej>air to us. 

Hast. My liege, I'U^knock once more to summon them. 

Enter, on the WallSf tlie Mayor of York and Aldermen. 

May, My lords, we were forewarned of your coming, 
And shut uic gates for safety of ourselves ; 
For now we owe allegiance unto Henry. 

K. Edw, But, master mayor, if Henry be your king, 
Yet Edward at the least is Duke of York. 

May. True, my good lord ; I know you for no less. 

K. Edw. Why, and I challenge nothing but my dukedom. 
As being well content with that alone. 

Olo. But when the fox hath once got in his nose, 
He'll soon find means to make the body follow. [Aside. 

Hast. Why, master mayor, why stand you in a doubt? 
Open the gates, we are King Henry's friends. 

May. Ay, say you so? the gates shall then be open'd. 

[Exeunt from above. 

Olo. A wise stout captain, and soon persuaded! 

Ha^t. The good old man would fain that all were well. 
So 'twere not 'long of him ; but being enter' d, 
I doubt not, I, but we shall soon persuade 
Both him and all his brothers unto reason. 

Re-enter tlie Mayor and Aldermen, below, 

K. Edw. So, master mayor : these gates must not be shut 
But in the night or in the time of war. 
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What! fear not, man, but jrield me up the keys ; 

[Takes his keys. 
For Edward will defend the town and thee, 
And all those friends that deign to follow me. 

Drum. Enter Montgomery and Forces, marching. 

Gh, Brother, this is Sir John Montgomery, 
Our trusty friend, imless I be deceiv'd. 

K. Edw. Welcome, Sir John! But why come you inarms? 

Mont. To help King Edward in his time of storm, 
As every loyal subject ought to do. 

K. Edw. Thanks, good Montgomery ; but we now forget 
Our title to the crown, and only claim 
Our dukedom till God please to send the rest. 

Mont. Then fare you well, for I will hence again : 
I came to serve a king, and not a duke. — 
Drummer, strike up, and let us march away. 

\A march begun. 

K, Edw. Nay, stay. Sir John, awhile ; and we*ll debate 
By what safe means the crown may be recovered. 

Mont. What talk you of debatiuj?? in few words, — 
If vou'U not here proclaim yourself our king, 
I'll leave you to your fortune, and be gone 
To keep them back that come to succour you : 
Why should we fight, if you pretend no title? 

Gh, Why, brother, wherefore stand you on nice points? 

K. Edw. When we grow stronger, then we'll mie^Le our 
claim: 
Till then, 'tis wisdom to conceal our meaning. 

Ha^t. Away with scrupulous wit! now arms must rule. 

Glo, And fearless minds climb soonest unto crowns. 
Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand; 
The bruit thereof will bring you many friends. 

K. Edw. Then be it as you will ; for 'tis my right, 
And Henry but usurps the diadem. 

Mont. Ay, now my sovereign speaketh like himself; 
And now will I be Edward's champion. 

Hast. Sound trumpet ; Edward shall be here prodaim'd : — 
Come, fellow-soldier, make thou proclamation. 

[Gives him a paper. Flourish, 

Sold, [reads.] Edward the Fourth, by the grace of God^ 
King of England and France, and Lord of Ireland, due 

Mont. And whosoe'er gainsays King Edward's right, 
By this I challenge him to single fighC 

[Throws down his gauntlet, 

AU. Long live Edward the Fourth I 
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K. Edw. Thanks, brave Montgomery; — and thanks unto 
you all; 
If fortune serve me, Til requite this kindness. 
Now, for this night, let 's harbour here in York ; 
And when the morning sun shall raise his car 
Above the border of this horizon. 
We'll forward towards Warwick and his mates ; 
For well I wot that Henry is no soldier. — 
Ah, froward Clarence ! how evil it beseems thee 
To flatter Henry and forsake thy brother ! 
Yet, as we may, we'll meet both thee and Warwick. — 
Come on, brave soldiers: doubt not of the day; 
And, that once gotten, doubt not of large pay. [ExeunL 



SCENE Vm.— London. A Boom in the Palace. 

Flourish, Enter King Henry, Warwick, Clabence, 
Montague, Exeter, and Oxford. 

War. What counsel, lords? Edward ftt)m Belgia, 
With hasty Germans and blunt Hollanders, 
Hath pass'd in safety through the narrow seas, 
And with his troops doth march amain to London ; 
And many giddy people flock to him. 

Oa^, Let s levy men, and beat him back again. 

Clar. A little Are is quickly trodden out ; 
Which, being suffer'd, rivers cannot quench. 

War, In Warwickshire I have true-hearted friends, 
Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in war ; 
Those will I muster up : — and thou, son Clarence, 
Shalt stir up, in Suflblk, Norfolk, and in Kent, 
The knights and gentlemen to come with thee : — 
Thou, brother Montague, in Buckingham, 
Northampton, and in Leicestershire, shalt find 
Men well incliu'd to hear what thou command'st : — 
And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well belov'd. 
In OxfordBhire shalt muster up thy friends. 
Mv soverei^, with the loving citizens, — 
liike to his island girt in with the ocean. 
Or modest Dian circled with her nymphs, — 
Shall rest in London till we come to him. — 
Fair lords, take leave, and stand not to reply. — 
Farewell, my sovereign. 

K. Hen. Farewell, my Hector, and my Troy's true hoi)e. 

Clar. In si^ of truth, I kiss your hijghness' hand. 

JT. Hen. Well-minded Clarence, be thou fortunate I 

VOI* IV. P 
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Mont Comfort, my lord ; — and so I take my leave. 

Oa^, And thus [hissing BLenry's ?iand] I seal my truth, 
and bid adieu. 

K. Hen. Sweet Oxford, and my loving Montague, 
And all at once, once more a happy ffurewelL 

War. Farewell, sweet lords : let 's meet at Coventry. 

[Exeunt War, Clar, Oxf., and Mont. 

K, Hen. Here at the palace will I rest awhile. 
Cousin of Exeter, what thinks your lordship? 
Methinks the power that EdwsuxL hath in neld 
Should not be able to encounter mine. 

Exe. The doubt is, that he will seduce the rest. 

K. Hen. That 's not my fear ; my meed hath got me fame : 
I have not stopped mine ears to their demands, 
Nor posted off their suits with slow delays; 
My pity hath been balm to heal their wounds. 
My mildness hath allay'd their swelling griefs, 
My mercy dried their water-flowing tears ; 
I have not been desirous of their wealth, 
Nor much oppress'd them with great subsidies, 
Nor forward of revenge, though they much err'd : 
Then why should they love Eaward more than me? 
No, Exeter, these graces challenge srace : 
And, when the lion fawns upon tne lamb, 
The lamb will never cease to follow him. 

[Shout within^ "A Lancaster ! A Lancaster! '' 

Exe. Hark, hark, my lord ! what shouts are these? 

Enter King Edward, Gloster, and Soldiers. 

Edw. Seize on the shame-fac'd Henry, bear him hence ; 
And once again proclaim us king of England. — 
You are the fount that makes small brooks to flow : 
Now stops thy spring; my sea shall suck them dry. 
And swell so much tne higher by their ebb. — 
Hence with him to the Tower ; let him not speak. 

[Exewnt some with King Hsitby. 
And, lords, towards Coventry bend we our course, 
Where peremptory Warwick now remains : 
The sun shines hot; and, if we use delay. 
Cold biting winter mars our hop'd-for hay. 

Glo. Away betimes, before his forces join. 
And take the great-grown traitor imawares : 
Brave warriors, march amain towards Coventry. [JBxetmS, 
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ACT Y. 

SCENE 1,— Coventry, 

Enter J upon the WaUe, Warwick, t?ie Mayor of Coventry, 
tioo Messengers, and oth^era. 

War, Where is the post that came from valiant Oxford 
How far hence is thy lord, mine honest fellow? 

1 Mesa. By this at Dunsmore, marching hitherward. 
War, How far off is our brother Montague? — 

Where is the post that came from Montague? 

2 Meaa, By this at Daintry, with a puissant troop. 

Enijer Sib John Somebvxlle. 

War, Say, Somerville, what says my loving son? 
And, by thy guess, how nich is Clarence now? 

Som. At Southam I did leave him with his forces, 
And do expect him here some two hours hence. 

[Drum heard. 

War, Then Clarence is at hand ; I hear his drum. 

Som, It is not his, my lord ; here Southam lies ; 
The drum your honour hears marcheth from Warwick. 

War, Who should that be? belike imlook'd-for friends. 

Som, They are at hand, and you shall quickly know. 

March. Flourish, Enter EiNa Edwabd, GLOsrsRy 

and Forces. 

K, Edw. Go, trumpet, to the walls, and sound a parle. 

Olo, See how the surly Warwick mans the wall! 

War. unbid spite ! is sportful Edward come? 
Where slept our scouts, or how are they seduc'd, 
That we could hear no news of his repair? 

K. Edw. Now, Warwick, wilt thou ope the city gates, 
Speak gentle words, and humbly bend thy knee, 
Call Edward king, and at his hands beg mercy? 
And he shall pardon thee these outrages. 

War, Nay, rather, wilt thou draw thy forces hence, 
Confess who set thee up and pluck'd thee down. 
Call Warwick patron, and be penitent? 
And thou shalt still remain the Duke of Yoi^ 

Oh, I thought, at least, he would have «aa^ ^^ 

Or did he make the jest against his wi\i^ 
^ar. la not a dslsedam, sir, a goodly fS^'^ 
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Olo. Ay, by my faith, for a poor earl to give : 
ril do thee service for so good a gift. 

War. 'Twas I that gave the kingdom to thy brother. 

K, Edw, Why, then, *tis mine, if but by Warwick's gift. 

War, Thou art no Atlas for so great a weight : 
And, weakling, Warwick takes his gift again ; 
And Henry is my king, Warwick his subject. 

K. Edw. But Warwick's king is Edwwrd's prisoner : 
And, gallant Warwick, do but answer this, — 
What is the body when the head is off? 

OU). Alas, that Warwick had no more forecast, 
But, whiles he thought to steal the single ten, 
The king was slily imger'd from the deck ! 
You left poor Henry at the bishop's palace, 
And, ten to one, you'll meet him in the Tower. 

K. Edw. 'Tis even so ; yet you are Warwick stilL 

Glo. Come, Warwick, take the time; kneel down, kneel 
down: 
Nay, when? strike now, or else the iron cools. 

War. I had rather chop this hand off at a blow, 
And with the other fling it at thy face, 
Than bear so low a saO, to strike to thee. 

K. Edw. Sail how thou canst, have wind and tide thy 
ftiend; 
This hand, fast wound about thy coal-black hair, 
Shall, whiles thy head is warm and new cut o£^ 
Write in the dust this sentence with thy blood, — 
Wind-changing Warwick now can change no more. 

Enter Oxford, with Forces, drum^ and colours. 

War. cheerful colours ! see where Oxford comes! 

Ox/. Oxford, Oxford, for Lancaster ! 

[He and his Forces enter the city. 

Glo. The gates are open, let us enter too. 

K. Edw. So other foes may set upon our backs. 
Stand we in good array ; for they no doubt 
Will issue out again and bid us battle : 
If not, the city being but of small defence, 
We'll quickly rouse the traitors in the same. 

War. 0, welcome, Oxford ! for we want thy help. 

Enter Montagtje, tuith Forces, drum^ and colours, 

Mont. Montague, Montague, for Lancaster ! 

[He and his Forces enter the dtp, 
Glo. Thou and thy brother both shall buy this treason 
Even with the dearest blood your bodies bear. 
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K. Edw, The liarder match'd, the greater victory ; 
My mind presageth happy gain and conquest. 

Enter Somerset, with Forces, drumj and colours, 

Som, Somerset, Somerset, for Lancaster ! 

[He and his Forces enter the city. 

Olo. Two of thy name, both Dukes of Somerset, 
Have sold their lives unto the house of York ; 
And thou shalt be the third, if this sword hold. 

Enter Olabekce, vjUh Forces, drum^ and colours. 

War, And lo, where George of Clarence sweeps along, 
Of force enough to bid his brother battle ; 
With whom an upright zeal to right prevails 
More than the nature of a brother's love ! — 
Come, Clarence, come; thou wilt, if Warwick calL 

Clar, Father of Warwick, know you what this means! 

[ Taking the red rose out of his hat. 
Look here, I throw my infamy at thee : 
I will not ruinate my father's house. 
Who gave his blood to lime the stones together, 
And set up Lancaster. Why, trowst thou, Warwick, 
That Clarence is so harsh, so blunt, unnatural. 
To bend the fatal instruments of war 
Against his brother and his lawful king? 
Perhaps thou wilt object my holy oath : 
To keep that oath were more impiety 
Than Jephtha's, when he sacrific'd his daughter. 
I am so sorry for my trespass made. 
That, to deserve well at my brother's hands, 
I here proclaim myself thy mortal foe ; 
With resolution wheresoe'er I meet thee, — 
As I will meet thee, if thou stir abroad, — 
To plague thee for thy foul misleading me. 
And so, proud-hearted Warwick, I defy thee, 
And to my brother turn my blushing cheeks. — 
Pardon me, Edward, I will make amends ; 
And, Richard, do not frown upon my faults, 
For I will henceforth be no more unconstant. 

K, Edw, Now welcome more, and ten times more belov'd| 
Than if thou never hadst deserv'd our hate. 

Oh. Welcome, good Clarence ; this is brother like. 

War, passing traitor, perjnr'd and unjust! 

K. Edw, What, Warwick, wilt thou lea^re \Jti<aVsssTv^fiEA. 
fight? 
Or Bball we beat the stonea aboat thine eatal 



( 
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War, Alas, I am not coop*d liere for defence! 
I will away towards Bamet presently. 
And bid thee battle, Edward, if thou dar'st 
K, Edw. Yes, Warwick, Edward dares, and leads the 
way. 
Lords, to the field: Saint George and victory. 

[MareK Exeunt 

SCENE IL— ^ Field of Battle near BameL 

Alarums and excursions. Enter Kino £dwabi», iHrinffing 

in Warwick wounded, 

K. Edw. So, lie thou there : die thon, and die our fear; 
For Warwick was a bug that fear'd ns alL — 
Now, Montamie, sit £a^ ; I seek for thee, 
That Warwick's bones may keep thine company. [ExiL 

War, Ah, who is nigh? come to me, friend or foe. 
And tell me who is victor, York or Warwick? 
Why ask I that? my mangled body shows, 
My blood, my want of strength, my sick heart shows. 
That I must yield my body to the earth, 
And, b^ my fall, the conquest to my foe. 
Thus yields the cedar to tne axe's edge. 
Whose arms gave shelter to the princely eagle. 
Under whose shade the ramping lion slept, 
Whose top-branch overpeer*d Jove's spreading tree. 
And kept low shrubs from winter's powerful wind. 
These eyes, that now are dimm'd with death's black vail. 
Have been as piercing as the mid -day sun. 
To search the secret treasons of the world : 
The wrinkles in my brows, now fill'd with blood. 
Were liken'd offc to kingly sepulchres; 
For who liv'd king, but I could dig his grave? 
And who durst smile when Warwick bent his brow? 
Lo, now my glory smear'd in dust and blood! 
My parks, my walks, my manors that I had. 
Even now forsake me ; and of all my lands 
Is nothing leffc me but my body's length! 
Why, what is pomp, rule, reign, but earth and dust! 
And, live we how we can, yet die we must. 

Enter Oxford and Somerset. 

Som^ Ah, Warwick, Warwick ! wert thou as we are^ 
We might recover all our loss again : 
The queen from France hath brought a puissant power; 
Even now we heard the news : ah, cocdost thou ny S 
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War, Why, then, I would not fly. — ^Ah, Montague, 
If thou be there, sweet brother, tnJ^e my hand. 
And with thy lips keep in my soul awhile! 
Thou lov'st me not ; for, brother, if thou didst, 
Thy tears would wash this cold congealed blood. 
That glues my lips and will not let me speak. 
Come quicJdy, Montague, or I am dead. 

Som, Ah, Warwick! Montague hath breath'd his last ; 
And to the latest gasp cried out for Warwick, 
And said. Commend me to my valiant brother. 
And more he would have said ; and more he spoke, 
Which sounded like a cannon in a vaults 
That might not be distinguished ; but at last, 
I well mieht hear, deliverd with a groan, 
O J farewell f Warwick / 

War, Sweet rest his soul ! — fly, lords, and saTe yourselves; 
For Warwick bids you all farewell, to meet in heav'n. [Dies. 

Oxf. Away, away, to meet the queen's great power ! 

[Exeunt, hearing off Wak.'s body. 



SCENE IIL— Another Pari of the Field. 

Flourish, Enter King Edward in triumph; with 
Clarence, Gloster, and the rest, 

K, Edw. Thus far our fortune keeps an upward course, 
And we are ^ac'd with wreaths of victory. 
But in the midst of this bright-shining day 
I spy a black, suspicious, threatening cloud. 
That will encounter with our glorious sun 
Ere he attain his easeful western bed : 
I mean, my lords, those powers that the queen 
Hath raised in Gallia have arriv'd our coast. 
And, as we hear, march on to fi^t with us. 

Clar. A little gale will soon disperse that cloud, 
And blow it to the source from whence it come : 
Thy very beams will dry those vapours up ; 
For eve^ cloud engenders not a storm. 

Glo. The queen is valu'd thiriy thousand strong. 
And Somerset, with Oxford, fled to her : 
If she have time to breathe, be well assur'd. 
Her faction will be full as strong as ours. 

K, Edw. We are adv6rtis'd by our loving friends 
That they do hold their course toward T^wVaSttvsccj % 
We, having now the best at Bamet fiftV^ 
Will thither straight, for -wi]liiigiieB& -ndA'^wj « 
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And as we march, our strength will be augmented 

In every county as we go along. — 

Strike up the drum ; cry, Courage ! and away. [Exeunt. 



SCENE IV.— Plains near TewhUmry. 

March, Enter Queen Mabgabet, Prince Edward, 
Somerset, Oxford, aTid Soldiers. 

Q, Mar, Great lords, wise men ne'er sit and wail their 
loss, 
But cheerly seek how to redress their harms. 
What though the mast be now blown overboard. 
The cable broke, the holding-anchor lost, 
And half our sailors swallow'd in the flood ; 
Yet lives our pilot still : is't meet that he 
Should leave the helm, and, like a fearful lad. 
With tearful eyes add water to the sea, 
And give more strength to that which hath too much ; 
Whiles, in his moan, the ship splits on the rock, 
Which industry and courage might have sav'd ? 
Ah, what a shame ! ah, what a fault were this ! 
Say Warwick was our anchor ; what of that ? 
And Montague our top-mast ; what of him ? 
Our slaughtered fiienas the tackles ; what of these ? 
Why, is not Oxford here another anchor ? 
Ana Somerset another goodly mast ? 
The friends of France our sm'ouds and tacklings ? 
And, though unskilful, why not Ned and I 
For once sJlow'd the skilful pilot's charge ? 
We will not from the helm to sit and weep; 
But keep our course, though the rough wmd say no. 
From shelves and rocks that threaten us with wreck. 
As good to chide the waves as speak them fair. 
And what is Edward but a ruthless sea ? 
What Clarence but a quicksand of deceit ? 
And Richard but a ragged fatal rock ? 
All these the enemies to our poor bark. 
Say you can swim ; alas, 'tis but awhile ! 
Tread on the sand; why, there you quickly sink : 
Bestride the rock; the tide will wash you off, 
Or else you famish, — ^that 's a threefold death. 
This speak I, lords, to let you understand. 
If case some one of you would fly from us. 
That there 's no hop'd-for mercy with the brothers. 
More than with ruthless waves, with sands, and rocks. 
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Why, coun^e, then ! what cannot be avoided, 
'Twere chilmsh weakness to lament or fear. 

Prince. Methinks a woman of this valiant spirit 
Should, if a coward heard her speak these words, 
Infose his breast with magnanimity. 
And make him naked foil a man-at-arms. 
I speak not this as doubtine any here ; 
For did I but saspect a feamd man. 
He shonld have leave to go away betimes ; 
Lest in our need he might infect another, 
And make him of like spirit to himself. 
If any such be here, — as God forbid! — 
Let him depart before we need his help. 
• Oxf, Women and children of so high a courage. 
And warriors feint! why, 'twere perpetual shame.- 

brave young j)rince ! thy famous grandfather 
Doth live agam in thee : long mayst thou live 
To bear his image and renew his glories! 

Som. And he that will not fight for such a hope. 
Go home to bed, and, like the owl by day. 
If he arise, be mock'd and wonder'd at. 

Q, Mar, Thanks, gentle Somerset ; — sweet Oxford, thanks. 

Prince. And take his thanks that yet hath nothing else. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Prepare you, lords, for Edward is at hand. 
Ready to fight ; therefore be resolute. 

Oxf. I thought no less : it is his policy 
To lutste thus fast, to find us unprovidea. 

Som. But he 's deceived ; we are in readiness. 

Q. Mar. This cheers my heart, to see your forwardness. 

Oxf. Here pitch our battle ; hence we will not budge. 

Flourish and march. Enter, at a distance. King Edwabd, 
Clakence, Gloster, and Forces. 

K, Edw. Brave followers, yonder stands the thorny wood. 
Which, by the heavens' assistance and your strength, 
Must by the roots be hewn up yet ere night. 

1 need not add more fuel to your fire ; 
For well I wot ye blaze to bum them out : 
Give signal to the fight, and to it, lords. 

Q. Mar. Lords, knights, and gentlemen, what I should say 
My tears gainsay; for every word I speak, 
Ye see, I drink the water of mine eyes. 
Therefore, no more but this : — ^Henry, voxa ^or^et^^JgK^ 
Is prisoner to the foe; liis state UBUxp' a. 
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His realm a Blaughter-house, his subjects slain. 

His statutes cancelled, and his treasure spent; 

And yonder is the wolf that makes this spoil. 

You tight in justice : then, in Grod's name, lords, 

Be vahant, and give signal to the fight. [Exeunt both armies. 



SCENE Y,— Another paH of tlie Plains. 

Alarums: excursions; and afterwards a retreat. Then enter 
Kino Edward, Clarence, Gloster, and Forces, with 
Queen Margaret, Oxford, arid Somerset, prisoners, 

K, Edw, Now, here a period of tumultuous broils. 
Away with Oxford to Hammes' Castle straight ; 
For Somerset, off with his ^Ity head. 
Go, bear them hence ; I wiQ not hear them sneak. 

0'.rf For my part, I'll not trouble thee with words. 

8om. Nor I, but stoop with patience to my fortune. 

[Exeunt Oxf. and Som., guarded, 

Q. Mar. So part we sadly in this troublous world, 
To meet with joy in sweet Jerusalem. 

K, Edw, Is proclamation made that who finds Edward 
Shall have a high reward, and he his life? 

Glo. It is; and lo, where youthful Edward comes. 

Enter Soldiers, with Prince Edward. 

K, Edw. Bring forth the gallant, let us hear him speak. 
What ! can so j'^oung a thorn begin to prick? — 
Edward, what satisiaction canst thou make 
For bearing arms, for stirring up my subjects, 
And all the trouble thou hast tum'd me to ? 

Prince. Speak like a subject, proud ambitious York ! 
Suppose that I am now my father's mouth ; 
Resign thy chair, and where I stand kneel thou, 
Whilst I projKwe the self-same words to thee. 
Which, traitor, thou wouldst have me answer to. 

Q. Mar, Ah, that thy father had been so resolv'd? 

Olo. That you might still have worn the petticoat. 
And ne'er have stolii the breech from Lancaster. 

Prince. Let ^sop fable in a winter's night; 
His currish riddles sort not with this place. 

Olo, By heaven, brat, I'll plague you for that word. 

Q. Mar. Ay, thou wast bom to be a plague to men. 

Olo. For God's sake, take away this captive scold. 

Prince, Nay, take away this scolding crook-back rather. 

K, Edw, Peace, wilful boy, or I'll cmirm your tongue. 
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ClaT. Untutor'd lad, thou art too malapert. 

Prince. I know my duty ; you are all undutiful : 
Lascivious Edward, — and thou, perjur'd George, — 
And thou, miBsha})en Dick, — I tell ye all 
I am your better, traiters as ye are ; — 
And thou usurp'st my father's right and mine. 

K. Edw. Take that, the likeness of this railer here. 

[Stabs him, 

Olo, Sprawl'st thou? take that, to end thy agony. 

[/Stabs him. 

Clar, And there 's for twitting me with perjury. 

[Stabs him, 

Q, Mar. O, kill me too I 

Olo. Marry, and shall. [Offers to hill her. 

K. Edw. Hold, Richard, hold ; for we have done too much. 

Olo. Why should she live, to fill the world with words? 

K. Edw. What, doth she swoon? use means for her re- 
covery. 

Olo. Clarence, excuse me to the king my brother ; 
m hence to London on a serious matter : 
Ere ye come there, be sure to hear some news. 

Clar. What? what? 

OU). The Tower! the Tower I [ExU. 

Q. Mar. O Ned, sweet Ned ! sj)eak to thy mother, boy ! 
Canst thou not speak? — traitors! murderers! — 
They that stabb'd Caesar shed no blood at aU, 
Did not offend, nor were not worthy blame, 
If this foul deed were by to equal it : 
He was a man ; — this, in respect, a child, — 
And men ne'er spend their fory on a child. 
What 's worse than murderer, that I may name it ? 
No, no, my heart will burst, an if I speak : — 
And I wiU ST)eak, that so my heart may burst. — 
Butehers ana villains! bloody cannibals! 
How sweet a plant have you untimely cropp'd! 
You have no children, butchers ! if you had, 
The thought of them would have stirr'd up remorse : 
But if you ever chance to have a child. 
Look in his youth to have him so cut off 
As, deathsmen, you have rid this sweet young prince! 

K. Edw. Away with her; go, bear her hence perforce. 

Q, Mar. Nay, never bear me hence, despatch me here ; 
Here sheathe tny sword, I'll pardon ijiee my death : 
What, wilt thou not? — ^then, Clarence, do it thou. 

Clar. By heaven, I will not do thee so much ease, [do it. 

Q. Mar. Good Clarence, do; sweet Clarence^ do thou 
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Clar, Didst thou not hear me swear I would not do it? 

Q. Mar. Ay, but thou usest to forswear thyself: 
*Twas sin before, but now 'tis charity. 
"What ! wilt thou not? — ^Where is that devil's butcher, 
Hard-favour'd Richard? — Richard, where art thou? 
Thou art not here : murder is thy alms-deed; 
Petitioners for blood thou ne'er putt'st back. 

K, Edw, Away, I say ; I charge ye, bear her hence. 

Q. Mar. So come to you and yours as to this prince ! 

[Exitj led <mt forcibly. 

K. Edw. Where's Richard gone? 

Clar, To London, all in post ; and, as I guess, 
To make a bloody supper in the Tower. 

K. Edw. He 's sudden, if a thing comes in his head. 
Kow march we hence : discharge Sie common sort 
With pay and thanks, and let 's away to London, 
And see our gentle queen how well she fares, — 
By this, I hope, she hath a son for me. [Eoceunt. 



SCENE VL— London. A Room in the Tower. 

King Henry is discovered sitting with a booh in his hand^ 
the Lieutenant attending. Enter Glosteb. 

Olo. Good-day, my lord. What, at your book so hard? 

K. Hen. Ay, my good lord: — ^my lord, I should say 
rather ; 
'Tis sin to flatter, good was little better : 
Good Gloster and good devil were alike, 
And both preposterous : therefore, not good lord. 

Olo. Sirrah, leave us to ourselves : we must confer. 

{Exit Lieutenant. 

K. Hen. So flies the reckless shepherd from the wolf; 
So first the harmless sheep doth 3rield his fleece. 
And next his throat unto the butcher's knife. — 
What scene of death hath Roscius now to act? 

Oh. Suspicion always haunts the guilty mind ; 
The thief doth fear each bush an officer. 

K. Hen. The bird that hath been limed in a bush. 
With trembhnff wings misdoubteth every bush ; 
And I, the ha^ess male to one sweet biid, 
Have now the fatal object in my eye 
Where my poor young was lim'd, was caught, and kill'd. 

Oh. "Why, what a peevish fool was that of Crete, 
That taught his son the office of a fowl ! 
And yet, for all his wings, the fool was drown'd 
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K. Hen. I, Daedalus ; my poor boy, Icarus ; 
Thy father, Minos, that denied our course ; 
The sun, that sear'd the wings of my sweet boy. 
Thy brother Edward ; and thyself, the sea, 
Whose envious eulf did swallow up his life. 
Ah, kill me with thy weapon, not with words ! 
My breast can better brook thy dagger's jwint 
Than can my ears that tragic history. 
But wherefore dost thou come? is't for my life? 

Oh. Think'st thou I am an executioner? 

K, Hen, A persecutor, I am sure, thou art: 
If murderine innocents be executing. 
Why, then Siou art an executioner. 

Oh, Thy son I kill'd for his presumption. 

K, Hen, Hadst thou been kill'd when first thou didst 
presume. 
Thou haast not liv'd to kill a son of mine. 
And thus I prophesy, — that many a thousand, 
Which now mistrust no parcel of my fear. 
And many an old man's sigh, and many a widow's, 
And many an orphan's water-standing eye, — 
Men for their sons, wives for their husbands, 
And orphans for their parents' timeless death, — 
Shall rue the hour that ever thou wast bom. 
The owl shriek'd at thy birth, — an evil sign ; 
The night-crow cried, aboding luckless time ; 
Dogs howl'd, and hideous tempest shook down trees ; 
The raven rook'd her on the chimney's top, 
And chattering pies in dismal discords sung. 
Thy mother felt more than a mother's pain, 
And yet brought forth less than a mother's hope, 
To wit,— 

An indigest deformed lump, 
Not like the finiit of such a goodly tree. 
Teeth hadst thou in thy he^kl when thou wast bom. 
To signify thou cam'st to bite the world : 
And if the rest be true which I have heard. 
Thou cam'st — 

Olo, ril hear no more : — die, prophet, in thy si)eech : 

[Staba Jtim, 
For this, amongst the rest, was I ordain'd. 

K. Hen. Ay, and for much more slaughter after this. 
O God forgive my sins and j)ardon thee! [Dies, 

Olo. What, will the aspiring blood of Lancaster 
Sink in the ground ? I thought it would have mounted. 
See how my sword weeps for the poor king's death ! 
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0, may such purple tears be alway shed 

From those tnat wish the dowiifaU of our houae ! — 

If any spark of life be yet remaining, 

Down, down to hell ; and say I sent thee thither, — 

[St(»bs Mm again. 

1, that have neither pity, love, nor fear. — 
Indeed, 'tis true that Henry told me of; 
For I have often heard my mother say 

I came into the world with my legs forward : 

Had I not reason, think ye, to n^e haste. 

And seek their ruin that uaurp'd our right : 

The midwife wondered ; and the women cried, 

O, Jesus bless us, he is horn with teeth t 

And so I was, which plainly signified 

That I should snarl, and bite, and play the dog. 

Then, since the heavens have shaped my body so, 

Let hell make crook'd my mind to answer it. 

I have no brother, I am like no brother ; 

And this word ^vs, which greybeards call divine, 

Be resident in men like one another, 

And not in me : I am myself alone. — 

Clarence, beware ; thou keep'st me &om the light : 

But I wUl sort a pitchy day for thee ; 

For I will buzz abroad sucn prcphecies 

That Edward shall be fearfal of his life : 

And then, to purge his fear, I'll be thy death. 

King Henrv and the prince his son are gone : 

Clarence, thy turn is next, and then the rest ; 

Counting myself but bad till I be best. — 

I'll throw thy body in another room. 

And triumph, Henry, in thy day of doom. 

[Exit with the hodp. 



SCENE VIL—LoNDOiT. A Room in the Palace, 

Flourish, Kino Edwabd is discovered sitting on his throne; 
Queen Elizabeth with the in/ant Prince, Clarence, 
Gloster, Hastings, and others^ near him, 

K, Edw. Once more we sit in England's royal throne, 
Repurchas'd with the blood of enemies. 
What valiant foemen, like to autumn's com, 
Have we mow'd down in tops of all their pride! 
Three Bukes of Somerset, — ^threefold renown'd 
For hardy and undoubted champions ; 
Two CHfforda^ as the lather and the scm; 
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And two Noiihumberlands, — two braver men 

Ne'er spurr'd their coursers at the trumpet's sound ; 

With them the two brave bears, Warwick and Montague, 

That in their chains fetter'd the kingly lion, 

And made the forest tremble when they roar'd. 

Thus have we swept suspicion from our seat, 

And made our footstool of security. — 

Come hither, Bess, and let me kiss my boy. — 

Youn^ Ned, for thee, thine uncles and myself 

Have in our armours watch'd the winter's night ; 

Went all afoot in summer's scalding heat, 

That thou michtst repossess the crown in peace : 

And of our laoours thou shalt reap the gain. 

Olo, I'll blast his harvest if your head were laid ; 
For yet I am not look'd on in the world. 
This shoulder was ordain'd so thick to heave ; 
And heave it shall some weight, or break my back • — 
Work thou the way, — and that shalt execute. \A»ide, 

K, Edw. Clarence and Gloster, love my lovely queen ; 
And kiss your princely nephew, brothers both. 

Clar. The dutjr that I owe unto your majesty 
I seal upon the lips of this sweet babe. 
K. Jadw. Thanks, noble Clarence; worthy brother, 

thanks. 
Olo. And, that I love the tree from whence thou sprang'st. 
Witness the loving kiss I give the fruit. — 
To say the truth, so Judas kiss'd his master, 
And cried, all hail! when as he meant all harm. [Aside, 

K. Edw. Now am I seated as my soul delights. 
Having my country's i)eace and brothers' loves. 

Clar. What will your grace have done with Margaret? 
Reignier, her father, to the King of France 
Hatn pawn'd the Sicils and Jerusalem, 
And hither have they sent it for her ransom. 

K. Edw. Away with her, and waft her hence to France. 
And now what rests but that we spend the time 
With stately triumphs, mirthful comic shows. 
Such as befit the pleasure of the court? 
Sound drums and trumpets ! farewell, sour annoy ! 
For here, I hope, begins our lasting joy. [Exeunt. 
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THE LIFE AND DEATH 

KING RICHARD IIL 



ACT I. 
SCENE L —London. A Street. 



Enter Gloster. 

Qlo. Now is the winter of our discontent 
Made elorious summer by this sun of York ; 
And afi the clouds that lowered upon our house 
In the deep bosom of the ocean buried. 
Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths ; 
Our*bruised arms hung up for monuments ; 
Our stem alarums chang'd to merry meetings, 
Our dreadful marches to delightful measures. 
Grim-visag'd war hath smoothed his wrinkled front; 
And now, — instead of mounting barbed steeds 
To fright the souls of fearful adversaries, — 
He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber 
To the lascivious pleasing of a lute. 
But I, — ^that am not shaped for sportive tricks, 
Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass ; 
I, that am rudely stamped, and want love's majesty 
To strut before a wanton ambling nymph ; 
I, that am curtailed of this fair proportion. 
Cheated of feature by dissemblmg nature, 
Deform'd, unfinished, sent before mv time 
Into this breathing world scarce half made up. 
And that so lamely and unfashionabllfr 
That dogs bai^ at me as I halt by them ; — 
Why, I, in this weak piping time of peace, 
Have no delight to pass away the tim^ 
Unless to spy my shadow in the sun, 
And descant on mine own deformity : 
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And therefore, — since I cannot prove a lover, 

To entertain these fair well-spoken days, — 

I am determined to prove a villain, 

And hate the idle pleasures of these days. 

Plots have I laid, mdnctions dangerous. 

By drunken prophecies, libels, and dreams, 

To set my brother Clarence and the king 

In deadly hate the one against the other : 

And, if King Edward be as true and just 

As I am subtle, false, and treacherous. 

This day should Clarence closely be mew*d up, — 

About a prophecy, which says that G 

Of Edward's heirs the murderer shall be. 

Dive, thoughts, down to my soul : — ^here Clarence comes. 

Enter Clarence, gtmrded, and Brakbnbuby. 

Brother, good day : what means this armed guard 
That waits vlj^ou your grace ? 

Clar. His majesty. 

Tendering my person's safety, hath apx)ointed 
This conduct to convey me to the Tower. 

Olo, Upon what cause ? 

Clar, Because my name is G^rge. 

Olo. Alack, my lord, that fault is none of yours ; 
He should, for that, commit your godfathers : — 
0, belike his majesty hath some intent 
That you shaU be new-christen'd in the Tower. 
But what 's the matter, Clarence ? may I know ? 

Clar, Yea, Richard, when I know ; for I protest 
As yet I do not : but, as I can learn, 
He hearkens after prophecies and dreams ; 
And from the cross-row plucks the letter G, 
And says a wizard told him that by G 
His issue disinherited should be; 
And, for my name of George begins with G, 
It follows in his thought that I am he. 
These, as I learn, and such like toys as these, 
Have mov'd his highness to commit me now. 

Olo. Why, this it is, when men are rul'd by women : — 
'Tis not the king that sends you to the Tower; 
My Lady Grey, nis wife, Clarence, 'tis she 
That tempers him to this extremity. 
Was it not she, and that good man of worship, 
Antony Woodville, her brother there, 
That made him send Lord Hastings to the Tower, 
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From whence this present day he is deKver'd? 
We are not safe, Clarence ; we are not safe. 

Glar, By heaven, I think there is no man secure 
But the queen's kindred, and night-walking heralds 
That trudge betwixt the kin? and Mistress Shore. 
Heard you not what an humble suppliant 
Lord Hastings was to her for his delivery ? 

Olo. Humbly complaining to her deity 
Got mv lord cWbekaiB hS> Uberty. 
m tell you what, — I think it is our way, 
If we will keep in favour with the king, 
To be her men, and wear her livery : 
The jealous o'er- worn widow and herself. 
Since that our brother dubb'd them gentlewomen. 
Are mighty gossips in this monarchy. 

Brah. I beseech your graces both to pardon me ; 
His majesty hath straitly given in charge 
That no man shall have private conference. 
Of what degree soever, with his brother. 

Olo. Even so; an please your worship, Brakenbury, 
You may partake of anything we say : 
We speak no treason, man ; — ^we say the king 
Is wise and virtuous ; and his noble queen 
Well struck in years, fair, and not jesQous; — 
We say that Shore's wife hath a pretty foot, 
A cherry lip, a bonny eye, a passing pleasing tongue; 
And the queen's kindred are made gentlefolks : 
How say you, sir? can you deny all this ? 

Brah With this, my lord, myself have nausht to do. 

Olo. Naught to do with Mistress Shore I 1 tellthee, fellow, 
He that dotn naught with her, excepting one, 
Were best to do it secretly, alone. 

Brah What one, my lord ? 

Olo. Her husband, knave : — ^wouldst thou betray me ? 

Brah I beseech your grace to pardon me ; and, withal, 
Forbear your conference with the noble duke. 

Clar. We know thy charge, Brakenbury, and will obey. 

Olo. We are the queen's abjects, and must obey. — 
Brother, farewell: I will unto the king; 
And whatsoe'er you will employ me in, — 
Were it to call King Edward's widow sister, — 
I will perform it to enfranchise you. 
Meantime, this deep disgrace in brotherhood 
Touches me deeper than you can imi^ine. 

Clar. I know it pleaseth neither of ns welL 

Olo, Well, your imprisonmeat BhaSi'Xic^»\»Vso%\ 
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I will deliver yoa, or else lie for you : 
Meantime, have patience. 

Clar, I must perforce : farewell. 

[Exeunt Glab., Brak., and Guard. 

Qlo, Qto, tread the patii that thou shalt ne'er return, 
Simple, plain Clarence ! — ^I do love thee so 
That I will shortly send thy soul to heaven. 
If heaven will take the present at our hands. — 
But who comes here ? the new-deliver'd Hastings? 

Enter Hastings. 

Hast Good time of day unto my gracious lord! 

OU), As much unto my good lord chamberlain! 
Well are you welcome to tnis open air. 
How hath your lordship brook'd imprisonment ? 

Hast, With patience, noble lord, as prisoners must : 
But I shall live, my lord, to give them thanks 
That were the cause of my imprisonment. 

Oh. No doubt, no doubt; and so shall Clarence too; 
For they that were your enemies are his. 
And have prevail'd as much on him as you. 

//cut. More pity that the eagle should be meVd 
While kites and buzzards prey at liberty. 

Qlo, What news abroad ? 

Hast, No news so bad abroad as this at home,-- 
The king is sickly, weak, and melancholy, 
And his physicians fear him mightily. 

Qlo, Now, by Saint Paul, this news is bad indeed. 
0, he hath kept an evil diet long, 
Aiid overmuch consum'd his royal person: 
'Tis very grievous to be thought upon. 
What, is he in his bed ? 

Host, He is. 

OU). Go you before, and I will follow you. [ExU Hast. 
He cannot live, I hope ; and must not die 
Till George be pack'd with posthorse up to heaven, 
m in, to urge his hatred more to Clarence, 
With lies wSl steel'd with weighty arguments; 
And, if I fail not in my deep intent, 
Clarence hath not another day to live : 
Which done, God take King Edward to his mercy. 
And leave the world for me to bustle in! 
For then I'll marry Warwick's youngest daughter : 
What though I kill'd her husband and her father? 
The readiest way to make the wench amends 
Is to become her husband and her father: 
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The whicli will I ; sot all so mucli for love 

As for aDother secret close intent, 

By marrying her, which I must reach unto. 

But yet I run before my horse to market : 

Clarence still breathes ; Edward still lives and reigns : 

When they are gone, then must I count my gains. [IhdL 



SCENE IL— London. Another Street 

Enter the Corpse of King Henry the Sixth, home in an 
open coffin, Gentlemen bearing halberds to guard it; and 
Lady Anne asmoumer* 

Anne. Set down, set down your honourable load, — 
If honour may be shrouded in a hearse, — ' 
Whilst I awlule obsequiously lament 
The untimely fall of virtuous Lancaster. — 
Poor key-cold figure of a holy king! 
Pale ashes of the house of Lancaster! \ 

Thou bloodless remnant of that royal blood ! 
Be it lawful that I invocate thy ghost. 
To hear the lamentations of poor Anne, 
Wife to thy Edward, to thy slaughter'd son, 
Stabb'd by the self-same hand that made these wounds! 
Lo, in these windows that let forth thy life, 
I pour the helpless balm of my poor eyes : — 
O, cursed be the hand that made these holes I 
Cursed the heart that had the heart to do it! 
Cursed the blood that let this blood from hence I 
More direful hap betide that hated wretch 
That makes us wretched by the death of thee, 
Than I can wi^ to adders, spiders, toads. 
Or any creeping venom'd thing that lives ! 
If ever he have child, abortive be it. 
Prodigious, and untimely brought to light, 
Whose ugly and unnatural aspect 
May fright the hopeful mother at the view; 
And that be heir to his unhimpiness! 
If ever he have wife, let her be made 
More miserable by the death of him 
Than I am made oy my young lord and thee! — 
Come, now towards Chertsey with your holy load. 
Taken from Paul's to be interred there ; 
And still, as ^^ou are weary of the weight. 
Best you, whiles I lament King Henry's corse. 

[^Ae Bearers take up the Corp^ and ttdvance. 
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Enter GuoaTJSR, 

Oh). Stay, yon that bear the corse, and set it down. 

Anne, What black ma^cian conjures ap this fiend. 
To stop devoted charitabk deeds ? 

Olo, Villains, set down the corse ; or, by Saint Panl, 
m make a corse of him that disobeys! 

1 Oent. My lord, stand back, and let the coffin pass. 

OU). Unmanner'd do^ ! stand thou, when I command : 
Advance thy halberd higher than my breast. 
Or, by Saint Paul, I'll strike thee to my foot. 
And spurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldness. 

[The Bearers set down the coffin, 

Anne. What, do you tremble ? are you all afraid? 
Alas, I blame you not ; for vou are mortal. 
And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil. — 
Avaunt, thou dreadful minister of hell ! 
Thou hadst but power over his mortal body, 
His soul thou canst not have ; therefore, be gone. 

Olo, Sweet saint, for charity, be not so curst. 

Anne. Foul devil, for God's sake, hence, and trouble us 
not; 
For thou hast made the happy earth thy hell, 
Fill'd it with cursing cries and deep exclaims. 
If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds. 
Behold this pattern of thy butcheries. — 
0, gentlemen, see, see! dead Henry's wounds 
Open their coneeal'd mouths and bleed afresh ! 
Blush, blush, l£ou lump of foul deformity ; 
For 'tis thy presence that exhales this blood 
From cold and empty veins, where no blood dwells; 
Thy deed, inhuman and unnatural, 
Provokes this deluee most unnatural — 
God, which this blood mad'st, revenge hia death! 
O earth, which this blood drink'st, revenge his death! 
Either, heaven, with lightning strike the murderer dead; 
Or, earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick, 
As thou dost swallow up this good kins^ blood, 
Which his hell-govem'cf arm hath butchered! 

Olo. Lady, you know no rules of charity. 
Which renders good for bad, blessings for curses. 

Anne, Villain, thou know'st no law of God nor man,f 
No beast so fierce but knows some touch of pity. 

0U>, But I know none, and tiierefore am no beast. 

Anne. O wonderful, when devils tell the truth! 

Qlo. More wonderful when angels are so angry. — 
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YoTicbsafe, divine perfection of a woman, 

~ these supposed evils to give me leave, 
By circumstance, but to acquit myself. 

Anne. Vouchsafe, diffus'd infection of a man, 
For these known evils but to give me leave. 
By circumstance, to curse thy cursed self. 

Olo. Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me have 
Some patient leisure to excuse myself. 

Anne, Fouler than heart can think thee, thou canst make 
No excuse current, but to hans thyself. 

Oh. By such despair I shomd accuse m3nielf. 

Anne. And by despairing shalt thou stand excus'd; 
For doing worthy vengeance on thyself, 
That didst unworthy slaughter upon others. 

Olo. Say that I slew them not ? 

Anne. Then say they were not slain : 

But dead they are, and, devilish slave, by thee. 

Olo. I did not kill your husband. 

Anne. Why, then, he is alive. 

Olo. Nay, he is dead; and slain by Edward's hand. 

Anne. In thy foul throat thou liest : Queen Margaret saw 
Thy murderous falchion smoking in his blood ; 
The which thou once didst bend against her breast, 
But that thy brothers beat aside the point. 

Olo. I was provoked by her slanderous tongue, 
That laid their guilt upon my guiltless shoulders. 

Anne. Thou wast provoked by thy bloody mind. 
That never dreamt on aught but butcheries : 
Didst thou not kill this king ? 

Olo. I grant ye. 

Anne. Dost grant me, hedgehog ? then, God grant me too 
Thou mayst be damned for that wicked deed! 
0, he was gentle, mild, and virtuous. 

Olo. The fitter for the King of heaven, that hath him. 

Anne. He is in heaven, where thou shalb never come. 

Olo. Let him thank me, that holp to send him thither; 
For he was fitter for that place than earth. 

Anne. And thou unfit for any place but helL 

Olo. Yes, one place else, if you will hear me name it. 

Anne. Some dungeon. 

Oh. Your bed-chamber. 

Anne. HI rest betide the chamber where thou liest ! 

Oh. So will it, madam, till I lie with you. 

Anne, I hope so. 

Olo. I know so. — ^But, gentle Lady Anne, — 

To leave this keen encounter of our wits, 
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And fall somewhat into a slower method, — 
Is not the causer of the timeless deaths 
Of these Plantagenets, Henry and Edward, 
As blameful as the executioner? 

Anne. Thou wast the cause and most accursed effectb 

Olo. Your beauty was the cause of that effect ; 
Your beauty, that did haunt me in my sleep 
To undertaKe the death of all the world. 
So I might live one hour in your sweet bosom. 

Anne. If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide. 
These nails should rend that beauty from my cheeks. 

Olo. These eyes could not endure that beauty's wreck ; 
You should not blemish it if I stood by : 
As all the world is cheered by the sun. 
So I by that ; it is my day, my life. 

Anne. Black night o'ershade thy day, and death thy life ! 

Olo. Curse not thyself, fair creature ; thou art both. 

Anne. I would I were, to be revenged on thee. 

Olo. It is a quarrel most unnatural. 
To be reven^'d on him that loveth thee. 

Anne. It is a quarrel just and reasonable. 
To be reveng'd on him that kill'd my husband. 

Olo. He tnat bereft thee, lady, of thy husband, 
Did it to help thee to a better husband. 

Anne. His better doth not breathe upon the earth. 

Olo. He lives that loves thee better than he could. 

Anne. Name him. 

Olo. Plantagenet. 

Anne. Why, that was he. 

Olo. The self-same name, but one of better nature. 

Anne. Where is he? 

Olo. Here. [She spits at him.] Why dost 

thou spit at me? 

Anne. Woula it were mortal poison, for thy sake I 

Olo. Never came poison from so sweet a place. 

Anne. Never hung poison on a fouler toad. 
Out of my sight ! thou dost infect miue eyes. 

Olo. Thine eyes, sweet lady, have infected mine. 

Anne. Would they were basilisks, to strike thee dead I 

Olo. I would they were, that I might die at once ; 
For now they kill me with a living death. 
Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn salt tears, 
Sham'd their aspects with store of childish drox» : 
These eyes, which never shed remorseful tear, 
No, when my father York and Edward wept. 
To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made 
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When black -fac*d Clifford shook his sword at him; 

Nor when thy warlike father, like a child, 

Told the sad story of my father's death, 

And twenty times made pause, to sob and weep, 

That all the standers-by had wet their cheeks, 

like trees bedash'd with rain ; in that sad time 

My manly eyes did scorn an humble tear ; 

And what these sorrows could not thence exhale, 

Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with weeping. 

I never su^d to fnend nor enemy ; 

My tongue could never learn sweet smoothing word ; 

But, now thy beauty is propos'd my fee, 

My proud heart sues, and prompts my tongue to speak. 

[S/ie looks acomfuMy at him. 
Teach not thy lip such scorn ; for it was made 
For kissing, lady, not for such contempt. 
If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive, 
Lo, here I lend thee this sharp-pomted sword ; 
Which if thou please to hide m this true breast, 
And let the soul forth that adoreth thee, 
I lav it naked to the deadly stroke, 
And humbly beg the death upon my knee. 
Nay, do not pause; for I did kill King Henry, — 

[He lays his breast open ; she offers at it with his sword. 
But *twas thy beauty that provoked me. 
Nay, now despatch; 'twas I that stabb'd young Edward, — 

[She again offers ai his breasL 
But 'twas thy heavenly face that set me on. 

[Sfie lets fall the sword. 
Take up the sword again, or take up ma 

Anne. Arise, dissembler : though I wish thy death 
I will not be thy executioner. 

Olo, Then bid me kill myself, and I will do it. 

Anne, I have already. 

Olo, ^ ^ That was in thv rage : 

Speak it again, and, even with the word. 
This hand, which for thy love did kill thy love, 
Shall, for thy love, kill a far truer love ; 
To both their deaths shalt thou be accessary. 

Anne, I would I knew thy heart. 

OU). Tis figured in my tongue. 

Anne, I fear me both are false. 

Olo, Then never man was true. 

Anne, Well, well, put up y^our sword. 

Olo, Say, then, my jieace is made. 

Arme, That shalt thou know liei^^ex^ 



\ 
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OU), But shall I live in hope? 

Anne. All men, I hope, live so. 

OU). Vouchsafe to wear this ring. 

Anne, To take is not to give. \8he puts on the ring. 

OU). Look, how this ring encompasseth thy finger, 
Even so thy breast encloseth my poor heart ; 
Wear both of them, for both of them are thine. 
And if thy poor devoted servant may 
But bctt one favour at thy gracious hand, 
Thou <K>8t confirm his happiness for ever. 

Anne. What is it? 

OU). That it may please you leave these sad designs 
To him that hath more cause to be a mourner. 
And presently repair to Crosby Place ; 
Where, — after I nave solemnly interred. 
At Chertse^ monastery, this noble king. 
And wet his crave witii my repentant tears, — 
I will with au expedient duty see you : 
For divers unknown reasons, I beseech you. 
Grant me this boou. 

Anne. With all my heart ; and much it joys me too 
To see you are become so penitent. — 
Tressel and Berkley, 20 along with me. 

OU). Bid me farew^ 

Anne, 'Tis more than you deserve ; 

But since you teach me how to flatter you. 
Imagine I have said farewell already. 

[Exeunt Lady Anns, Tbess., and Bebk. 

OU). Sirs, take up the corse. 

Qant. Towards Chertsey, noble lord? 

OU). No, to White-Friars; there attend my coming. 

[Exeunt the rest, with the Uorpse. 
Was ever woman in this humour woo'd? 
Was ever woman in this humour won? 
m have her ; but I will not keep her long. 
What 1 I, that kill'd her husband and his &ther. 
To take her in her heart's extremest hate ; 
With curses in her mouth, tears in her eyes, 
The bleeding witness of her hatred by; 
Having God, her conscience, and these ban against 

me. 
And I no friends to back my suit withal. 
But the plain devil and dissembling looks. 
And yet to win her, — all the world to nothing I 
Hal 
Hath she forgot already that brave prince^ 
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Edward, her lord, whom I, some three months smce, 

Stabb'd in my angry mood at Tewksbury? 

A sweeter and a lovelier gentleman, — 

Fram'd in the prodigality of nature, 

Young, valiant, wise, and, no doubt, right royal, — 

The spacious world cannort again afford: 

And will she yet abase her eyes on me. 

That cropp'd the golden prime of this sweet prince, 

And made her widow to a woeful bed? 

On me, whose all not equals Edward's moiety? 

On me, that halt and am misshapen thus? 

My dukedom to a beggarly denier, 

I do mistake my person aU this while : 

Upon my life, she finds, although I cannot, 

Myself to be a marvellous jproper man. 

rU be at charges for a looking-glass ; 

And entertain a score or two oi tailors. 

To study fSEtf hions to adorn my body : 

Since I am crept in favour with myself^ 

I will maintain it with some little cost. 

But first I'll turn yon fellow in his grave; 

And then return lamenting to my love. — 

Shine out, fair sun, till I nave bought a glass, 

That I may see my shadow as I pass. [Exit. 



SCENE ILL — ^London. A Boom in the Palace. 

Enter Queen Elizabeth, Lord Rivers, and Lord Grey. 

Biv. Have patience, madam: there's no doubt his 
majesty 
WiU soon recover his accustom'd health. 

Orey. In that you brook it ill, it makes him worse : 
Therefore, for God's sake, entertain good comfort, 
And cheer his grace with quick and merry words. 

Q. Eliz. If he were deacC what would betide on me? 

Orey. No other harm but loss of such a lord. 

Q. Eliz. The loss of such a lord includes all harms. 

Orey. The heavens have bless'd you with a goodly son. 
To be your comforter when he is gone. 

Q. Eliz. Ah, he is young; and his minority 
Is put unto the trust of Richard Gloster, 
A man that loves not me, nor none of you. 

Biv. Is it concluded he shall be protector? 

Q. Eliz. It is determin'd, not coiiQilxiAft\'5^\»\ 
But BO it must be, if the king unaosartY* 
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Enter Buckingham and Stanley. 

€frey. Here come the Lords of Buckingham and Stanley. 

Buck, Good time of day unto your royal grace ! 

Stan. God make your majesty joyful as you have been! 

Q. Eliz. The Countess Richmond, good my Lord of 
Stanley, 
To your good prayer will scarcely say amen. 
Yet, Stanley, notwithstanding she's your wife, 
And loves not me, be you, goiod lord, assur'd 
I hate not you for her proud arrogance. 

Stan, I do beseech you, either not believe 
The envious slanders of her false accusers; 
Or, if she be accus'd on true report. 
Bear with her weakness, which I think proceeds 
From wayward sickness, and no grounded malice. 

Q. Eliz. Saw you the king to-day, my Lord of Stanley? 

Stan, But now the Duke of Buckingham and I 
Are come from visiting his majesty. 

Q. Eliz. What likelmood of his amendment, lords? 

Buck. Madam, good hope ; his grace speaks cheerfully; 

Q, Eliz. God grant him health! Did you confer with 
him? 

Buck, Ay, madam : he desires to make atonement 
Between the Duke of Gloster and your brothers. 
And between them and my lord chamberlain; 
And sent to warn them to his royal presence. 

Q. Eliz. Would all were well ! — ^but that will never be : 
I fear our happiness is at the height. 

Enter Gloster, Hastings, and Dorset. 

Olo, They do me wrong, and I will not endure it : — 
Who are they that complain unto the king 
That I, forsooth, am stem, and love them not? 
By holy Paul, they love his CTace but lightly 
That fill his ears with such mssentious rumours. 
Because I cannot flatter and speak fair. 
Smile in men's faces, smooth, deceive, and cog. 
Duck with French nods and apish courtesy, 
I must be held a rancorous enemy. 
Cannot a plain man live, and think no harm. 
But thus his simple truth must be abus'd 
By silken, sly, insinuating Jacks? 

Grey, To whom in all this presence speaks your grace? 

Olo, To thee, that hast nor honesty nor grace. 
When have I injured thee ? when done thee wrong? — 
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Or thee ? — or thee ?— or any of your faction ? 
Aplague upon you all ! His royal grace, — 
Whom God preserve better than you would wish ! — 
Cannot be quiet scarce a breathing while. 
But you must trouble him with lewd complaints. 

Q. Eliz. Brother of Gloster, you mistake the matter. 
The king, on his own royal disposition, 
And not provoked by any suitor else — 
Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred, 
That in your outward action shows itself 
Against my children, brothers, and myself — 
mti^es him to send ; that thereby he may gather 
The ground of your ill-will, and so remove it. 

Gu>, I cann'bt tell : the world is grown so bad. 
That wrens may prey where eagles dare not perch : 
Since every Jack became a gentleman. 
There 's many a gentle person made a Jack. 

Q. Eliz. Come, come, we know your meaning, brother 
You envy my advancement, and my friends' : [Gloster; 
God grant we never may have need of you I 

Olo, Meantime, God grants that we nave need of you : 
Our brother is imprison d by^your means, 
Myself disgrac'd, and the nobility 
Held in contempt; while great promotions 
Are daily given to ennoble those ' 

That scarce, some two days since, were worth a noble. 

Q. Eliz, By Him that rais'd me to this careful height 
From that contented hap which I enjoy'd, 
I never did incense his majesty 
Against the Duke of Clarence, but have been 
An earnest advocate to plead for him. 
My lord, you do me shameful injury. 
Falsely to draw me in these vile suspects. 

Olo. You may deny that you were not the mean 
Of my Lord Hastings' late imprisonment. 

Riv. She may, my lord ; for, — 

Olo, She may. Lord Rivers! — ^why, who knows not so? 
She may do more, sir, than den3dng that : 
She may help you to many fsur preferments ; 
And then deny her aiding hand therein. 
And lay those honours on your high desert. 
What may she not? She may, — ay, marry, may she, — 

Riv, What, marry, may she? 

Qlo, What, marry, may she! marry with a king, 
A bachelor, a handsome stripling too : 
I wis your grandam had a worser match. 
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Q. Eliz. My Lord of Gloster, I have too long borne 
Your blunt upbraidings and your bitter scoffs : 
By heaven, I will acquaint his majesty 
Oi those CToss taunts that offc I have endur'd. 
I had rather be a country servant-maid 
Than a great queen, with this condition, — 
To be 80 baitea, scom'd, and stormed at. 

Unter Queen Margaret, behind. 

Small joy have I in being England's queen. 

Q. Mar. And lessen'd be that small, God, I beseech Him! 
Thy honour, state, and seat is due to me. 

Glo. What ! threat you me with telling of the king? 
Tell him, and spare not : look, what I have said 
I will avouch in presence of the king : 
I dare adventure to be sent to the Tower. 
*Tis time to speak, — ^my pains are quite forgot. 

Q. Mar. Out, devil ! I remember them too well : 
Thou kill'dst my husband Henry in the Tower, 
And Edward, my poor son, at Tewksburv. 

Olo. Ere you were queen, ay, or ^our husband king, 
I was a pack-horse in his great affairs; 
A weeder-out of his proud adversaries, 
A liberal rewarder of his friends : 
,To royalize his blood I spilt mine own. 

Q. Mar. Ay, and much better blood than his or thine. 

Olo. In all which time you and your husband Grey 
Were factious for the house of Lancaster ; — 
And, Rivers, so were you : was not your husband 
In Margaret's battle at Saint Albans slain? 
Let me put in your minds, if you forget, 
What you have been ere this, and what you are ; 
Withal, what I have been, and what I auL 

Q. Mar. A murderous villain, and so still thou art. 

Oh. Poor Clarence did forsake his father, Warwick ; 
Ay, and forswore himself, — ^which Jesu pardon! — 

Q. Mar. Which God revenge ! 

Olo. To fight on Edward's party, for the crown ; 
And for his meed, poor lord, he is mew'd un. 
I would to God my heart were flint, like Edward's, 
Or Edward's soft and pitiful, like mine : 
I am too childish-foolish for this world. 

Q. Mar. Hie thee to hell for shame, and leave this world. 
Thou cacodemon ! there thy kingdom is. 

Biv. My Lord of Gloster, in those busy days 
Which here you urge to prove us enemies, 
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We follow'd then our lord, our sovereign king ; 
So should we you, if you should be our king. 

Glo. If I should be! — I had rather be a pedler : 
Far be it from my heart, the thought thereof! 

Q, Miz. As little joy, my lord, as you suppose 
You should enjoy, were you this country's kmg, — 
As little joy you may suppose in me, 
That I enjoy, being the queen thereof. 

Q. Mar. As littfe joy enjoys the queen thereof; 
For I am she, and altogether joyless. 
I can no longer hold me patient. — [Advancing. 

Hear me, you wrangling pirates, that fall out 
In sharing that which ^you have pill'd &om me! 
Which of you trembles not that looks on me? 
If not that, I being queen, you bow like subjects. 
Yet that, by you depos'd, you quake like rebels? — 
Ah, gentle villain, do not turn away ! 

Glo. Foul wrinkled witch, what mak'st thou in my sight? 

Q. Mar. But repetition of what thou hast marr'd. 
That will I make before I let thee go. 

Glo. Wert thou not banished on pain of death? 

Q. Mar. I was ; but I do find more pain in bauishment 
Than death can yield me here by my aoode. 
A husband and a son thou ow'st to me, — 
And thou a kingdom, — all of ^ou allegiance: 
This sorrow that I have, by right is yours ; 
And all the pleasures you usurp are mine. 

Glo. The curse my noble father laid on thee. 
When thou didst crown his warlike brows with paper. 
And with thy scorns drew'st rivers from his eyes; 
And then, to dry them, gav'st the duke a clout 
Steep'd in the faultless blood of pretty Rutland ; — 
His curses, then &om bitterness of soul 
Denounced against thee, are all fallen upon thee ; 
And God, not we, hath plagu'd thy bloody deed. 

Q. Miz. So just is God, to right the innocent. 

Ha^t 0, 'twas the foulest deed to slay that babe. 
And the most merciless that e'er was heard o£ 

Biv. Tyrants themselves wept when it was reported. 

Dor. No man but prophesied revenge for it. 

Btick. Northumberland, then present, wept to see it. 

Q. Mar. What, were you snarling all before I came, 
Ready to catoh each other by the tm*oat. 
And turn you all your hatred now on me? 
Did York's dread curse prevail ;30 much with heavea 
That Henry's death, my lovely Edwaidla ^<&%\\^ 
VOL. IV, a 
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Their kingdom's loss, my woeful banishment, 

Could all but answer for that peevish brat? 

Can curses pierce the clouds and enter heaven ? — 

Why, then, give way, dull clouds, to my quick curses! — 

Though not by war, by surfeit die your kiiig. 

As ours by murder, to make him a kin^! 

Edward thy son, that now is Prince of Wales, 

For Edward my son, that was Prince of Wales, 

Die in his youth by like untimely violence 

Thyself a queen, for me that was a queen, 

Outlive thy glory, like my wretched self i 

Long mayst thou live to wail thy children's loss ; 

And see another, as I see thee now, 

Deck'd in thy rights, as thou art stalled in mine ! 

Long die thy happy days before thy death ; 

And, after manv lengthen'd hours of eriet 

Die neither mother, wife, nor England's queen ! — 

Rivers and Dorset, you were standers by, — 

And so wast thou. Lord Hastings, — when my son 

Was stabb'd with bloody daggers : God, I pray him, 

That none of you may five your natural age. 

But by some unlook'd accident cut off ! 

Glo. Have done thy charm, thou hateful withered hag. 

Q. Mar. And leave out thee? stay, dog, for thou skaH 
hear me. 
If heaven have any grievous plague in store. 
Exceeding those that I can wish upon thee, 
0, let them keep it till thy sins be ripe, 
Aiid then hurl down their indignation 
On thee, the troubler of the poor world's peace ! 
The worm of conscience still oe-gnaw thy soid 1 
Thy friends suspect for traitors while thou Uv st. 
And take deep traitors for thy dearest fiiends! 
No sleep close up that deadly eye of thine. 
Unless it be while some tormenting dream 
Aifrights thee with a heU of ugly devils ! 
Thou elvish-mark'd, abortive, rooting hog ! 
Thou that wast seal'd in thy nativity 
The slave of nature and the son of hell ! 
Thou slander of thy heavy mother's womb ! 
Thou loathed issue of thy father's loins! 
Thou rag of honour! thou detested — 

OU). Margaret. 

Q, Mar. Richard! 

Olo. • Ha? 

Q, Mar, I call thee not. 
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Olo. I cry thee mercy, tlien ; for I did think 
That thou hadst call'd me all t^ose bitter names. 

Q. Mar. Why, so I did ; but look'd for no repiy. 
O, let me make the period to my curse! 

Glo. 'Tis done by me, and ends in — Margaret. 

Q. Miz. Thus have you breath'd your curse against 
yoursell 

Q, Mar. Poor painted queen, vain flourish o( my fortimef 
Why streVst thou sugar on that bottled spider, 
Whose deadly web ensnareth thee about? 
Fool, fool! tnou whett'st a knife to kill 't^ysel£ 
The day will come that thou shalt wish for me 
To help thee curse this poisonous bunch-ba<^'d toad. 

Hast. False-boding woman, end thy frantic curse. 
Lest to thy harm thou move our patience. [mine. 

Q. Mar. Foul shame upon you! you have all mov'd 

Itiv. Were you well seiVd, you would be taught your 
duty. 

Q. Mar. To serve me well, you all should do me duty^ 
Teach me to be your queen, and you my subjects : 
O, serve me well, and teach yourselves that duty I 

Dor. Dispute not with her, — she is lunatic. 

Q. Mar. Peace, master marquis, you are malapert c 
Tour fire-new stamp of honour is scarce current : 
O, that your young nobility could judge 
What 'twere to lose it, and be miseraMe! 
They that stand high have many blasts to shake them; 
And if they iaM, they dash ^emseives to pieces. 

Glo. Good counsel, marry : — ^leam it, learn it, marquis. 

Dor. It touches you, my lord, as muck as me. 

Olo. Ay, and much more : but I was bom so high 
Our aeiy Duildel^ in the cedar's top. 
And dames with the wind, and scoras the sun. 

Q. Mar. And turns the sun to shade; — alasl i^as! — 
Witness my son, now in the shade of deal^ ; 
Whose bright out-shining beams thy cloudy wrath 
Hath in eternal darkness folded up. 
Your aery buildeth in our aery's nest:— 
O God, that see'st it, do not suffer it ; 
As it was won with blood, lost be it so! 

Buck. Peace, peace, for shame, if not for charity. 

Q. Mar. Urge neither charity nor shame to me : 
Uncharitably with me have you dealt. 
And shamefully my hopes by you are butcher'd. 
My charity is outrage, life my shame, — 
And in my shame still live my soitoV a Taj^\ 
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Buck. Have done, have done. 

Q. Mar. O princely Buckingham, TU kiss thy hand. 
In sign of league and amity with thee : 
Now fair befsul thee and tny noble house! 
Thy garments are not spotted with our blood, 
Kor Siou within the compass of my curse. 

Buck. Nor no one here ; for curses never pass 
The lips of those that breathe them in the air. 

Q. Mar. I will not think but they ascend the sky, 
And there awake God's gentle sleeping peace. 

Buckingham, take he^ of yonder dog! 

Look, when he fawns he bites ; and when he bites. 
His venom tooth will rankle to the death : 
Have not to do with him, beware of him ; 
Sin, death, and hell have set their marks on him. 
And all their ministers attend on him. 

Olo. What doth she say, my Lord of Buckingham? 

Buck. Nothing that I respect, my gracious lord. 

Q. Mar. What, dost thou scorn me for my gentlo 
counsel? 
And soothe the devil that I warn thee from? 
0, but remember this another day. 
When he shall split thy very heart with sorrow, 
And say, poor Margaret was a prophetess! — 
live each of you the subjects to his hate, 
And he to yours, and all of you to God's! [Exit. 

Hast. My hair doth stand on end to hear her curses. 

Riv. And so doth mine: I muse why she's at liberty. 

Olo. I cannot blame her : by God's holy mother, 
She hath had too much wrong ; and I repent 
My part thereof that I have done to her. 

Q. Eliz. I never did her any, to my knowledge. 

Glo. Tet you have all the vantage of her wrong. 

1 was too hot to do somebody good^ 
That is too cold in thinking of it now. 
Marry, as for Clarence, he is well repaid ; 
He is frank'd up to fatting for his pains ; 
Gk>d pardon them that are the cause thereof ! 

Biv. A virtuous and a Christian-like conclusion. 
To pray for them that have done scathe to us. 

Olo. So do I ever, being well advis'd ; 
For had I curs'd now, I had curs'd myself. [Aside. 

Enter Catesby. 

Catea. Madam, his majesty doth call for you, — 
And for your grace, — and you, my noble lords. 
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Q. Miz. Catesby, I come. — Lords, will you go with me ? 

"Riv. We wait upon your grace. [Exeunt all but Glosteb. 

Glo. I do the wrong, and first begin to brawl. 
The secret mischiefs tnat I set abroach 
I lay unto the grievous charge of others. 
Clarence, — whom I, indeed, have cast in darkness, — 
I do beweep to many simple gulls ; 
Namely, to Stanley, Hastmgs, Buckingham ; 
And tell them 'tis the queen and her allies 
That stir the king against the duke my brother. 
Now, they believe it ; and withal whet me 
To be reven^'d on Rivers, Vau^han, Grey : 
But then I sigh ; and, with a piece of Scripture, 
Tell them that God bids us do good for evil : 
And thus I clothe my naked villany 
With odd old ends stol'n forth of holy writ ; 
And seem a saint when most I play the deviL — 
But, soft ! here come my executioners. 

^ter two Murderers. 

How now, my hardy, stout-resolved mates ! 
Are you now going to despatch this thing? 

1 Murd. We are, my lord, and come to have the warrant, 
That we may be admitted where he is. 

Qlo, Well thought upon; — I have it here about me : 

\Q%ve8 the warrant. 
When you have done, repair to Crosby Place. 
But. sirs, be sudden in the execution. 
Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead ; 
For Clarence is well-spoken, and perhaps 
May move your hearts to pity, if you mark him. 

1 Murd. Tut, tut, my lord, we will not stand to prate ; 
Talkers are no good doers : be assured 
We go to use our hands, and not our tongues. 

Gfo. Your eyes drop millstones when fools* eyes fall tears : 
I like you, lads ; — about your business straight; 
Go, go, despatch. 

1 Murd. We will, my noble lord. [Exeunt, 



SCENE IV. — London. A Room in the Tower. 

Enter Clarence and Brakenbuby. 

Brah Why looks your grace so heavily to-day? 
Clar. 0, 1 have pass'd a miserable night, 
So full of fearful dreams, of ugly sights, 
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That, as I am a Christian fidthful man, 
I woold not si)end another sudi a night 
Though 'twere to bny a worid of happy days, — 
So full of dismal terror was the time ! 

Brak. What was yonr dream, my lord? I pray yon, tell 
me. 

Clar. Methought that I had broken from the Tower, 
And was embark'd to cross to Bui^midy ; 
And, in my company, my brother uloster ; 
Who from my cabin tempted me to walk 
Upon the hatches : thence we looked toward England, 
And cited ap a thousand heavy times, 
During the wars of York and Lancaster, 
That had befaH'n us. As we pac'd along 
Upon the giddy footing of the batches, 
Methought that Gloster stumbled ; and, in falling. 
Struck me, that thought to stay him, overboard 
Into the tumbling biUows of the main. 
Lord ! methought, what pain it was to drown! 
What dreadful noise of water in mine ears ! 
What sights of ugly death within mine eyes ! 
Methought I saw a thousand fearful wrecks ; 
A thousand men that fishes gnaw'd upon ; 
Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl, 
Inestmiable stones, unvalued jewels. 
All scattered in the bottom of the sea : 
Some lay in dead men's skulls ; and in those holes 
Where eyes did once inhabit there were crept, — 
As 'twere in scorn of eyes, — reflecting gems, 
That woo'd the slimy bottom of the deep, 
And mock'd the dead bones that lay scatter'd by. 

Brak, Had you such leisure in tne time of death 
To gaze upon the secrets of the deep? 

Clar. Methought I had ; and often did I strive 
To yield the ghost: bat still the envious flood 
Stopp'd in my soul, and would not let it forth 
To find the empty, vast, and wandering air ; 
But smo^er'd it within my planting bulk. 
Which almost burst te belch it in tne sea. 

Brak, Awak'd you not with this sore agony? 

Clar. N04 no, my dream was lengtiien'd after life ; 
0, then began the tempest te my soul! 
Ipass'd, methought, the melandioly flood 
With that^m lertyman which poets write of. 
Unto the lungdom of perpetual night. 
The first that there did ff^eet my stranger soul 
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Was m^^ ^reat father-in-law, renowned Warwick ; 
Who cried alond, Whai scourge for perjury 
Can this dark monarchy afford fcUse Clarence t 
And 80 he vanish'd : then came wandering by 
A shadow like an Angel, with bright hair 
Dabbled in blood ; and he shriek'd out alond, 
Clarence is come,— false, feting, perjur'd Clarence^^^ 
'That staWd me in the field by Teuskshury; — 
Seize on him. Furies, take him to your torments! 
With that, methou^ht, a le^on of foul fiends 
Environed me, and nowled m mine ears 
Such hideous cries that, with the very noise, 
I trembling wak'd, and for a season ^ter 
Could not believe but that I was in hell, — 
Such terrible impression made my dream. 

Brah. No marvel, lord, though it affrighted you ; 
I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell iC 

Clar. O Brakeubury, I have done those things, 
Hiat now give evidence against my soul. 
For Edward's sake ; and see how he requites me! — 
O God ! If my deep prayers cannot appease thee, 
But thou wilt be aveng'd on my misdeeds, 
Yet execute thy wrath in me alone, — 
0, spare my guiltless wife and my poor children ! — 
Keeper, I pr'ythee, sit by me awhile; 
My soul is heavy, and I &in would deep. 

Brak. I will, my lord ; God give your grace good rest ! — 

[Clakence reposes himsey^on a chair. 
Sorrow breaks seasons and reposing hours. 
Makes the night morning, ana the noontide night. 
Princes have but their titles for their glories, 
An outward honour for an inward toil ; 
And, for unfelt imaginations. 
They often feel a world of restless cares : 
So that, between their titles and low name. 
There's nothing differs but the outward fame. 

Enter tJie two Murderers. 

1 Murd. Ho ! who 's here ? [hither? 

Brak, What wouldst thou, fellow? and how cam st thou 

1 Murd. I would speak with Clarence, and I 'came 

hither on my legs. 
Brdk. What, so brief? 

2 Murd. Tis better, sir, than to be tedious. — 
Let him see our commission : talk no more. 

\A paper is delivered to BB.K3L,,MohaTW3iAA\fc« 
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Brak. I am, in this, commanded to deliver 
The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands : — 
I win not reason what is meant hereby 
Because I will be guiltless of the meaning. 
There hes the duke asleep, — and there the keys; 
I'll to the king, and signify to him 
That thus I have resign'd to you my charge. 

1 Murd. You may, sir ; 'tis a point of wisdom : far© you 
well. [Exit Braebnbury. 

2 Murd. What, shall we stab him as he sleeps? 

1 Murd, No ; he'll say 'twas done cowardly, when he 
wakes. 

2 Murd. When he wakes! why, fool, he shall never 
wake imtil the great judgment-day. 

1 Murd. Why, then he'll say we stabb'd him sleeping. 

2 Murd. The urging of that word judgment hatn bred 
a kind of remorse in me. 

1 Murd. What, art thou afraid? 

2 Murd. Not to kill him, having a warrant for it ; but 
to be damned for killing him, from the which no warrant 
can defend me. 

1 Murd. I thought thou hadst been resolute. 

2 Murd. So I am, to let him live. 

1 Murd. I'll back to the Duke of Gloster, and tell him so. 

2 Murd. Nay, I pr'ythee, stay a little : I hope my holy 
humour will change ; it was wont to hold me but while one 
tells twenty. 

1 Murd. How dost thou feel thyself now? 

2 Murd. Faith, some certain dregs of conscience are yet 
within me. 

1 Murd. Remember our reward, when the deed 's done. 

2 Murd. Zounds, he dies: I had forgot the reward. 

1 Murd. Where 's thy conscience now? 

2 Murd. In the Duke of Gloster's purse. 

1 Murd. So, when he opens his purse to give us our 
reward, thy conscience flies out. 

2 Murd. 'Tis no matter ; let it go ; there 's few or none 
will entertain it. 

1 Murd. What if it come to thee again ? 

2 Murd. I'll not meddle with it, — it makes a man a 
coward; a man cannot steal, but it accuseth him; a 
man cannot swear, but it checks him; a man cannot lie 
with his neighbour's wife, but it detects him : 'tis a blush- 
ing shame-faced spirit that mutinies in a man's bosom ; it 
fills one full of obstacles : it made me once restore a purse 
of gold that by chance I found ; it beggars any man that 
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keeps it: it is turned out of all towns and cities for a 
dangerous thing ; and every man that means to live well 
endeavours to trust to himself and live without it. 

1 Murd. Zounds, it is even now at my elbow, persuad- 
ing me not to kill the duke. 

2 Murd. Take the devil in thy mind, and believe him 
not : he would insinuate with thee but to make thee sigh. 

1 Murd. I am strong-framed, he cannot prevail with me. 

2 Murd. Spoke like a tall feUow that respects his re- 
putation. Come, shall we fall to work ? 

1 Murd.. Take him on the costard with the hilts of thy 
sword, and then tlyrow him into the malmsey-butt in the 
next rootai. 

2 Murd. O excellent device! and make a sop of him. 

1 Murd. Soft ! he wakes. 

2 Murd. Strike ! 

1 Murd. No, we'll reason with him. 

Clar. Where art thou, keeper? give me a cup of wine. 

1 Murd. You shall have wine enough, my lord, anon. 

Clar. In God's name, what art thou? 

1 Murd. A man, as you are. 

Clar. But not, as I am, royal. 

1 Murd. Nor you, as we are, loyal. 

Clar. Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks are humble. 

1 Murd. My voice is now the king's, my looks mine own. 

Clar. How darkly and how deadly dost thou speak ! 
Your eyes do menace me : why look you pale? 
Who sent you hither ? Wherefore do you come? 

Both Murd. To, to, to — 

Clar. To murder me ? 

Both Murd. Ay, ay. 

Clar, You scarcely have the hearts to tell me so, 
And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it. 
Wherein, my friends, have I offended you ? 

1 Murd. Offended us you have not, but the king. 
Clar. I shall be reconcil'd to him again. 

2 Murd. Never, my lord ; therefore prepare to die 
Clar. Are you drawn forth among a world of men 

To slay the innocent ? What is my offence ? 
Where is the evidence that doth accuse me ? 
What lawful quest have given their verdict up 
Unto the frowning judge ? or who pronounc'd 
The bitter sentence of poor Clarence' death ? 
Before I be convict by course of law, ' 

To threaten me with death is most unlawfuL 
I charge you, as you hope to have redemi^tioix 
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By Christ's dear blood shed for our grieyons sios, 
TWt you depart, and lay no hands on me : 
The deed you undertake is damnable. 

1 Murd, What we will do, we do upon command. 

2 Murd, And he that hath commanded is our king. 
. Clar. Erroneous vassals I the great King of kings 
Hath in the table of his law commanded 

That thou shalt do no murder : will you then 
Spurn at his edict, and fulfil a man's ? 
Take heed ; for he holds vengeance in his hand, 
To hurl upon their heads that break his law. 

2 Murd, And that same vengeance doth he hiurl on thee 
For false forswearing, and for murder too : 
Thou didst receive the sacrament to fight 
In quarrel of the house of Lancaster. 

1 Murd, And, like a traitor to the name of God, 
Didst break that vow ; and with thy treacherous blade 
Unripp'dst the bowels of thy sovereign's son. 

2 Murd, Whom thou wast sworn to cherish and defend. 
1 Murd, How canst thou urge G^'s dreadful law to us. 

When thou hast broke it in sucn dear degree? 

Clar. Alas! for whose sake did I that ill deed? 
For Edward, for my brother, for his sake : 
He fiends you not to murder me for this ; 
For in that sin he is as deep as I. 
If God will be avenged for the deed, 
0, know you yet, he doth it publicly : 
Take not the quarrel from his powerful arm ; 
He needs no indirect nor lawless course 
To cut off those that have offended him. 

I Murd, Who made thee, then, a bloody minister 
When gallant-springing brave Plantasenet, 
That princely novice, was struck dead by thee? 

Clar. My brother's love, the devil, and my rage. 

1 Murd, Thy brother's love, our duty, and thy faults 
Provoke us hither now to slaughter thee. 

Clar, li you do love my brother, hate not me ; 
I am his brother, and I love him well. 
If you are hir'd for meed, go back again. 
And I will send you to my brother Gloster, 
Who shall reward you better for my life 
Than Edward will for tidings of my death. 

2 Murd, You are deceiv'd, your brother Gloster hates you. 
Clar. O, no, he loves me, and he holds me dear : 

Go you to him from me. 
Both Murd* Ay, so we wilL 
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Clar, Tell him, when that otir princely father Yoik 
Bless'd his three song with his victorious arm. 
And charg'd us from his soul to love each other, 
He little thought of this divided friendship : 
Bid Gloster tmnk on this, and he will weep. 

1 Murd. Ay, millstones; as he lessoned us to weep. 

Clar. 0, do not slander him, for he is kind. 

1 Murd. Right as snow in harvest. — Come, you deceive 
'Tis he that sends us to destroy you here. [yourself: 

Clar. It cannot be ; for he bewept my fortune. 
And hugg'd me in his arms, and swore, with sobs, 
That he would labour my delivery. 

1 Murd. Why, so he doth, when he delivers you 
From this earth's thraldom to the joys of heaven. 

2 Murd. Make peace with God, for you must die, my lord. 
Clar, Have you that holy feeling in your souls, * 

To counsel me to ms^e my peace with God, 
And are you yet to your own souls so blind 
That you will war with God by murdering me? — 
O, sirs, consider, they that set you on 
To do this deed will hate you for the deed. 

2 Murd. What shall we do? 

Clar. Kelent, and save your souls. 

\ Murd. Kelent I 'tis cowardly and womanish. , 

Clar. Not to relent is beastly, savage, devilish. 
Which of you, if you were a prince's son. 
Being pent from fiberty, as I am now, — 
If two such murderers as yourselves came to you, — 
Would not entreat for life? — 
My friend, I spy some pity in thy looks ; 
O, if thine eye oe not a flatterer. 
Gome thou on my side, and entreat for me, 
As you would beg, were you in my distress : 
A begging prince what beggar pities not? 

2 Murd. Look behind you, my lord. 

1 Murd. Take that, and that ; if all this will not do, 

[Stabs hirrL 
m drown you in the malmsey-butt within. [Exit with body, 

2 Murd. A bloody deed, and desperately despatch'dl 
How fain, like Pilate, would I wash my hands 

Of this most grievous guilty murder done ! 

Re-enter First Murderer. 

1 Murd. How now, what meanest thou, that thou help'st 
me not? 
By heaven, the duke shall know hovr ftlwi^'^Q^aL\kaN^\s««^ 
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2 Murd. I would he knew that I had saY*d his brother! 
Take thou the fee, and tell him what I say; 
For I repent me that the duke is slain. [BxiL 

1 Murd. So do not I: go, coward as thou art. — 
Well, I'll CO hide the body in some hole, 
Till that the duke give order for his burial : 
And when I have my meed, I will away ; 
For this will out, and then I must not stay. \ExM, 



ACT 11. 

SCENE I.— London. A Room in the Palace, 

Enter King Edward, led in sick: Queen Elizabeth, 
Dorset, Rivers, Hastings, Buckingham, Grey, and 
atliers, 

K. Edw, Why, so; — now have I done a good day's 
You peers, continue this united league : [work : — 

I every day expect an embassage 
From my Redeemer, to redeem me hence ; 
And now in peace my soul shall part to heaven. 
Since I have made my friends at peace on earth. . 
Rivers and Hastings, take each other's hand ; 
Dissemble not your hatred, swear your love. 

Riv. By heaven, my soul is purg'd from, grudging hate ; 
And with my hand I seal my true heart's love. 

Hast. So thrive I, as I truly swear the like! 

K, Edw. Take heed you dally not before your king; 
Lest he that is the supreme King of kings 
Confound your hidden falsehood, and award 
Either of you to be the other's end. 

Hast. So prosper I, as I swear perfect love! 

Riv. And I, as I love Hastings with my heart ! 

K. Edw. Madam, yourself are not exempt from this, — 
Nor you, son Dorset, — Buckingham, nor you ; — 
You have been factious one against the other. 
Wife, love Lord Hastings, let him kiss your hand ; 
And what you do, do it unfeignedly. 

Q. Eliz. There, Hastings ; 1 wiU never more remember 
Our former hatred, so thnve I and mine ! 

K. Edw. Dorset, embrace him; — Hastings, love lord 
marquis. 

Dor. This interchange of love, I here protest, 
Upon my part shall be inviolable. 
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Haat .And so swear I. [Emhracea Dorset. 

K, Edw. Now, princely Bnckingliani, seal thou this 
league 
With thy embracements to my wife's allies, 
And make me happy in your unity. 

Buck, Whenever JBuckingham doth turn his hate 
Upon your grace [to the Queen], but with all duteous love 
Doth cherish you and yours, God punish me 
With hate in those where I expect most love! 
When I have most need to employ a Mend, 
And most assured that he is a friend. 
Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile. 
Be he unto me ! — this do I beg of heaven 
When I am cold in love to you or yours. 

[Embracing Rivers, <&<;. 

K. Edw, A pleasing cordial, princely Buckingham, 
Is this thy vow unto my sickly heart. 
There wanteth now our brother Gloster here. 
To make the blessed period of this peace. 

BtLck. And, in good time, here comes the noble duke. 

Enter Gloster. 

Glo, Good-morrow to my sovereign king and queen; 
And, princely peers, a happy time of day! 

K. Edw. Happy, indeed, as we have spent the day. 
Gloster, we have done deeds of charity; 
Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate. 
Between these swelling wrong-incensed peers. 

Glo. A blessed labour, my most sovereign lord. — 
Among this princely heap, if any here. 
By false intelligence or wrong surmise. 
Hold me a foe ; 

If I unwittingly, or in my rage. 
Have aught committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this presence, I desire 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace : 
'Tis death to me to be at enmity ; 
I hate it, and desire all good men's love. — 
First, madam, I entreat true peace of you. 
Which I will purchase with my duteous service ; — 
Of you, my noble cousin Buckingham, 
If ever any grudge were lodg'd between us ; — 
Of you, and you. Lord Elvers, and of Dorset, 
That all without desert have frown'd on me ; 
Of you. Lord WoodviUe, and. Lord Scales, of you*, — 
Dukes, earls, lords, gentlemen; — ^indeed, oI;&l. 



^ 
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I do not know that Englisliman alive 
With whom m^ bouI is anjr jot at odds 
More than the infant that is bom to-night : 
I thank my Grod for my humility. 

Q. Miz. A holiday shall this be kept hereafter : — 
I would to God all strifes were well compoTmde<l.-* 
My sovereign lord, I do beseech your highness 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace. 

Olo. Why, madam, have I ofifer'd love for this, 
To be so flouted in this royal presence? 
Who knows not that the gentle duke is deadf 

[They all itart. 
You do him injury to scorn his corse. 

K. Edw. Who knows not he is deadi who knows he is? 

Q* EUz. All-seeing heaven, what a world is this ! 

Buck, Look I so pale, Lord Dorset, as the rest? 

Dor. Ay, my good lord ; and no man in the presence 
But his red colour hath forsook his cheeks. 

K. Edw. Is Clarence dead? the order was rovers'd. 

Oh. But he, poor man, by your first order died, 
And that a winged Mercury did bear ; 
Some tardy cripple bore the countermand. 
That came too lag to see him buried. 
God grant that some, less noble and less loyal. 
Nearer in bloody thoughts, but not in blood. 
Deserve not worse than wretched Clarence did. 
And yet go current from suspicioinl 

ErUer Stanley. 

Stan. A boon, my sovereign, for my service done ! 

K. Edw. I pr'ythee, peace : my soul is full of sorrow. 

Stan. I will not rise unless your highness hear me. 

K. Edw. Then say at once what is it thou recj^uest'st. 

Stan. The forfeit, sovereign, of my servant's life; 
Who slew to-day a riotous eentleman 
Lately attendant on the Diwe of Norfollk. 

K. Edw. Have I a tongue to doom my brothw's death, 
And shall that tongue give pardon to a slave? 
My brother kiU'd no man, — ^his fault was thought, 
And yet his punishment was bitter death. 
Who su'd to me for him? who, in my wrath, 
Kneel'd at my feet, and bid me be advised? 
Who spoke of brotherhood? who spoke of love? 
Who told me how the poor soul did forsake 
The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me? 
Who t(ud me, in the field at TennLsbuiy 
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When Oxford liad me dowB, he reseu'd me, 
And said, Dear brother , Iwty and he a king? 
Who told me, when we both lay in the field 
Frozen almost to death, how he did lap me 
Even in his garments, and did ^ve himself, 
All thin and naked, to the noniD-cold night? 
All this from my remembrance brutish wrath 
Sinfully pluck'd, and not a man of you 
Had so much grace to put it in my mind. 
But when your carters or your waiting-vassals 
Have done a drunken slaughter, and defac'd 
The precious image of our dear Redeemer, 
You straight are on your knees for pardon, pardon; 
And I, unjustly too, must grant it you : — 
But for my brother not a man would speak, — 
Kor I, ungracious, fsgeak unto myself 
For him, poor souL The proudest of you all 
Have been beholden to him in his life ; 
Yet none of you would once beg for his life. — 
O God, I fear thy justice will take hold 
On me, and you, and mine, and yours, for thus I 
Come, Hastings, help me to my closet. 
Ah, poor Clarence! {Exeunt King, Queen, Hast., Riv., 

Dor., and Grey. 

Oh, This is the fruit of rashness! — Marked yon not 
How that the guilty kindred of the queen 
Look'd pale when they did hear of Clarence* death? 
0, they did urge it still unto the king ! 
God will revenge it. — Come, lords, wQl you go 
To comfort Edward with our company? 

Buck, We wait upon your grace. [Exeunt, 



SCENE TL—Anoth&r Room in the Palace, 

Enter the Duchess of Yore, with a Son and Daughter 

q/" Clarence. 

Son. Good erandam, tell us, is onr fiEither dead? 

Duch. No, boy. 

Daugh. Why do you weep so oft, and beat your breast, 
And cry, O Clarence, my unhappy mn! 

Son. Why do you look on us, and shake your head, 
And call us orphans, wretches, castaways. 
If that our noble father be alive? 

Duch, My i)retty cousins, yo\i imatak.<^ TaB"\iC>\Ja.% 
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I do lament the sickness of the king, 

As loth to lose him, not ^oar father's death ; 

It were lost sorrow to wail one that 's lost. 

Son, Then you conclude, my grandam, he is dead. 
The kin? mine uncle is to blame for this : 
God will revenge it ; whom I will importune 
With earnest prayers all to that effect. 

Daugh. And so will I. 

Duch, Peace, children, peace ! the king doth love you well : 
Incapable and shallow innocents, 
You cannot guess who caus'd your father's death. 

Son. Grandam, we can ; for my good uncle Gloster 
Told me, the king, provok'd to it by the queen, 
Devis'd impeachments to imprison him : 
And when my uncle told me so, he wept. 
And pitied me, and kindly kiss'd my cheek ; 
Bade me rely on him as on my father, 
And he would love me dearly as his child. 

Duch. Ah, that deceit should steal such gentle shape, 
And with a virtuous visard hide deep vice ! 
He is my son ; ay, and therein my shame ; 
Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

Son. Think you my uncle did dissemble, grandam? 

Duch. Ay, boy. 

Son. 1 cannot think it. — Hark! what noise is this? 

Enter Queen Elizabeth, distractedly; Rivers and 

J)0B3ET following her. 

Q. Eliz. Ah, who shall hinder me to wail and weep, 
To chide my fortune, and torment myself? 
m join with black despair against my soul. 
And to myself become an enemy. 

Duch. What means this scene of rude impatience? 

Q. Eliz. To make an act of tragic violence : — 
Edward, my lord, thy son, our kmg, is dead. — 
Why grow the branches when the root is gone? 
Why wither not the leaves that want their sap? — 
If you will live, lament ; if die, be brief^ 
That our swift-winged souls may catch the king's ; 
Or, like obedient subjects, follow him 
To his new kingdom of j)erpetual rest. 

Duch. Ah, so much interest have I in thy sorrow 
As I had title in thy noble husband ! 
I have bewept a worthy husband's death. 
And liVd by looking on his images : 
But now two mirrors of his princely semblance 
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Are crack'd in pieces by malignant death, 

And I for comfort have but one false glass, 

That grieves me when I see my shame in him. 

Thou art a widow ; yet thou art a mother. 

And hast the comfort of thy children left : 

But death hath snatch'd my husband from mine arms. 

And pluck'd two crutches from my feeble hands, — 

Clarence and Edward. 0, what cause have I, — 

Thine being but a moiety of my moan, — 

To overgo thy woes and drown thy cries? 

Son. Ah, aunt, you wept not for our father's death I 
How can we aid you with our kindred tears? 

Daugh, Our fatherless distress was lefb umnoan'd, 
Your widow-dolour likewise be unwept ! 

Q. Miz, Give me no help in lamentation; 
I am not barren to bring forth complaints : 
All springs reduce their currents to mine eyes, 
That I, being govem'd by the watery moon. 
Ah for my husband, for my dear Lord Edward ! 
May send forth plenteous tears to drown the world! 

ChU. Ah for our father, for our dear Lord Clarence! 

Duck. Alas for both, both mine, Edward and Clarence ! 

Q. Eliz, What stay had I but Edward? and he's gone. 

ChiL What stay had we but Clarence? and he 's gone. 

DucK What stays had I but they? and they are gone. 

Q. Eliz, Was never widow had so dear a loss ! 

ChU. Were never orphans had so dear a loss! 

Duch. Was never mother had so dear a loss! 
Alas, I am the mother of these griefs I 
Their woes are parcell'd, mine are general 
She for an Edward weeps, and so do I ; 
I for a Clarence weep, so doth not she : 
These babes for Clarence weep, and so do I; 
I for an Edward weep, so do not they : — 
Alas, you three, on me, threefold distress'd. 
Pour all your tears ! I am your sorrow's nurse, 
And I will pamper it with lamentation. 

Dor. Comfort, dear mother : God is much displeas'd 
That you take with unthankfulness his doing: 
In common worldly things 'tis call'd ungrateful. 
With dull unwillingness to repay a debt 
Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent ; 
Much more to be thus opposite with heaven. 
For it requires the royal debt it lent you. 

Btv. Madam, bethink you, like a careful mother, 
Of the ypung prince your son ; send stra,\^t iox\Jaa.% 
VOL. IV. 8 
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Let ^i'tt^ be crown'd ; in him your comfbrt lives : 
Drown desperate Borrow in dead Edward's grave, 
And plant yonr joys in living Edward's, throne. 

Enter Gloster, Buckingham, Stanley, Hastings, 
Eatclifp, and others, 

Glo. Sister, have comfbrt : all of us have canse 
To wail the dimming of our shining star ; 
But none can cure their harms by wailing them. — 
Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy ; 
I did not see your grace : — humbly on my knee 
I crave your blessing. 

Duch. God bless thee ; and put meekness in thy breast^ 
Love, charity, obedience, and true duty! 

Glo. Amen ; and make me die a good old man ! — 
That is the butt end of a mother's blessing; 
I marvel that her grace did leave it out. [Aside, 

Biuik. You clouay princes and heart-sorrowing peers, 
That bear this heavy mutual load of moan, 
Now cheer each other in each other's love : 
Though we have spent our harvest of this king, 
We are to reap the harvest of his son. 
The broken rancour of your hiffh-swoln hearts. 
But lately splinter'd, knit, and join'd together. 
Must gently be preserv'd, cherish' d^ and kept : 
Me seemeth good that, with some little train, 
Forthwith feSm Ludlow the young prince be fet 
EEither to London, to be crown'd our king. 

Riv. Why with some little train, my Lord oi Bucking- 
ham? 

Buck. Marry, my lord, lest, by a multitude, 
The new-heal'd wound of malice should break out ; 
Which would be so much the more dangerous 
By how much the estate is green and yet un^vem'd: 
where every horse bears his commanding rem. 
And may direct his course as please himself 
As well the fear of harm as harm apparent. 
In my opinion, ousht to be prevented. 

Olo. 1 hope the king made peace with all of us ; 
And the compact is firm and true in me. 

Riv. And so in me ; and so, I think, in all: 
Yet, since it is but green, it should be put 
To no apparent likelihood of breach, 
Which haply by much company might be nrg'd: 
Therefore 1 say with noble Buckingham, 
That it is meet so few should feteh the princ& 
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Hast. And so say I. 

Olo, Then be it so ; and go we to detennine 
Who they shall be that straight shall post to I/Dn31ow 
Madam, — and yon, my mother, — ^will yon go 
To give your censures in this business? 

[Exeunt all but Buck, and Glo. 

Buck. My lord, whoever journeys to the prince, 
For God's sake, let not us two stay at home ; 
For by the way I 'U sort occasion. 
As inaex to the story we late tidk*d o^ 
To part the queen's proud kindred from the ftfince. 

Ulo. My other sel^ my counsel's consistory, 
My oracle, my prophet! — ^my dear cousin, 
I, as a chdd, will go by thy direction. 
Toward Ludlow then, for we'll not stay behind. [Exeuni, 



SCENE in.— LoiOM)*. A Street 

Enter two Citizens, meeting, 

1 Cit. Good-morrow, neighbour: whither away so flurt? 

2 CiL I promise you, I scarcely know myself: 
Hear you tne news abEt>ad? 

1 CU, Tes, — ^that the king is dead. 

2 CU. HI news, by'r lady; seldom comes the better: 
I fear, I fear 'twill prove a giddy world. 

Enter a third Citizen. 

3 Oit. Neighbours, God speed I 

1 Git Give you good-morrow, sir. 
3 CU, Doth the news hold of good KingEdward's death? 

2 CU. Ay, sir, it is too true ; Qod help, the while ! 

3 Cit. Then, masters, look to see a troublous world. 

1 Cit No, no ; by God's good grace his son shall rdgn. 
3 Cit. Woe to that land that 's govem'd by a child! 

2 Cit In him there is a hope of government, 
Which, in his nona^ council under him. 
And, in his fall and ripen'd years, himself 

No doubt, shall then, and till then, govern well. 

1 CU. So stood the state when Henry the Sixth 
Was crown'd in Paris but at nine months old. 

3 Git Stood the state so? No, no, ^ood friends, Gk)d Wot; 
For then this land was famously ennch'd 

With politic grave counsel; then the king 
Had virtuous uncles to protect his grace. 
1 Git Why, so hath this, both by laia ia^flaBC wi^TfirieBsst. 
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3 CU. Better it were they all came by his father, 
Or by his father there were none at all ; 
For emulation now, who shall be nearest, 
"Will touch us all tcfo near if Grod prevent not. 
O, full of danger is the Duke of Gloster ! 
Aiid the queen's sons and brothers haught and proud : 
And were they to be rul'd, and not to rule, 
This sickly hmd might solace as before. 

1 CU. Come, come, we fear the worst ; all will be weU. 

3 Cit. When clouds are seen, wise men put on their 
When CTeat leaves fall, then winter is at hand ; [cloaks ; 
When the sun sets, who doth not look for night? 
Untimely storms make men expect a dearth. 
All may be well ; but, if God sort it so, 
'Tis more than we deserve or I expect. 

2 Cit Truly, the hearts of men are full of fear : 
You cannot reason almost with a man 

That looks not heavily and full of dread. 

3 Cit Before the days of change, still is it so : 
By a divine instinct men's mmds mistrust 
Ensuing danger ; as, by proo( we see 

The water swell before a ooisterous storm. 
But leave it all to God. — ^Whither away? 

2 Cit Marry, we were sent for to the justices. 

3 Cit And so was I : I '11 bear you company. [Exeunt 



SCENE rV.— London. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter the Abchbishop of York, the young Duke of York, 
Queen Elizabeth, and the Duchess of York. 

Arch. Last night, I hear, they at Northampton lay; 
At Stony-Stratford will they be to-night : 
To-morrow or next day they will be here. 

Duch. I long with all my heart to see the prince : 
I hope he is much grown since last I saw him. 

Q. Eliz. But I hear no ; they say my son of York 
Has almost overta'en him in his growth. 

York. Ay, mother; but I womd not have it so. 

Duch, Why, my young cousin? it is good to grow. 

York. Grandam, one night, as we did sit at supper, 
My unde Eivers talk'd how I did grow 
More than my brother : Ay^ quoth my uncle Gloster, 
Small herbs have gracCy great weeds do grow apace: 
And since, methinks, I would not ^ow so fast, 
Because sweet flowers are slow, and weeds make haste. 
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Diich, Good faith, good faith, the saying did not hold 
In him that did object the same to thee : 
He was the wretched'st thing when he was young. 
So long a growing, and ao leisurely, 
That, if his rule were true, he should be gracious. 

Arch, And so no doubt he is, my gracious madam. 

Duch. I hope he is ; but v yet let mothers doubt. 

York. Now, by my troth, if I had been remembered, 
I could have given my imcle's grace a flout, 
To touch his growth nearer than he touch*d mine. 

Duch, How, my young York? I pr*ythee, let me hear it. 

York, Marry, they say my uncle grew so fast 
That he could gnaw a crust at two hours old : 
'Twas full two years ere I could get a tooth. 
Grandam, this would have been a biting jest. 

Duch, I pr*ythee, pretty York, who told thee this? 

York. Grandam, his nurse. 

Duch, His nurse ! why, she was dead ere thou wast bom. 

York, If 'twere not she, I cannot tell who told me. 

Q, Miz. A parlous boy : — go to, you are too shrewd. 

Arch. Good madam, be not angry with the child. 

Q, Miz. Htchers have ears. 

Arch. Here comes a messenger. 

Enter a Messenger. 

What news? 

Mess. Such news, my lord, as grieves me to report. 

Q. Miz, How doth the prince? 

Mess. Well, madam, and in health. 

Duch. What is thy news? 

Mess. Lord Rivers and Lord Grey are sent to Pomfret, 
With them Sir Thomas Vaughan, prisoners. 

Duch. Who hath committed them? 

Mess, The mighty dukes 

Gloster and Buckingham. 

Q. Eliz. For what offence? 

Mess. The sum of all I can, I have disclos'd; 
Why or for what the nobles were committed 
Is all unknown to me, my gracious lady. 

Q. Miz. Ah me, I see the ruin of my house! 
The tiger now hath seiz'd the gentle hind; 
Insulting tyranny begins to jet 
Upon the innocent and awless throne : — 
Welcome, destruction, blood, and massacre! 
I see, as in a map, the end of all. 

Duch, Accurs d and unquiet wran^Aixi^ ^a.^B\ 
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How many of you have mine eyes beheld? 
My husband lost his life to get the crown; 
And often up and down my sons were toss'd. 
For me to joy and weep their ^ain and loss : 
And being seated, and domestic broils 
Clean over-blown, themselves, the conquerors, 
Make war upon tiiemsel ves ; brother to brother, 
Blood to blood, self against self: — 0, preposterous 
And fruitic outrage, end thy damned spleen; 
Or let me die, to K>ok on death no more! 

Q, EUz. Gome, come, my boy; we will to sanctuary. — 
Madam, farewell. 

Dtuih. Stay, I will go with you. 

Q. Eliz, You have no cause. 

Arch, My gracious lady, go. 

[To t& QrrsEN. 
And thither bear your treasure and your goods. 
For my part, I'll resign unto your grace 
The seal I keep ; and so betide to me 
As well I tender you and all of yours ! 
€k)me, Til conduct you to the sanctuary. [Exeunt, 



ACT III. 

SCENE I.— LomJON. A Street 

The trumpets sound. Enter the Pbince of Wales, Gloster, 
' BuoKiNOHAM, Catesbt, CARDINAL Bouchier, and others. 

Buck, Welcome, sweet prince, to London, to your 
chamber. 

Oh, Welcome, dear cousin, my thoughts' sovereign : 
The weary way hath made you melancholy. 

Prince, No, uncle ; but our crosses on tiie way 
Have made it tedious, wearisome, and heavy : 
I want more uncles here to welcome me. 

OU), Sweet prince, the untainted virtue of your years 
Hath not yet div'd into the world's deceit : 
No more can you distinguish of a man 
Than of his outward show ; which, God he knows. 
Seldom or never jumpeth with the heart. 
Those uncles which you want were dangerous; 
Your grace attended to their sugar'd words. 
But look'd not on the poison of their hearts : 
Grod keep you from them, and from such false friends 1 
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Prince. God keep me from fidse friends! bnt they were 

none. 
Glo, Mj lord, the mayor of London comes to greet you. 

MUer the Lord Mayor and his Train. 

May. God bless your grace with health and happy days ! 

Prince. 1 thank you, good my lord ; — and thank you alL 

[Exeunt Mayor, <C*c. 
I thought my mother and my brother York 
Would long ere this have met us on the way : 
Fie, what a slug is Hastings, that he comes not 
To tell us whether they w5l come or no I 

Buck. And, in good time, here comes the sweating lord. 

Enter Hastings. 

Prince. Welcome, my lord : what, will our mother come ? 

Hast. On what occasion, God he knows, not I, 
The quben your mother and your brother York 
Have taken sanctuary : the tender prince 
Would fain have come with me to meet your grace, 
But by his mother was perforce withheld. 

Biuik. Fie, what an indirect and peevish course 
Is this of hers? — Lord cardinal, will your grace 
Persuade the queen to send the Buke of York 
Unto his princely brother presently? 
If she deny. Lord Hastings, go with him. 
And from her jealous arms pluck him perforce. 

Card. My Lord of Buckingham, if my weak oratory 
Can from his mother win the Duke of York, 
Anon expect him here ; but if she be obdurate 
To mild entreaties, Gk>d in heaven forbid 
We should infringe the holy privilege 
Of blessed sanctuary I not for all this land 
Would I be guilty of so great a sin. 

Buck. You are too senseless-obstinate, my lord. 
Too ceremonious and traditional : 
Weigh it but with the grossness of this age. 
You break not sanctuary in seizing him. 
The benefit thereof is always granted 
To those whose dealings have deserv'd the place, 
And those who have the wit to claim the place : 
This prince hath neither claim'd it nor deserv'd it ; 
And therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it : 
Then, taking him from hence that is not there, 
You break no privilege nor charter there. 
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Ofb have I heard of sanctuary-men ; 
But sanctuary-children ne'er till now. 

Card, My lord, you shall overrule my mind for once; — 
Come on, Lord Hastings, will you go with me? 

Hast. I go, my lord. 

Prince, Good lords, make all the speedy haste you may. 

[Exeunt Cab. and Hast. 
Say, uncle Gloster, if our brother come, 
Where shall we sojourn till our coronation? 

Olo. Where it seems best unto your royal 8el£ 
H I may counsel you, some day or two 
Your highness shall repose you at the Tower : 
Then where you please, and shall be thought most fit 
For your best health and recreation. 

Prince, I do not like the Tower, of any place. — 
Did Julius Caesar build that place, my lord? 

Olo, He did, my gracious lord, begin that place ; 
Which, since, succeeding ages have re-edified. 

Prince, Is it upon record, or else reported - 
Successively from, age to age, he built it? 

Buck, Upon record, my gracious lord. 

Prince, But say, my lor<5 it were not registered, 
Methinks the truth should live from age to age, 
As 'twere retail'd to all posterity, 
Even to the general all-ending day. ' 

OU). So wise so young, they say, do never live long. 

[AMe. 

Prince, What say you, uncle? 

Olo, I say, without characters, fame lives long. — 
Thus, like the formal vice. Iniquity, 
I moralize two meanings in one word. [Aside. 

Prince. That Julius Csesar was a famous man ; 
With what his valour did enrich his wit. 
His wit set down to make his valour live : 
Death makes no conquest of this conqueror ; 
For now he lives in nune, though not in life. — 
• m tell you what, my cousin Buckingham, — 

Buck. What, my gracious lord? 

Prince, An if I live until I be a man, 
1*11 win our ancient right in France again. 
Or die a soldier, as I u v'd a king. 

Olo. Short summers lightly have a forward spring. [Aside, 

Buck, Now, in good time, here comes the Duke of York. 

Mnter Yobk, Hastings, and the Cardinal. 
Prince, Richard of Yorkl how faxes our loving brother? 
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York. Well, my dread lord ; so must I call you now. 

Prince. Ay, brother, — to our grief, as it is yours ; 
Too late he died that might have kept that title, 
Which by his death hath lost much majesty. 

Oh. How fares our cousin, noble Lord of York? 

York. I thank you, gentle uncle. 0, my lord, 
You said that idle weeas are fast in growth : 
The prince my brother hath outgrown me far. 

Olo. He hath, my lord. 

York. And therefore is he idle? 

Olo. 0, my fair cousin, I must not say so. 

York. Then is he more beholding to you than L 

Olo. .He may command me as my sovereign; 
But you have power in me as in a kinsman. 

York. I pray you, uncle, ^ve me this dagger. 

Olo. My dagger, little cousin? with all my heart. 

Prince, A beggar, brother? 

York. Of my kind uncle, that I know will give ; 
And being but a to^, which is no srief to give. 

Olo. A greater gift than that I 'U give my cousin. 

York, A greater gift ! 0, that's the sword to it. 

Olo, Ay, gentle cousin, were it light enough. 

York. tnen, I see, you will part but with light gifts; 
In weightier thmgs you'll say a beggar nay. 

Olo. It is too wemhty for your grace to wear, 

York. I weigh it Bghtly, were it heavier. 

Olo, What, would you have my weapon, little lord? 

York. I would, that I might thank you as you call me. 

Olo. How? 

York, Little. 

Prince, My Lord of York will still be cross in talk : — 
Unde, your grace knows how to bear with him. 

York, You mean, to bear me, not to bear with me : — 
Unde, my brother mocks both you and me ; 
Because that I am little, like an ape, 
He thinks that you should bear me on your shoulders. 

Buck. With what a sharp-provided wit he reasons 1 
To mitigate the scorn he gives his uncle. 
He prettily and aptly taunts himself: 
So cunning and so young is wonderfuL 

Olo. My gracious lord, wil't please to pass along? 
Myself and my good cousin Buckingham 
Will to your mother, to entreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 

York. What, will you go unto the Tower, my lord ? 

Prince, My lord protector needs will have it so* 
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York. 1 shall not sleep in quiet at the Tower. 

Olo, Why, what should you fear? 

York. Marry, my uncle Clarence' angry ghost : 
My grandam told me he was murder'd there. 

Prince. I fear no uncles dead. 

Olo. Nor none that live, I hope. 

Prince. An if they live, I hope I need not fear. 
But come, my lord ; and with a heavy heart, 
Thinking on them, go I unto the Tower. 

[Sennet, Exeunt Prince, York, Hast., 
Car., and Attendants. 

Buck, Think you, my lord, this little prating York 
Was not incensed by his subtle mother 
To taunt and scorn you thus opprobriously ? 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt: O, 'tis a parlous boy; 
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable : 
He is all the mother's, from the top to toe. 

Buck. Well, let them rest. — Come hither, Catesby. 
Thou art sworn as deeply to effect what we intend 
As closely to conceal what we impart : 
Thou know'st our reasons urg'd upon the way ; — 
What think'st thou? is it not an easy matter 
To make William Lord Hastings of our mind. 
For the instalment of this noble duke 
In the seat royal of this feunous isle? 

Gate, He for his other's sake so loves the prince 
That he will not be won to aueht against him. 

Buck, What think'st thou then of Stanley? wiU not he? 

Gate. He will do all in all as Hastings doth. 

Bu^k. Well, then, no more but this : go, gentle Catesty, 
And, as it were £eu: off, sound thou Lord Hastings 
How he doth stand affected to our purpose ; 
And summon him to-morrow to the Tower, 
To sit about the coronation. 
If thou dost find him tractable to us. 
Encourage him, and tell him all our reasons : 
If he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling, 
Be thou so too ; and so break off l£e talk. 
And give us notice of his inclination : 
For we to-morrow hold divided councils, 
Wherein thyself shalt highly be employ'd. 

Glo, Conmiend me to Lord William : tell him, Catesby, 
His ancient knot of dangerous adversaries 
To-morrow are let blood at Pomfret Castle ; 
And bid my lord, for joy of this good news. 
Give Mistress Shore one gentle loss the more. 



SC5ENB I. KING RICHARD HI. 267 

Buch Good Catesby, go, effect this business soimdly. 

Cate, My good lords both, with all the heed I can. 

Olo. Shall we hear from yon, Catesby, ere we sleep? 

Cate, Yon shall, my lord. 

Olo, At Crosby Place, there shall yon find ns both. 

[Exit Catesby. 

Buck, Now, mj lord, what shall we do if we perceive 
Lord Hastings will not yield to onr complots? 

Olo, Chop off his head, man ; — somewhat we will do : — 
And look, when I am king, claim thou of me 
The earldom of Hereford, and all the movables 
Whereof the king my brother was possessed. 

Brick, I'll claim tnat promise at your grace's hand. 

Olo, And look to have it yielded with all kindness. 
Come, let us sup betimes, tliat afterwards 
We may digest our comj^ots in some form. [IkBeant, 



SCENE IL—Bef(yre Lord HAsrnrGB* Htmse, 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, my lord ! — [Knocking. 

HasL \withvn,'\ Who knocks? 
Mess, One from the Lord Stanley. 
Hast, [within,'] What is't o'clock? 
Mess. Upon the stroke of four. 

Entesr Hastinqs. 

Hast, Cannot my Lord Stanley sleep these tedious nights? 

Mess, So it appears by that I have to say. 
First, he commends him to your noble sell 

Hast, What then? 

Mess, Then certifies your lordship that this night 
He dreamt the boar had razed off ms helm : 
Besides, he says there are two councils held; 
And that may be determin'd at the one 
Which may make you and him to me at the other. 
Therefore he sends to know your lordship's pleasure, — 
If you will presently take horse with him, 
And with all speed post with him toward the north, 
To shim the danger that his soul divines. 

Hast Go, fellow, go, return unto thy lord; 
Bid him not fear the separated councils : 
His honour and myself are at the one. 
And at the other is my good friend Catesby ; 
Where nothing can proceed that toucheth us 
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Whereof I shall not have intelligjence. 
Tell him his fears are shallow, without instance : 
And for his dreams, I wonder he's so simple 
To trust the mockery of unquiet slimibers : 
To fly the boar before the boar pursues, 
Were to incense the boar to foUow us, 
And make pursuit where he did mean no chase. 
Go, bid thy master rise and come to me ; 
And we will both together to the Tower, 
Where, he shall see, the boar will use us kindly. 
Mesa, m go, my lord, and tell him what you say. [Exit, 

Enter Catesby. 

Cede, Many good-morrows to my noble lord \ 

Hast, Good-morrow, Catesby ; you are early stirring : 
What news, what news, in this our tottering state? 

Gate. It is a reeling world indeed, my lord; 
And I believe will never stand upright 
Till Richard wear the garland of the realm. 

Hast, How! wear the garland! dost thou mean the 
crown? 

Cate, Ay, my good lord. 

Hast. I'll have this crown of mine cut from my shoulders 
Before Til see the crown so foul misplac'd. 
But canst thou guess that he doth aim at it ? 

Cate, Ay, on my life ; and hopes to find you forward 
Upon his party for the gain thereof: 
And thereupon he sends you this good news, — 
That this same very day your enemies. 
The kindred of the queen, must die at Pomfret. 

Ha^t Indeed, I am no mourner for that news, 
Because thev have been still my adversaries : 
But that ril give my voice on Richard's side. 
To bar my master's heirs in true descent, 
God knows I will not do it to the death. 

Cate, God keep vour lordship in that gracious mind ! 

Hast But I shall laugh at this a twelve-month hence, — 
That thev who brought me in my master's hate, 
I live to look upon their tragedy. 
Well, Catesby, ere a fortnight make me older, 
I'll send some packing that yet think not on't. 

Cate, 'Tis a vile thmg to die, my gracious lord. 
When meu are unprepar'd, and look not for it. 

Hast, O monstrous, monstrous ! and so falls it out 
With Rivers, Vaugluui, Grey : and so 'twill do 
With some men e£e that tmnk themselves as safe 
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As thou and I ; who, as thou know*st, are dear 
To princely Richard and to Buckingham. 

CcUe. The princes both make high account of you, — 
For they account his head upon the bridge. * [Aside^ 

Hast I know they do ; and I have w^ deserv'd it. 

Enter Stanley. 

Come on, come on; where is your boar-spear, man? 
Fear you the boar, and go so unprovided ? 
Stan. My lord, good-morrow; and good-morrow, Cates- 

by:— 
You may jest on, but, by the holy rood, 
I do not like these several councils, I. 

Hast My lord, I hold my life as dear as you do yours ; 
And never in my days, I do protest, 
"Was it more precious to me tnan 'tis now : 
Think you, but that I know our state secure, 
I would be so triumphant as I am ? 
Stan. The lords at Pomfi^t, when they rode 'from 

London, 
Were jocund, and supposed their states were sure, — 
And they, indeed, had no cau^e to mistrust ; 
But yet, you see, how soon the day o'ercast I 
This sudden stab of rancour I misdoubt; 
Pray God, I say, I prove a needless coward ! 
What, shall we toward the Tower? the day is spent. 
Host, Come, come, have with you. — ^Wot you what, my 

lord? 
To-day the lords you talk of are beheaded. 
Stan. They, for their truth, might better wear their 

heads 
Than some that have accused them wear their hats. — 
But come, my lord, let 's away. 

Enter a Pursuivant. 

Hast. Go on before ; I'll talk with this good fellow. 

\Exeunt Stanley and Catesby. 
How now, sirrah ! how goes the world with thee? 

PiLvs. The better that your lordship please to ask. 

Ha^t. I tell thee, man, 'tis better with me now 
Than when thou mett'st me last where now we mee.t : 
Then was I going prisoner to the Tower, 
By the suggestion of the queen's allies ; 
But now, I tell thee, — keep it to thyself, — 
This day those enemies are put to death, 
And I in better state than e'er I was. 
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Pura. God hold it, to yonr hononr's good content! 
Hast, Gramercy, fellow : there, drink that for me. 

[Throwing him hM purse. 
Purs. I thank your honour. [Exit. 

Enter a Priest. 

Pr. Well met, my lord ; I am glad to see your honour.. 

Hast. I tha^ thee, good Sir John, with tSl my heart. 
I am in your debt for your last exercise ; 
Come the next Sabbath, and I will content yon. 

Enter Buckingham. 

Buck, What, talking with a priest, lord chamberlain ! 
Your Mends at Pomfret, they do need the priest; 
Your honour hath no shriving- work in hand. 

Hast. Good faith, and when I met this holy man, 
The men you talk of came into my mind. — 
What, go you toward the Tower? 

Buck. I do, my lord ; but long I cannot stay there : 
I shall return before your lordsmp thence. 

HaM. Nay, like enough, for I stay dinner there. 

BvAik. And supper too, although thou know'st it not. 

[Aside. 
Come, will you go ? 

Hast I'll wait upon your lordship. [Exeunt. 



I 



SCENE nX — PoKPRET. Before the Castle. 

Enter Ratclipf, with a Guard, conducting Riviebs, Grey, 

and Vauohan to execution. 

Riv. Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee this,— 
To-day shalt thou behold a subject die 
For truiJi, for duty, and for loyalty. 

Orey. God bless the prince from all the pack of you ! 
A knot you are of damned blood-suckers. 

Vaugh. You live that shall cry woe for this hereafter. 

Rat. Despatch ; the limit of your lives is out. 

Riv. O Pomfret, Pomfret ! thou bloody prison, 
Fatal and ominous to noble peers! 
Within the guilty closure of thy walls 
Richard the Second here was hack'd to death : 
And, for more dander to thy dismal seat, 
We give thee up our guiltless blood to drink. 

Grey. Now Margaret's curse is fiiUen upon our heads, 
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When she exclaim'd on Hastings, you, and I, 
For standing by when Richard stabVd her son. 

Riv, Then cnrs'd she Richard, then curs'd she Backing- 
Then curs'd she Hastings : — O, remember, God, [ham. 
To hear her prayer for them, as now for ns ! 
And for my sister and her princely sons, 
Be satisfied, dear God, with onr true blood, 
Which, as thou know'st^ unjustly must be spilt ! 
Bat, Make haste; the hour of death is expiata 
Riv, Come, Grey, — come, Yaughan, — ^let us here embrace : 
Farewell, until we meet again in heaven. [Exeunt, 



SCENE rV.— London. A Boom m the Tower. 

Buckingham, Stanley, Hastings, the Bishop of Ely, 
Ratolipf, Lovel, and others^ ^tting at a taUe: Officers 
of the Council attendinff. 

Hast. Now, noble peers, the cause why we are met 
Is to determine of the coronation. 
In God's name, speak, — when is the royal day? 

Buck. Are all things ready for that royal time ? 

Stan. They are ; and wants but nomination. 

My. To-morrow, then, I judge a happy day. 

Buck, Who knows the lord protector s mind herein ? 
Who is most inward with the noble duke ? 

My, Your grace, we think, should soonest know his 
mind. 

Buck. We know each other's faces : for our hearts^ 
He knows no more of mine than I of yours ; 
Nor I of his, my lord, than you of mine. — 
Lord Hastings, you and he are near in love. 

Hast I thank his grace, I know he loves me well ; 
But for his purpose in the coronation 
{ have not sounded him, nor he delivered 
His gracious pleasure any way therein: 
But you, my noble lords, may name the time ; 
And in the duke's behalf I'll ^ve my voice. 
Which, I presume, he'll take m gentle part. 

Ely, In happy time, here comes the di^e himself. 

Enter Glostbb. 

Glo. My noble lords and cousins all, good-morrow. 
I have been long a sleeper; but I trust 
My absence dotn neglect no great design 
Wmch by my presence niight have hoea oondn-dfi^ 
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Buck. Had you not come upon your cue, my lord, 
William Lord Hastings had pronounc'd your part, — 
I mean, your voice, — for crowning of the king. 

Olo, Than my Lord Hastings no man might be bolder ; 
His lordship knows me well, and loves me welL — 
My Lord of Ely, when I was last in Holbom 
I saw good strawberries in your garden there : 
I do beseech you send for some of them. 

My, Marry, and will, my lord, with all my heart. [Exit 

Olo. Cousm of Buckingham, a word with you. 

[l^akes him aside, 
Catesby hath sounded Hastings in our business. 
And finds the testy gentleman so hot 
That he will lose his head ere give consent 
His master's child, as worshiprally he terms it, 
Shall lose the royalty of England's throne. 

Buck. Withdraw yourself awhile ; I'll go with you. 

[Exeunt Gloster and Buckingham. 

Stan. We have not yet set down this day of triumph. 
To-morrow, in my judgment, is too sudden ; 
For I myself am not so well provided 
As else I would be, were the day prolong'd. 

Re-enter Bishop of Ely. 

Ely. Where is my lord the Duke of Gloster! 
I have sent for these strawberries. 

Hast. His grace looks cheerfully and smooth this morning ; 
There 's some conceit or other likes him well 
When that he bids good-morrow with such spirit. 
I think there 's ne'er a man in Christendom 
Can lesser hide his love or hate than he ; 
For by his face straight shall you know his heart. 

Stan. What of his heart perceive you in his face 
By any Uvelihood he showed to-day? 

Hast. Marry, that with no man here he is offended ; 
For, were he, he had shown it in his looks. 

Re-enter Gloster and Buckingham. 

Olo. I pray you all, tell me what they deserve 
That do conspire my death with devilish plots 
Of damned witchcraft, and that have prevail'd 
Upon my body with their hellish charms? 

Hast. The tender love I bear your grace, my lord, 
Makes me most forward in this princely presence 
To doom the offenders : whosoe'er they be, 
I say, my lord, they have deserved death. 
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Olo, Then be your eyes the witness of their evil : 
Look how I am bewitched; behold, mine arm 
Is, like a blasted sapling, withered up : 
And this is Edward's wife, that monstrous witch, 
Consorted with that harlot-stmmpet Shore, 
That by their witchcraft thus have marked me. 

Host If they have done this deed, my noble lord, — 

Olo. If! thou protector of this dainned strumpet, 
Tidk'st thou to me of if 8? — ^Thou art a traitor : — 
Off with his head ! — now, by Saint Paul I swear, 
I will not dine untU I see the same. — 
Level and Ratdiff : — ^look that it be done : — 
The rest, that love me, rise and follow me. 

[Exeunt oM except Hast., Lov., and Ratolif7. 

Hast Woe, woe, for England! not a whit for me; 
For I, too fond, micrht have prevented this. 
Stanley did dream the. boar aid raze his helm ; 
And I did scorn it, and fiisdain to fly. 
Three times to-day my foot-doth horse did stumble, 
And started, when he look'd upon the Tower, 
As loth to bear me to the slaughter-house. 
O, now I need the priest that spake to me : 
I now rejpent I told the pursuivant. 
As too triumphing, how mine enemies 
To-d^ at Pomfret bloodily were butcher'd. 
And I myself secure in grace and £Avour. 
O, Margaret, Margaret, now thy heavy curse 
Is lighted on poor Hastings' wretched head. 

Bat Come, come, despatch; the duke would be at 
dinner: 
Make a short slmft; he longs to see your head. 

Hast. O momentary grace of mortal men, 
Which we more hunt for than the grace of God! 
Who builds his hope in air of your good looks, 
lives like a drunken sailor on a ma^. 
Ready, with every nod, to tumble down 
Into the fatal bowels of the deep. 

Lov. Come, come, despatch ; 'tis bootless to exclaim. 

Hast. O bloody Richard ! — ^miserable England 1 
Iprophesy the fearfall'st time to thee 
That ever wretched age hath look'd upon. — 
Come, lead me to the olock ; bear him my headx 
They smile at me who shorUy shall be dead. [Exeunt, 
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SCENE v.— London. The Tower Walla. 

Enter Glosteb and Buckingham in rusty armour^ 
marveUous Ut-favoured. 

Glo. Come, cousin, canst thon quake, and cLange thj 
colour, 
Murder thy breath in middle of a word. 
And then again begin, and stop again. 
As if thou wert distraught ana mad with terror? 

Stick. Tut, I can coui^erfeit the deep tragedian; 
Speak and look back, and pry on every side, 
Tremble and start at waggmg of a straw. 
Intending deep suspicion : ghastly looks 
Are at my service, like enforced smiles; 
And both are ready in their offices. 
At any time, to grace my stratagems. 
But what, is Catesby gone? 

Olo. He is ; and, see, he brings the mayor along. 

Enter the Lord Mayor and Catesby. 

Btuih. Lord mayor, — 

Olo. Look to the drawbridge there I 

Buck. Hark ! a drum. 

Olo. Catesby, overlook the walls. 

Buck. Lord Mayor, the reason we have sent, — 

Olo. Look back, defend thee, — ^here are enemies. 

Btick. God and our innocency defend and guard us! 

Oh, Be patient, they are friends, — Ratcliff and LoveL 

Enter Lovel aaui Ratcliff, with Hastings' Jiead. 

Lov. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, 
The dangerous and unsuspected Hastings. 

Olo. So dear I loVd the man that I must weep. 
I took him for the plainest harmless creature 
That breathed upon the earth a Christian ; 
Made him my book, wherein my soul recorded 
The history of all her secret thoughts : 
So smooth he daub'd his vice with show of virtue 
That, his apparent open guilt omitted, — 
I mean, his conversation with Shore's wife, — 
He liv'd from all attainder of suspect. 

Buck. WeU, well, he was the covert'st sheltered traitor 
That ever liv'd. — 

Would youimagine, or ahnost believe, — 
Were't not that by great preservation 
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We live to tell it you, — the subtle traitor 
This day had plotted, in the council-hoase, 
To murder me and my good Lord of Gloster! 

May. Had he done 80? 

Oh, What 1 think you we are Turks or Infidels T 
Or that we would, against the form of law, 
Proceed thus rashly m the villain's death, 
But that the extreme peril of the ease, 
The peace of England and our persons' safety, 
Enforc'd us to tms execution? 

May. Now, fair be&ll you ! he deserv'd his death ; 
And your good graces both have well proceeded. 
To warn fedse traitors frcmi the like attempts. 
I never look'd for better at his hands 
Af fcer he once fell in with Mistress Shore. 

Btick. Yet had we not determined he should die 
Untit your lordship came to see his end ; 
Which now the loving haste of these our Mends, ^ 
Something against our meaning, hath prevented : 
Because, my lord, we would have had you heard 
The traitor speak, and timorously confess 
The manner and the purpose of his treasons ; 
That you might well nave signified the same 
Unto the citizens, who haply mav 
Misconstrue us in him, and wail his death. 

May. But, my good lord, your grace's word shaU serve 
As well as I had seen, and heard him iroeak : 
And do not doubt, right noble princes both^ 
But I'll acquaint our duteous citizenfl 
With all your just proceedings in this case. 

Oh. And to that end we wish'd your lordship here, 
To avoid the censures of the carping world. 

Buck. But since you come too late of our intent. 
Yet witness what you hear we did intend : 
And so, my good lord mayor, we bid fetrewelL 

[EtM Lord Mayor. 

Oh. Go, after, after, cousin Buckingham. 
The mayor towatds Guildhall hies him in all post : — 
There, at your meetest vantage of the time, 
Infer the bastardy of EdwardPs children : 
Tell them how Edward put to death a citizen, 
Only for saying he would make his son^ 
Heir to the crown ; meaning, indeed, his house, 
Which, by the sign thereof^ was termed so. 
Moreover, urge his hateful luxurv, 
And bestial appetite in change of ItiBt*, 
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Which stretch'd tinto their servants, daughters, wives. 

Even where his ra^g eye or savage heart, 

Without control, list^ to make a prey. 

Nay, for a need, thus far come near my pMerson : — 

Tell them, when that my mother went with child 

Of that insatiate Edward, noble York, 

My princely father, then had wars in France ; 

And, by true computation of the time. 

Found that the issue was not his begot; 

Which well appeared in his lineaments, 

Being nothing like the noble duke my &ther : 

Yet touch this sparingly, as ^twere far off; 

Because, my lord, you know my mother lives. 

Buck, Doubt not, my lord, I'll play the orator 
As if the golden plea for which I plead 
Were for myself: and so, my lord, adieu. 

Olo. If you thrive well, bring them to Baynard's Castle ; 
Where you shall find me well accompanied 
With reverend fftthers and well learned bishops. 

Buck, I go ; and towards three or four o'clock 
Look for the news that the Guildhall affords. [Exit. 

Olo. Go, Lovel, with all speed to Doctor Shaw. — 
Go thou [to Cate.] to Friar Penker; — ^bid them both 
Meet me within this hour at Baynard's Castle. 

[Exeunt Lev. aaid Catb. 
Now will I in, to take some privy order 
To draw the brats of Clarence out of sight ; 
And to give notice that no manner of person 
Have any time recourse unto the princes. [ExiL 
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SCENE VI.— London. A Street 

Enter a Scrivener. 

Scriv. Here is the indictment of the good Lord Hastings ; 
Which in a set hand fedrly is en^ss'd. 
That it may be to-day read o'er m Paul's. 
And mark how well the sequel hangs together : — 
Eleven hours I have spent to write it over, 
For yesternight by Catesby was it sent me ; 
The precedent was full as Jong a-doin^ : 
And ^et within these five hours Hastings liv'd, 
TJntamted, unexamin'd, free, at liberty. 
Here 's a good world the wMle ! Who is so gross 
That cannot see this palpable device! 
Yet who so bold but says he sees it not 1 
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Bad is the world ; and all will come to naught 

When such ill dealing must be seen in thought. [ExiL 



SCENE VII.— London. Ccmrt o/BaynarcPs CasUe, 

Enter Gloster and Buckingham, Tneeting. 

Olo, How now, how now! what say the citizens? 

Bttck» Now, by the holy mother of our Lord, 
The citizens are mum, say not a word. 

Glo, Touch'd you tiie bastardy of Edward's children? 

BiLch, 1 did; with his contract with Lady Lucy, 
And his contract h^ deputy in France; 
The insatiate greediness of his desires. 
And his enforcement of the city wives ; 
His tyrasmj for trifles ; his own bastardy, — 
As being got, your fiEkther then in France, 
And his resemblance, being not like the duke : 
Withal I did infer your lineaments, — 
Being the right idea of your fiEkther, 
Both in your form and nobleness of mind; 
Laid open all your victories in Scotland, 
Your discipline in war, wisdom in peace, 
Your bounty, virtue, fidr humility; 
Indeed, left nothing fitting for ^our purpose 
Untouched or slightly handled in discourse: 
And when my oratory drew toward end 
I bid them that did love their country's eood 
Cry, God save Richard, England^ a royal King/ 

Glo, And did they so? 

Buck, No, so Ckxi help me, they spake not a word; 
But, like dumb statuas or breathing stones, 
Star'd each on other, and look'd deadly pale. 
Which when I saw, I reprehended them ; 
And ask'd the mayor what meant this wilful silence : 
His answer was, — ^the people were not us'd 
To be spoke to but by the recorder. 
Then he was urs'd to tell my tale again, — 
Thus saith the duke, thus hath the duke infen^d; 
But nothing spoke in warrant from himsdif. 
When he had done, some followers of mine own, 
At lower end of the hall, hurl'd up their caps, 
And some ten voices cried, God save King Richard/ 
And thus I took the vantage of those few, — 
Thanks, gentle citizens andjriends, quoth I; 
This general applause and cheerful shouA 
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Argues your vfiadom and your lave to Sichard: 
And even here brake off and came away. 

Olo, What tongueless blocks were they! would they not 
speak? 
Will not the mayor, then, and his brethren, come? 

Buck, The mayor is here at hand. Intend some fear ; 
Be not you spoke with but by mighty suit : 
And look you get a prayer-book in your hand. 
And stand between two churchmen, good my lord ; 
For on that ground I'll make a holy descant: 
And be not easily won to our requests ; 
Play the maid's part, — still answer nay, and take it. 

Olo, I go ; and if you plead as well for them 
As I can say nay to thee for myself 
No doubt we bring it to a happy issue. 

Buck, Go, go, up to the leads ; the lord mayor knocks. 

[JSxU Globter. 

Enter the Lord Mayor, Aldermen, and CitizencL 

Welcome, my lord: I dance attendance here; 
I think the duke will not be spoke withal. 

Enter, from the Caatle.^ Catbsby. 

Now, Catesby, — what says your lord to my request? 

Cate, He doth entreat your grace, my noble lord, 
To visit him to-morrow or next day : 
He is within, "v^ith two right reverend fathers. 
Divinely bent to meditation : 
And in no worldly suit would he be mov'd. 
To draw him from his holy exercise. 

Bvxik, Return, good Catesby, to the gracious duke ; 
Tell him, myself, the mayor and aldermen. 
In deep designs, in matter of great moment. 
No less importing thtui our general good, 
Are come to have some conference with his grace. 

Cate. I'll si^ify so much unto him straight. [ExiL 

Buck. Ah, ha, my lord, this prince is not an Edward! 
He is not lolling on a lewd day-bed. 
But on his knees at meditation ; 
Not dallying with a brace of courtezans, 
But mecQtatmg with two deep <Uvines ; 
Not slee{)ing, to en^oss his idle body. 
But praying, to ennch his watdifnl soul : 
Happy were England woidd this virtuous prince 
Take on himself the sovereignty thereof: 
But, sure, I fear, we shall not win him to it. 
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May, Marry, God defend hisgrace should say us nay I 
BiLck, I fear he wilL Here Catesby comes again. 

Ee-enUr Gatesbt. 

Now, Catesby, what says his grace? 

Cote, He wonders to what end you have assembled 
Such troops of citizens to come to him : 
His^ace not being wam'd thereof before, 
He rears, my lord, you mean no good to him. 

BvLck. Sorry I am my noble cousin should 
Suspect me, that I mean no good to him : 
By heaven, we come to him in perfect love ; 
Aiid so once more return and tell his grace. {EsbU Catesbt, 
When holy and devout reUeious men 
Are at their beads, 'tis much to draw them thence, — 
So sweet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Gloster, in a OaUery above, between two Bishops. 

Catesby retuma. 

May. See, where his ^ace stands 'tween two clergymen. 

BtLch. Two props of virtue for a Christian prince, 
To stay him from the fall of vanity : 
And, see, a book of prayer in his hand, — 
TVue ornament to know a holy man. — 
Famous Plantagenet, most gracious prince, 
Lend favourable ear to our requests; 
And pardon us the interruption 
Of thy devotion and right Christian zeal. 

Qlo, My lord, there needs no such apology: 
I rather do beseech you pardon me. 
Who, earnest in the service of my God, 
Deferred the visitation of my friends. 
But, leaving this, what is your grace's pleasure? 

Bwck, Even that, I hope, which pleaseth God above, 
And all good men of this ungovem'd isle. 

Olo. Ido suspect I have (fone some offence 
That seems disgracious in the city's eye ; 
And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 

Buck. Y ou have, my lord : would it might please your 
grace, 
On our entreaties, to amend your fiEkult ! 

Oh. Else wherefore breathe I in a Christian land? 

Bvxik. Know, then, it is your &ult that you resigo 
The supreme seat» the throne majestical. 
The scepter'd office of your ancestors, 
Your state of fortune and your due of birth^ 
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The lineal glory of your royal house, 

To the corruption of a blemish'd stock : 

Whilst, in the mildness of your sleepy thoughts, — 

Which here we waken to our country's eood, — 

This noble isle doth want her proper limbs; 

Her face defac'd with scars of mfamy, 

Her royal stock mft with ignoble plants, 

And aknost shomder'd in the swallowing gulf 

Of dark forgetfulness and deep oblivion. 

Which to recure, we heartily solicit 

Your gracious self to take on you the charge 

And kmgly goyemment of this your land ; — 

Not as protestor, steward, substitute, 

Or lowly factor for another's gain; 

But as successively, from blo(^ to blood, 

Your right of birtn, your empery, your own. 

For this, consorted with the citizens 

Your very worshipful and loving friends. 

And, by their vehement instigation. 

In this just suit come I to move your grace. 

Oh, I cannot tell if to depart m silence 
Or bitterly to speak in your reproof 
Best fittew my degree or your condition : 
If not to answer, you might haply think 
Tongue-tied ambition, not replying, yielded 
To bear the golden yoke of sovereignty. 
Which fondly you would here impose on me; 
li to reprove you fDr this suit of yours. 
So seasoned with your faithftQ love to me. 
Then, on the other side, I checked my friends. 
Therefore, — ^to speak, and to avoid the first. 
And tiien, in speaking,^not to incur the last, — 
Definitively thus I answer you. 
Your love deserves my thanks; but my desert 
Unmeritable shuns your high request. 
First, if all obstacles were cut away. 
And that my path were even to the crown. 
As the ripe revenue and due of birth, 
Yet so much is my poverty of spirit. 
So mighty and so many my defects. 
That I would rather hide me from my greatness, — 
Being a bark to brook no mighty sea, — 
Than in my greatness covet to be hid. 
And in the vapour of my glory smothered. 
But, God be tnank'd, there is no need of me, — 
And much I need to help you, were there need; — 
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The royal tree hath left us royal fruit. 

Which, meUow'd by the stealing hours of time, 

Will well become tne seat of majesty. 

And make, no doubt, us happv by ms reign. 

On him I lay that you would lay on me, — 

The right and fortune of his happy stars ; 

Which God defend that I should wring from him ! 

Buck, My lord, this argues conscience in your grace; 
But the respects thereof are nice and trivial, 
All circumstances well considered. 
You say that Edward is your brother's son : 
So sa^ we too, but not by Edward's wife; 
For m^t was he contract to Lady Lucy, — 
Your mother Uves a witness to his vow,— 
And afterward by substitute betroth'd 
To Bona, sister to the King of France. 
These both put ofif, a poor petitioner, 
A care-craz'd mother to a many sons, 
A beauty- waning and distressed widow. 
Even in the af tc^oon of her best days. 
Made prize and purchase of his wanton eye, 
Seduc^ the pitch and height of his degree 
To base declension and loath'd bigamy : 
]^ her, in his unlawful bed, he got . 
Tjiia Edward, whom our manners call the prince. 
More bitterly could I expostulate. 
Save that, for reverence to some aJive^ 
leive a sparing limit to my tongue. 
Then, good my lord, take to your royal self 
This proffer'd benefit of dignity ; 
If not to bless us and the £ind withal. 
Yet to draw forth your noble ancestry 
From the corruption of abusing time 
Unto a lineal true-derived course. 

May, Do, good my lord; your citizens entreat you. 

Btick, Refuse not, mi^ly lord, this proffer'd love. 

Cate, O, make them joynd, grant their lawful suit ! 

Olo, Alas, why would you heap those cares on me? 
I am imfit fbr state and majesty : — 
I do beseech you, take it not amiss; 
I cannot nor I will not yield to you. 

Buck, If you refuse i^ — as, in love and zeal. 
Loth to depose the child, your brother's son — 
As well we know your tenderness of heart, 
And eentle, kind, effeminate remorse, 
Whi(£ we have noted in you to your kindred^ 
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And equally, indeed, to all estates, — 
Yet know, whe'r you accept our suit or no. 
Your brother's son shall never reign our king ; 
But we will plant some other in the throne. 
To the disgrace and downfall of your house : 
And in this resolution here we leave you. — 
Come, citizens, we will entreat no more. 

[Exeunt Buck., the Mayor and Citizens retiring, 

Cate. Call them again, sweet prince, accept their suit : 
If you deny them, sSi. the land will rue it. 

Olo, WiU you enforce me to a world of cares? 
Call them again. 

[Cate. goes to the Mayor, d:c., and then ExiL 
I am not made of stone. 
But penetrable to your kind entreaties. 
Albeit against my conscience and my souL 

Re-enter Buckingham and Catesbt, the Mayor, <jE;C| ctrmng 

forward. 

Cousin of Buckingham, — and sage, grave men, 
Since you will buckle fortune on my back, 
To bear her burden, whe'r I will or no, 
I must have patience to endure the load : 
But if black scandal or foul-fac'd reproach 
Attend the sequel of your imposition. 
Your mere eim)rcement shall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and stains thereof; 
For God he knows, and you may partly see. 
How far I am from the desire oi this. 

May, God bless your grace! we see it, and will say it. 

Olo. In saying so, you shall but say the truth. 

Biich Then I salute you with this royal title, — 
Lons live King Richard, England's worthy king! 

Au. Amen. 

Buck. To-morrow may it please you to be crown*d? 

Olo, Even when you please, for you will have it so. 

BtLck, To-morrow, then, we will attend your grace: 
And so, most jo3rfally, we take our leave. 

Olo, Come, let us to our holy work again. — 

\To the Bishops. 
Farewell, my cousin ;—fiu:ewell, gentle friends. {EocevjiU 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE L— London. B^wt the Tower, 

Enter, on one side, Queen Elizabeth, Duchess op York, 
and Makquis of Dorset ; on the other, Anne Duchess 
OF Gloster, leading Lady Margaret Plantaoenet, 
Clarence's young Daughter. 

Duch. Who meets us here? — my niece Plantagenet 
Led in the hand of her kind aunt of Gloster ? 
Now, for my Ufe, she 's wandering to the Tower, 
On pure heart's love, to greet the tender princes. — 
Daughter, well met. 

Anne. God give your graces both 

A happy and a joyful time of day ! 

Q. E&z. As much to you, good sister! Whither away? 

Anne, No further than tiie Tower; and, as I guess, 
Upon the like devotion as yourselves, 
To gratulate the gentle princes there. 

Q. Miz. Kind sister, thanks : we'll enter all together : — 
And, in good time, here the lieutenant comes. 

Enter Brakenburt. 

Master lieutenant, pray you, by your leave, 
How doth the prince, and my young son of York ? 

Brak. Right well, dear madam. By your patience, 
I may not suffer ^ou to visit them ; 
The king hath strictly charg'd the contrary. 

Q. Eliz, The king! who 's that? 

Brak. I mean the lord protector. 

Q. Eliz. The Lord protect him from that kingly title ! 
£[ath he set bounds between their love and me ? 
I ^m their mother ; who shall bar me from them ? 

Duch. I am their father's mother; I will see them. 

Anne. Their aunt I am in law, in love their mother: 
Then bring me to their sights ; I'll bear thy blame, 
And take thy office from thee, on my periL 

Brak. No, madam, no, — I may not leave it so : 
I am bound by oath, and therefore pardon me. [Exit, 

Enter Stanley. 

Stan. Let me but meet you, ladies, one hour hence, 
And I'll salute your grace of York as mother 
And reverend looker-on of two fair queens. — 
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Come, madam, you must strai^t to Westminster, 

[To the Duchess of Glostsb. 
There to be crowned Richartrs royal queen. 

Q, Eliz. Ah, cut my lace asunder, 
That my pent heart may have some scope to beat, 
Or else I swoon with this dead-killing news ! 

Anne, Despiteful tidings ! unpleasing news! 

Dor, Be of good cheer : mother, how fares your grace ? 

Q, Eliz, Dorset, speak not to me, get thee gone! 
Death and destruction dog thee at the heels ; 
Thy mother's name is onunous to children. 
If thou wilt outstrip death, go cross the seas. 
And live with Richmond, from the reach of hell : 
Go, hie thee, hie thee from this slaughter-house, 
Lest thou increase the number of the dead; 
And make me die the thrall of Margaret's curse, 
Nor mother, wife, nor England's counted queen. 

Stan, Full of wise care is this your counsel, madam. — 
Take all the swift advantage of t ne hours ; 
You shall have letters from, me to my son 
In your behalf to meet you on the way: 
Be not ta'en tardy by unwise delay. 

DvLch. O ill-dispersing wind of misery ! — 
O my accursed womb, the bed of death ! 
A cockatrice hast thou hatch'd to the world. 
Whose unavoided eye is murderous. 

Stan, Come, madam, come ; I in all haste was sent. 

Anne. And I with all unwillingness will go. — 
O, would to God that the inclusive verge 
Of golden metal that must round my brow 
Were red-hot steel, to sear me to the brain ! 
Anointed let me be with deadly venom. 
And die ere men can say God save the Queen! 

Q, Eliz, Go, go, poor soul, I envy not thy glory; 
To feed my humour, wish thyself no harm. 

Anne, No, why? — ^When he that is my husband now 
Came to me, as I follow'd Henry's corse; 
When scarce the blood was well wash'd from his hands 
Which issu'd from my other angel husband, 
And that dead saint which then I weeping follow'd; 
O, when, I say, I look'd on Richard's face. 
This was my wish, — Be thou, quotib I, accurid 
For making me, so young, so old a tmdowf 
And when thou wedcPst, let sorrow haunt thy bed; 
And he thy wife, — \fany he so mad, — 
More miserable by the life of thee 
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Than thou hast made me by my dear lord's death! 

Lo, ere I can repeat this curse again. 

Within so small a time, my woman's heart 

Grossly grew captive to his honey words, 

And prov'd the subject of mine own soul's curse, — 

Whicn hitherto hath held mine eyes from rest; 

For never yet one hour in his bed 

Bid I enjoy the golden dew of sleep, 

But with his timorous dreams was still awak'd. 

Besides, he hates me for my father Warwick ; 

And will, no doubt, shortly be rid of me. 

Q. JSliz. Poor heart, adieu ! I pity tlw complaining. 

Anne. No more than with my soul I mourn for yours. 

Q. Miz, Farewell, thou woeful weloomer of glorv ! 

Anne, Adieu, poor soul, that tak'st thy leave ot it ! 

Duch Go thou to Richmond, and good fortune guide 
thee! — [7\) Dorset. 

€ro thou to Richard, and good angels tend thee ! — \To Anne. 
Go thou to sanctuary, and good thoughts possess thee! 

\To Queen Elizabeth. 
I to my grave, where peace and rest lie with me 1 
Eighty (3.d years of sorrow have I seen, 
And each hour's joy wreck'd with a week of teen. 

Q. Eliz. Stay yet, look back with me unto the Tower. — 
Pity, you ancient stones, those tender babes. 
Whom envY hath immur'd within your walls ! 
Rough cradde for such little pretty ones ! 
Rude ragged nurse, old sullen playfellow 
For tend^ princes, use my babies well ! 
So foolish sorrow bids your stones fieu^welL [Exeunt. 



SCENE n.— London. A Room of State in the Palace. 

Flourish of trumpets. Richabd, as King, upon his throne; 
Buckingham, Catesby, a Page, and others. 

K. Rich. Stand aU apart. — Cousin of Buckingham, — 

Buck. My ^cious sovereign? 

K. Rich Give me thy hand. Thus high, by thy advice 
And thy assistance, is King Richard seated : — 
But shall we wear these glories for a day ? 
Or shall they last, and we rejoice in them ? 

Ruck. Still live they, and for ever let them last ! 

K. Rich. Ah, Buckingham, now do I play the touch. 
To try if thou be current ^Id indeed : — 
Young Edward lives; — ^think now what I would s^iqaSel. 
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Buck, Say on, my loving lord. 

K. Rich. Why, Buckingham, I say, I would be king. 

Buck, Why, so you are, my thrice-renowned liese. 

K. Rich. Ha! am I king? *tis so: but Edward liTes* 

Bu^k, True, noble prince. 

K. Rich. O bitter consequence, 

That Edward still should live, — ^true, noble prince! — 
Cousin, thou wast not wont to be so dull : — 
Shall I be plain ? — I wish the bastards dead ; 
And I would have it suddenly performed. 
What say'st thou now ? speak suddenly, be brie£ 

Buck, Your grace may do your pleasure. 

K, Rich, Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy kindness freezes : 
Say, have I thy consent that they shall die? 

Buck. Give me some little breath, some pause, dear lord. 
Before I positively speak in this : 
I will resolve your grace immediately. [ExiL 

Gate, The lung is angry : see, he gnaws his lip. [Aside* 

K, Rich, I win converse with iron-witted fools 

[Descends from his throne. 
And unrespective boys ; none are for me 
That look mto me with considerate eyes : 
High-reaching Buckingham grows circumspect. — 
Boy!— 

Page. My lord ? 

K. Rich, Know*st thou not any whom corrupting goH 
Would tempt unto a close exploit of death ? 

Page, I know a discontented gentleman. 
Whose humble means match not his haughty spirit : 
Gold were as good as twenty orators, 
And will, no doubt, tempt him to anything. 

K, Rich, What is his name? 

Page, His name, my lord, is TyrreL 

K. Rich, I partly know the man: go, call him hither, 
boy. ^ [Msit Page. 

The deep-revolving wittjr Buckingham 
No more shall be the neighbour to my counsels : 
Hath he so long held out with me untir'd. 
And stops he now for breath ? — ^well, be it so. 

Enter Stanley. 

How now, Lord Stanley ! what *s the news ? 

Stan. Know, my loving lord. 
The Marquis Dorset, as i hear, is fled 
To Richmond, in the parts where he abides. 

K. Rich, Come hither, Catesby : rumour it abroad 
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That Anne, my wife, is very grievous sick; 

I wUl take order for her keeping close : 

Inquire me out some mean poor gentleman 

Whom I will marry straight to Clarence' daughter;— 

The boy is foolish, and I fear not him. — 

Look, how thou dream'st! — I say again, ave out 

That Anne my queen is sick, and like to die: 

About it ; for it stands me much upon. 

To stop all hopes whose growth may damage me. 

[Exit Catesbt. 
I must be married to my brother's daughter. 
Or else my kingdom stands on brittle ^ass : — 
Murder her brothers, and then marry her I 
Uncertain way of gain! But I am in 
So far in blood that sin will pluck on sin : 
Tear-falling pity dwells not m this eye. 

He-enter Page, with Ttrkxl. 

Is thy name Tyrrel ? 

Tyr. James Tyrrel, and your most obedient subject. 

K, Rich, Art thou, indeed ? 

Tyr. Prove me, my gracious lord. 

K. Rich. Dar'st thou resolve to kill a friend of mine? 

Tyr, Please you. But I had rather kill two enemies* 

K, Rich Why, then, thou hast it : two deep enemies^ 
Foes to my rest, and my sweet sleep's disturbers, 
Are they that I would nave thee deal upon : — 
Tyrrel, I mean those bastards in the Tower. 

Tyr. Let me have open means to come to them. 
And soon PU rid you irom the fear of them. 

K, Rich. Thou sing'st sweet music Hark, come hither, 
Tyrrel: 
Go, by this token: — ^rise, and lend thine ear: 

[Whispers, 
There is no more but so : — say it is done. 
And I will love thee, and prefer thee for it. 

Tyr, I will despatch it straight. [Exit. 

Re-enter Buckingham. 

Btuih, My lord, I have consider'd in my mind 
The late demand that you did sound me m. 

K. Rich. Well, let that rest. Dorset is fled to Richmond. 

Bitck. I hear the news, my lord. 

K, Rich. Stanley, he is your wife's son : — well, look to it. 

Ruck, My lord, I claim the gift, mv due by promise, 
For which your honour and your faith ia i^^wnL^^ 
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The earldom of Hereford, and the movables, 
Which yon have promised I shall possess. 

K. Rich, Stanley, look to yonr wife : if she convey 
Letters to Richmond, you shall answer it. 

Buck, What says your highness to my just request? 

K, RicK I do remember me, — Henry uie Sixtn 
Did prophesy that Richmond should be king, 
When Kichmond was a little peevish boy. 
A. kinff ! — ^perhaps, — 

Buck. My lord, — 

jr. Rich. How chance the prophet could not at that time 
Have told me, I being by, that I should kill him ? 

Buck, My lord, your promise for the earldom, — 

K. Rich, Richmond! — ^When last I was at Exeter, 
The mayor in courtesy show'd me the castle, 
And call'd it Rouge-mont : at which name I started. 
Because a bard of Ireland told me once 
I should not live long after I saw Richmond. 

Buck. My lord, — 

K. Rich. Ay, what *s o'clock? 

Buck, I am thus bold to put your grace in mind 
Of what you promis'd me. 

K, Rich. Well, but what's o'clock? 

Buck, Upon the stroke of ten. 

K, Rich, Well, let it strike. 

Buck. Why let it strike? 

K, Rich. lEiecause that, like a Jack, thou keep'st the stroke 
Betwixt thy beg^g and my meditation. 
I am not in the ^ving vein to-day. 

Buck, Wl^, then resolve me whether you will or no. 

K, Rich. Thou troublest me ; I am not in the vein. 

[Eaceunt K. Rich, and Train. 

Buck, And is it thus? rep^ he my deep service 
With such contempt? made I him king for this? 
O, let me think on Hastings, and be gone 
To Brecknock while my fearftd head is on ! [Exit. 



SCENE m.— London. Another Room in the Palace. 

Enter Ttrrel. 

Tyr. The tyrannous and bloody act is done, — 
The most arch deed of piteous massacre 
That ever yet this land was guilty of. 
Dighton and Forrest, whom 1 did suborn 
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To do this piece of ruthless butchery, 
Albeit they were flesh'd villains, bloody dogs. 
Melting with tenderness and mild compassion, 
Wept like two children in their death's sad story. 
O thus, quoth Diehton, lay tJie gentle babes, — 
Thus, thus, qnoth Forrest, girdling one another 
Within their alabaster innocent arms: 
Their lips were four red roses on a stalk, 
Which in their summer heauty kist^d each other. 
A hook of prayers on thevr pillow lay; 
Which once, quoth Forrest, almost chan^d my mind; 
Bui, O, the devil, — ^there the yillain stopp'd; 
When Dighton thus told on, — toe srfiotnered 
The most replenished sweet work of nature 
That from the prime creation e'er she framed, — 
Hence both are gone ; with conscience and remorse 
They could not speak ; and so I left them both, 
To bear this tidings to the bloody king : — 
And here he comes : — 

Enter Kino Richabb. 

All health, my sovereign lord! 

jr. Rich, Kind Tvrrel, am I happy in thy^ news? 

Tyr, If to have done the thing you gave in charge 
Beget your happiness, be happy then, 
For it IS done. 

K, Rich, But didst thou lee them dead? 

Tyr. I did, my lord. 

K. Rich. And buried, eentle Tyrrel? 

Tyr. The chaplain of the Tower hath buried them; 
But where, to say the truth, I do not know. 

K. Rich, Come to me, Tyrrel, soon, at after supper. 
When thou shalt tell the process of their death. 
Meantime, but think how I may do thee good. 
And be inheritor of thy desire. 
Farewell till then. 

Tyr. I humbly take my leave. \ExiL 

K. Rich. The son of Clarence have I pent up close; 
His daughter meanly have I match'd in marriage; 
The sons of Edward sleep in Abraham's bosom. 
And Anne my wife hath bid the world good night. 
Now, for I know the Bretagne Richmond aims 
At yoimg Elizabeth, my brother's daughter, 
And by that knot looks proudly on the crown. 
To her go I, a jolly thriving wooer. 

VOL. IV. U 
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Enter Ratclipf. 

RdL My lord, — 

K. Rkh. Good news or bad, that thou com'st in m 
bluntly? 

Rat. Bad news, my lord : Morton is fled to Riclimond; 
And Buckingham, backed with the hardy Welshmen^ 
Is in the field, and stUl his power increaseth. 

K, Rich. Ely with Richmond troubles me more near 
Than Buckingham and his rash-levied stren^h. 
Come, — I have leam'd that fearful commentmg 
Is leaden servitor to dull delay ; 
Delay leads impotent and snaU-pac*d beggary : 
Then fiery expedition be my wing, 
Jove's Mercury, and herald for a ting ! 
Go, muster men : my counsel is my shield ; 
We must be brief wlien traitors brave the field. [ExeuwL 



SCENE IV.— London. Before the Palace. 

jl^Mter Queen Margaret. 

Q, Mar. So, now prosperity begins to mellow, 
And drop into the rotten mouth of death. 
Here in these confines slil^ have I lurk'd, 
To watch the waning of mine enemies. 
A dire induction am I witness to. 
And will to France ; hoping the consequence 
Will prove as bitter, black, and tragical — 
Withdraw thee, wretched Margaret: who comes here? 

[Retiree, 

Enter Queen Elizabeth and the Duchess oir York. 

Q, Eliz. Ah, my poor princes! ah, my tender babes 1 
My unblown flowers, new-appearing sweets! 
If yet your gentle souls fly m the air, 
And be not fix' d in doom perpetual. 
Hover about me with your airy wings, 
And hear your mother's lamentation ! 

Q. Mar, Hover about her ; say, that right for right 
Hath dimm'd your infant mom to aged night. 

Ditch, So many miseries have craz'd my voice 
That my woe-wearied tongue is still and mute. — 
Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead? 

Q, Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet, 
Edward for Edwanl pays a dying debt. 
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Q. Eliz, Wilt thou, O God, fly from auch gentle lambs. 
And throw them in the entrails of the wolf? 
When didst thou sleep when such a deed was done? 

Q. Mar. When holy Harry died, and my sweet son. 

Duch, Dead life, blind sight, poor mortsd-living ghost, 
Woe's scene, world's shame, grave's due by life usurp'd, 
Brief abstract and record of tedious days. 
Best thy imrest on England's lawful earth, 

[Sitting doum. 
Unlawfully made drunk with Innocent blood! 

Q. Miz. Ah, that thou wouldst as soon afford a grave 
As thou canst yield a melancholy seat ! 
Then would I hide my bones, not rest them here. 
Ah, who hath any cause to mourn but we? 

[Sitting doum by her, 

Q, Mar, If ancient sorrow be most reverent. 
Give mine the benefit of seniory, [Coming forvoard. 

And let my griefs frown on the upper hand. 
If sorrow can admit society, [Sitting doxon with them. 

Tell o'er your woes again by viewing mine : — 
I had an Edward, till a Bichard kilTd him; 
I had a Henry, till a Richard kill'd him : 
Thou hadst an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him; 
Thou hadst a Richard, till a Richard kill'd him. 

Duck, 1 had a Richard too, and thou didst kill him; 
I had a Rutland too, thou holp'st to kill him. 

Q, Mar, Thou hadst a Clarence too, and Richard kill'd 
From forth the kennel of thy womb hath crept [him. 

A hell-hound that doth hunt us all to death : 
That dog, that had his teeth before his eyes, 
To worry lambs and lap their gentle blood; 
That foul defacer of God's handiwork ; 
That excellent grand tyrant of the earth. 
That reigns in galled eyes of weeping souls, — 
Thy womb let loose, to chase us to our graves. — 
O upright, just, and true-disposing God, 
How do I thank thee that this carnal cur 
Preys on the issue of his mother's body. 
And makes her pew-fellow with others' moan! 

Dtich. Hairy'a wife, triumph not in my woes I 
God witness with me, I have wept for thine. 

Q. Mar. Bear with me ; I am hungry for revenge. 
And now I cloy me with beholding it. 
Thy Edward he is dead, that kiU'a my Edward; 
Thy other Edward dead to quit my Edward ; 
Young York he is but boot, oecause both they 
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Match not the high perfection of my loss : 

Thy Clarence he is dead that stabb'd my Edward ; 

And the beholders of this frantic play, 

The adulterate Hastings, Rivers, Vaughan, Grey, 

Untimely smother'd in their dusky graves. 

Richard yet Uves, hell's black intelligencer ; 

Only reserved their factor to buy souls, 

And send them thither : — but at hand, at hand, 

Ensues'his piteous and unpitied end: 

Earth gai)es, hell burns, fiends roar, saints pray. 

To have nim suddenly convey'd from hence. — 

Cancel his bond of life, dear G^d, I pray, 

That I may live to sav, The dog is dead ! 

Q, Elk. 0, thou didst prophesy the time would- come 
That I should wish for thee to help me curse 
That bottled spider, that foul bimch-back*d toad ! 

Q. Mar, 1 call'd thee then, vain flourish of my fortune; 
I call'd thee then, poor shadow, painted queen ; 
The presentation of but what I was. 
The nattering index of a direful pageant ; 
One heav'd a-high, to be hurl'd down below; 
A mother only mock'd with two fair babes ; 
A dream of what thou wast ; a garish flag, 
To be the aim of every dangerous shot ; 
A sign of dignity, a breath, a bubble; 
A queen in jest, only to fill the scene. 
Where is thy husband now? where be thy brothers? 
Where be thy two sons? wherein dost thou joy? 
Who sues, and kneels, and says, God save the queen? 
Where be the bending peers that flatter'd thee? 
Where be the thronging troops that follow*d tiiee? 
Decline all this, and see what now thou art : 
For happy wife, a most distressed widow; 
For joynil mother, one that wails the name ; 
For one being su'd to, one that humbly sues; 
For queen, a very caitiff crown'd with care ; 
For one that scom'd at me, now scom'd of me; 
For one being fear'd of all, now fearing one; 
For one commanding all, obey'd of nojie. 
Thus hath the course of justice wheel'd about. 
And left thee but a very prey to time ; 
Having no more but thought of what thou wast. 
To torture thee the more, oeing what thou art. 
Thou didst usurp my place, and dost thou not 
Usurp the just proportion of my sorrow? 
Kow thy proud neck bears half my burden'd yoke; 
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From which even here I dip my wearied head, 
And leave the burden of it all on thee. 
Farewell, York^s wife, and queen of sad mischanoe : — 
These English woes shall make me smile in France. 

Q, JSliz, O thou well skilled in curses, stay awhile, 
And teach me how to curse mine enemies ! 

Q. Mar, Forbear to sleep the night and fasb the day; 
Compare dead happiness with living woe ; 
ThinK that thy babes were fairer than they were, 
And he that slew them fouler than he is : 
Bettering thy loss makes the bad-causer worse ; 
Revolving this will teach thee how to curse. 

Q, Eliz, My words are dull ; O, quicken them with thine ! 

Q. Mar. Thy woes will make them sharp, and pierce like 
mine. [ExlL 

Duch. Why should calamity be full of words? 

Q. Eliz. Windy attorneys to their dient woes, 
Airy succeeders of intestate joys, 
Poor breathing orators of miseries ! 
Let them have scope : thoueh what they do impart 
Help nothing else, yet do they ease the heart 

Duch. If so, then be not tongue-tied : go with me, 
And in the breath of bitter words let*s smother 
My damned son, that thy two sweet sons smother'd. 

[Drum toUhiti, 
I hear his drum :--be copious in exclaims. 

Enter Kino Richard and his Train, marching, 

K. Rich. Who intercepts me in my expedition? 

Duch. O, she that might have intercepted thee. 
By strangling thee in her accursed womb, 
From all the slaughters, wretch, that thou hast done ! 

Q. Eliz. Hidst uiou that forehead with a golden crown. 
Where should be branded, if that right were right. 
The slaughter of the prince that ow^ that crown. 
And the dire death of my poor sons and brothers? 
Tell me, thou villain-slave, where are my children? 

Du^h. Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy brother 
Clarence? 
And little Ned Plantagenet, his son? 

Q. Eliz. Where is the gentle Rivers, Vaughan, Grey? 

Duch. Where is kind Hastings? 

K. Rich. A flourish, trumpets ! strike alarum, drums I 
Let not the heavens hear these tell-tale women 
R£ul on the Lord's anointed : strike, I say ! 

[iPiourialv. AlajnuiR** 
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Either be patient, and entreat me fair, 
Or with the clamorous report of war 
Thus will I drown your exclamations. 

Jhich. Art thou my son? 

K. Rich. Ay, I thank God, my father, and yoar8eI£ 

Duch. Then patiently hear my impatience. 

K. Rich, Madam, I nave a touch of your condition. 
That cannot brook the accent of reproof 

Duch. O, let me speak ! 

K, Rich. Do, then ; but Fll not hear. 

Duch. I will be mild and gentle in my words. 

K. Rich. And brief^ good mother ; for I am in haate. 

Duch. Art thou so hasty? I have stayed for thee, 
God knows, in torment and in agony. 

K. Rich. And came I not at last to comfort you ? 

Duch. No, by the holy rood, thou know'st it well. 
Thou cam'st on earth to make the earth my hell. 
A grievous burden was thy birth to me; 
Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy ; 
Thy school-days frightful, desperate, wild, and furious; 
Thy prime of manhood daring, bold, and venturous ; 
Thy age confirm'd, proud, subtle, sly, and bloody, 
More mild, but yet more harmful, kind in hatred : 
What comfortable hour canst thou name 
That ever grac'd me in thy company? 

K. Rich. Faith, none but Humphrey Hour, that called 
To breakfast once forth of my company. [your grace 

If I be so disgracious in your eye, 
Let me march on, and not offend you, madam. — 
Strike up the drum. 

Duch. I pr*ythee, hear me speak. 

K. Rich, You speak too bitterly. 

Duch. Hear me a word ; 

For I shall never speak to thee again. 

K. Rich. So. 

Duch. Either thou wilt die by God's just ordinance 
Ere from this war thou turn a conqueror ; 
Or I with grief and extreme age shall perish, 
And never look upon thy face again. 
Therefore take with thee my most heavy curse ; 
Which in the day of battle tire thee more 
Than all the complete armour that thou wear'st ! 
My prayers on the adverse party fight ; 
And there the little souls of Edward's children 
Whisper the spirits of thine enemies. 
And promise tnem success and victory. 
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Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end ; 
Shame serves thy life and doth thy death attend. [Exit, 
. Q. Eliz. Though far more cause, yet much less spirit to 

curse 
Abides in me ; I say amen to her. [Going, 

K, Rich. Sta}'-, madam, I must talk a word with you. 

Q, Eliz. I have no more sons of the royal blood 
For thee to slaughter: for my daughters, Richard, — 
They shall be prajring nuns, not weeping queens ; 
And therefore level not to hit their hves. 

K. Rich. You have a daughter call'd Elizabeth, 
Virtuous and fair, royal and gracious. 

Q. Eliz. And must she die for this? 0, let her live, 
And I'll corrupt her manners, stain her beauty; 
Slander myself as false to Edward's bed; 
Throw over her the veil of infamy : 
So she may live unscarr'd of bleeding slaughter, 
I will confess she was not Edward's daughter. 

K. Rich. Wrong not her birth ; she is of royal blood. 

Q. Eliz. To save her life I'll say she is not so. 

K. Rich. Her life is safest only in her birth. 

Q. Eliz. And only in that safety died her brothers. 

K, Rich. Lo, at their births good stars were opposite. 

Q. Eliz. No, to their lives bad friends were contrary. 

K. Rich. All unavoided is the doom of destiny. 

Q. Eliz. True, when avoided grace makes destiny : 
My babes were destined to a fairer death 
If grace had bless'd thee with a fairer life. 

A. Rich, You speak as if that I had slain my cousins. 

Q. Eliz. Cousins, indeed; and by their uncle cozen'd 
Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life. 
Whose hands soever lanc'd their tender hearts. 
Thy head, all indirectly, gave direction : 
No doubt the murderous &iife was dull and blunt 
Till it was whetted on thy stone-hard heart, 
To revel in the entrails of my lambs. 
But that still use of grief makes wild grief tame. 
My tongue should to thy ears not name my boys 
Till that my nails were anchor'd in thine eyes; 
And I, in such a desperate bay of death. 
Like a poor bark, of sails and tackling reft. 
Rush aU to pieces on thy rocky bosom. 

K. Rich. Madam, so thrive I in my enterprise 
And dangerous success of bloody wars, 
As I intend more good to you and yours 
Than ever you or yours by me were harm'd! 
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Q. Eliz, What good is cover'd with the face of heaven. 
To be discoyer'd, that can do me good? 

K, Rich. The advancement of vour children, gentle lady. 

Q, Eliz, Up to some scaffold, there to lose their heads? 

K. Rich, No, to the di^ty and height of honour^ 
The h^h imperial type of this earth's glory. 

Q. Eliz, Flatter my sorrows with report of it; 
Tell me what state, what di^ty, what honour, 
Canst thou demise to any child of mine? 

K, Rich, Even all I have ; ay, and myself and all 
Will I withal endow a child of thine ; 
So in the Lethe of thy angry soul 
Thou drown the sad remembrance of those wrongs 
Which thou supposest I have done to thee. 

Q, Eliz. Be brief, lest that the process of thy kindness 
Last longer telling than thy kindness' date. 

K. Rich. Then know, that from my soul I love thy 
daughter, 

Q. Eliz. My daughter's mother thinks it with her souL 

K. Rich, What do you think? 

Q, Eliz, That thou dost love my daughter from thy soul : 
So from thy soul's love didst thou love her brothers ; 
And from my heart's love I do thank thee for it. ^ 

K, Rich, Be not so hasty to confound my meaning: 
I mean that with my soul I love thy daughter. 
And do intend to make her Queen of En^and. 

Q, Eliz, Well, then, who dost thou mean shall be het 
king? 

K. Rich. Even he that makes her queen: who else should 
be? 

Q. Eliz. What, thou? 

K. Rich. I, even I : what think you of it, madam? 

Q. Eliz. How canst thou woo her? 

K, Rich, ^ ^ That I would learn of yon. 

As one being best acquainted with her humour. 

Q, Eliz. And wilt uiou learn of me? 

K. Rich. Madam, with all my heart. 

Q, Eliz. Send to her, by the man that slew her brothers, 
A pair of bleeding hearts ; thereon engrave 
Edward and York ; then haply will she weep : 
Therefore present to her, — as sometime Margaret 
Did to thy father, steep'd in Rutland's blood, — 
A handkerchief; which, say to her, did drain 
The purple sap from her sweet brothers' bodies. 
And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withaL 
If this inducement move her not to love. 
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Send her a letter of thy noble deeds ; 

Tell her thou mad'st away her uncle Clarence, 

Her uncle Rivers; ay, and for her sake 

Mad'st quick conveyance with her good aunt Anne. 

K. Rich. You mock me, madam; this is not the way 
To win your daughter. 

Q. Eliz. There is no other way ; 

UnleBS thou couldst put on some other shape, 
And not be Richard that hath done all this. 

K. Rich. Say that I did all this for love of her? 

Q. Eliz. Nav, then indeed she cannot choose but hate thee, 
Having bougnt love with such a bloody spoil. 

K. Mich. Look, what is done cannot be now amended: 
Men shall deal unadvisedly sometimes, 
Which after-hours jgive leisure to repent. 
If I did take the kmgdom from your sons. 
To make amends I'll give it to your daughter. 
If I have kill'd the issue of your womb. 
To quicken your increase I will beget 
Mine issue of your blood upon your daughter : 
A grandam's name is little less in love 
Tlmn is the doating title of a mother ; 
They are as children but one step below, 
Even of your mettle, of your very blood ; 
Of all one pain, — save for a night of groans 
Endur'd of her, for whom you bid like sorrow* 
Your children were vexation to your youth; 
But mine shall be a comfort to your age. 
The loss you have is but a son being lung. 
And by that loss your daughter is made queen. 
I cannot make you what amends I would. 
Therefore accept such kindness as I can. 
Dorset your son, that with a fearful soul 
licads discontented steps in foreign soil. 
This fair alliance quickly shall c2l home 
To high promotions and great dignity : 
The king, that calls your beauteous daughter wife. 
Familiarly shaU call thy Dorset brother; 
Again shall you be motner to a king. 
And all the ruins of distressful times 
Repair'd with double riches of content. 
What! we hav^ many goodly days to see : 
The liquid drops of tears that you have shed 
Shall come agam, transform'd to orient pearl. 
Advantaging their loan with interest 
Of ten-times-double gain of happiness. 
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Go, then, my mother, to thy daughter go ; 
Make bold her bashfid years with your experience; 
Prepare her ears to hear a wooer's tale ; 
Put in her tender heart the aspiring flame 
Of golden sovereignty ; acquaint the princess 
With the sweet silent hours of marriage joys : 
And when this arm of mine hath chastised 
The petty rebel, dull-brain'd Buckingham, 
Bound with triumphant garlands wiU I come, 
And lead thy daughter to a conqueror's bed ; 
To whom I will retail my conquest won. 
And she shall be sole victress, Caesar's Csesar. 

Q. Eliz, What were I best to say? her father's brother 
Would be her lord? or shall I say her imcle? 
Or he that slew her brothers and her uncles? 
Under what title shall I woo for thee, 
That God, the law, my honour, and her love 
Can make seem pleasing to her tender years? 

K. RicL Infer fair !^gland's peace by this alliance. 

Q. Eliz. Which she shall purchase with still-lasting war. 

K, Rich, Tell her the king, that may command, entreats. 

Q. Eliz. That at her hands which the king's King forbids. 

K. Rich, Say she shall be a high and mighty queen. 

Q, Eliz. To wail the title, as her mother doth. 

K. Rich, Say I will love her everlastingly. 

Q. Eliz, But how long shall that title, ever^ last? 

K, Rich. Sweetly in force unto her fair life's end. 

Q. Eliz. But how long fairly shall her sweet life last? 

K. Rich, As long as heaven and nature lengthens it. 

Q. Eliz. As long as hell and Richard likes of it. 

K. Rich. Say I, her sovereign, am her subject low. 

Q. Eliz, But she, your subject, loathes such sovereignty. 

K. Rich, Be eloquent in my behalf to her. 

Q. Eliz. An honest tale speeds best being plainly told. 

K. Rich. Then, plainly to her tell my loving tale. 

Q. Eliz. Plain and not honest is too harsh a st^'le. 

K. Rich. Your reasons are too shallow and too quick. 

Q. Eliz, 0, no, my reasons are too deep and dead; — 
Too deep and dead, poor infants, in their graves. 

K. Rich. Harp not on that string, madam ; that is past. 

Q, Eliz. Harp on it still shall I till heart-strings break. 

K, Rich, Now, by my George, my garter, and my 
crown, — 

Q, Eliz, Profaned, dishonoured, and the third usurp'd. 

K. Rich. 1 swear, — 

Q. Eliz, By nothing; for this is no oath : 
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Thy George, profan'd, hath lost his holy honour ; 
Thy gaiter, blemish'd, pawn'd his knightly virtue ; 
Thy crown, usurp'd, dissrac'd his kingly glory. 
If something thou wouldst swear to be believ'd. 
Swear, then, by something that thou hast not wrong'd. 

K, Riclu Now, by the world, — 

Q, Elh, *Tis full of thy foul wrongs. 

K, Rich. My father's death, — 

Q, Eliz, Thy life hath that dishonoured. 

K. Rich, Then, by myself^ — 

Q. Eliz, Thyself is self-misused. 

A". Rkh. Why, then, by God,— , 

Q. Eliz, God's wrong is most of alL 

If thou hadst fear'd to break an oath by him, 
The unity the king thy brother made 
Had not been broken, nor my brother slain : 
If thou hadst fear'd to break an oath by him. 
The imperial metal, circling now thy head, 
Had grac'd the tender temples of my child ; 
And both the princes had been breathing here, 
Which now, two tender bedfellows for dust. 
Thy broken faith hath made a prey for worms. 
What canst thou swear by now? 

K. Rich, The time to come. 

Q. Eliz. That thou hast wronged in the time o'erpast; 
For I myself have many tears to wash 
Hereafter time, for time past wrong'd by thee. 
The children live whose parents thou hast slaughtered, 
Ungovem'd youth, to wail it in their age ; 
The parents live whose children thou hast butcher'd, 
Old barren plants, to wail it with their age. 
Swear not by time to come ; for that thou hast 
Misus'd ere used, by times ill-us'd o'erpast. 

K. Rich. As I intend to prosper and repent I 
So thrive I in my dangerous attempt 
Of hostile arms ! myself myself confound ! 
Heaven and for time bar me happy hours ! 
Day, yield me not thy Ught; nor, night, thy rest! 
Be opposite all planets of good luck 
To my proceeding! — if, with pxire heart's love. 
Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, 
I tender not thy beauteous princely daughter ! 
In her consists my happiness and thine; 
Without her, follows to myself and thee. 
Herself, the land, and many a Christian soul, 
Death, desolation, ruin, and decay : 
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It cannot be avoided but by this ; 

It will not be avoided but by this. 

Therefore, dear mother, — I must call you so, — 

Be the attorney of my love to her : 

Plead what I will be, not what I have been ; 

Not my deserts, but what I will deserve : 

Urge the necessity and state of times, 

And be not peevish found in ^eat designs. 

Q. Eliz, Shall I be tem{)ted of the devil thus? 

'K, Rich, Ay, if the devil tempt you to do good. 

Q, Elk, Shall I forget myself to be myself? 

K, Rich. Ay, if your self's remembrance wrong yotmeI£ 

Q, Eliz, But thou didst kill my children. 

K, Rich. But in your daughter's womb I bury them : 
Where, in that nest of spicery, they shall breed 
Selves of themselves, to your recomforture. 

Q. Eliz. Shall I go win my daughter to thy will? 

K, Rich, And be a happy mother by the deed. 

Q. Eliz. I go. — ^Write to me very shortly, 
And you shaH understand from me her mmd. 

K, Rich, Bear her my true love's kiss ; and so, fareweO. 

[Kissing her. EscU Q. Euz. 
Relenting fool, and shallow, changing woman! 

Enter Ratcliff, Catesby following. 

How now! what news? 

Rat. Most mighty sovereign, on the western coast 
Rideth a puissant navy ; to the shore 
Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friends, 
Unarm' d, and unresolv'd to beat them back : 
'1^8 thought that Richmond is their admiral ; 
And there they hull, expecting but the aid 
Of Buckingham to welcome them ashore. 

K. Rich. Some light-foot Mend T>ost to the Duke of Nor- 
folk:— 
Ratcliff, thyself, — or Catesby ; where is he? 

Cate. Here, my good lord. 

K, Rich, Catesby, fly to the duke. 

Cate. I will, my lord, with all convenient haste. 

K. Rich Ratcliff, come hither : — post to Salisbiiry : 
When thou com'st thither, — ^Dull, unmindful villain, 

[To Catesbt. 
Why stay'st thou here, and go'st not to the duke? 

Cate. First, mighty liege, tell me your highness' pleasure^ 
What from your grace I Siall deliver to him. 

K, Rich, 0, true, good Catesby : — bid him levy straight 



SCENE IV. KING RICHARD HL 301 

The greatest strength and power he can make, 
And meet me sud&nly at Salisbury. 

CcUe, tsjo, ^ [Exit 

RaL What, may it please you, shall I do at Salisbury? 

K. Rich, Why, what wouldst thou do there before I go? 

Rat, Your highness told me I should post before. 

Enter Stanley. 

K, Rich. My mind is chang'd. — Stanley, what news with 
you? 

Stan. None good, my liege, to please you with the liear- 
Nor none so bad but well may be reported. [ing ; 

K. Rich. Hovday, a riddle ! neither good nor bad ! 
What need'st thou run so many miles about, 
When thou mayst tell thy tale the nearest way? 
Once more, what news? 

Stan. Richmond is on the seas. 

K. Rich. There let him sink, and be the seas on him I 
White-liver'd runagate, what doth he there? 

Stan. 1 know not, mighty sovereign, but by guess. 

K. Rich. Well, as you guess? 

Stan. Stirr'd up by Dorset, Buckingham, and Morton, 
He makes for En^and here, to claim the crown. 

K. Rich. Is the chair empty? is the sword unsway'd? 
Is the king dead? the empire unpossess'd? 
What heir of York is there alive but we? 
And who is England's king but great York's heir? 
Then, tell me, what makes he upon the seas? 

Stan. Unless for that, my liege, I cannot guess. 

K. Rich. Unless for that he comes to be your liege, 
You cannot guess wherefore the Welshman comes. 
Thou wilt revolt, and fly to hun, I fear. 

Stan. No, mighty liege ; therefore mistrust me not. 

K. Rich. Where is thy power, then, to beat him back? 
Where be thy tenants and thy followers? 
Are they not now upon the western shore, 
Safe-conducting the rebels from their ships? 

Stan. No, my good lord, my friends are in the north. 

K. Rich. Cold friends to me : what do they in the north. 
When they should serve their sovereign in the west? 

Stan. They have not been commanded, mighty king : 
Pleaseth your majesty to give me leave, 
I'll muster up my friends, and meet your grace 
Where and what time your majesty shall please. 

K. Rich. Ay, ay, thou wouldit be gone to join with Rich- 
But I'll not trust thee. ^jsassa^N 



I 
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Stan, Most mighty sovereign. 

You have no cause to hold my iriendship doubtAil : 
I never was nor never will bo false. 

K. Rich. Go, then, and muster men. But leavo behind 
Your son, George Stanley : look your heart be firm. 
Or else his head's assurance is but fraiL 

Stan, So deal with him as I prove true to yon. [EkdL 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, My gracious sovereign, now in Devonshiie^ 
As I by friends am well advertised, 
Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty prelate, 
Bishop of Exeter, his elder brother, 
With many more confederates, are in arms. 

Enter a second Messenger. 

2 Mess. In Kent, my liege, the Guilfords are in arms ; 
And every hour more competitors 

Flock to the rebels, and their power grows strong. 

Enter a third Messenger. 

3 Mess. My lord, the army of great Buckingham, — 

K, Rich, Out on ye, owls! nothing but son^s of death? 

{Re strikes him. 
There, take thou that till thou bring better news. 

3 Mess. The news I have to tell your majesty 
Is, that by sudden floods and fall of waters, 
Buckingham's army is dispersed and scattered : 
And he himself wander'd away alone. 
No man knows whither. 

K, Rich. I cry you mercy : 

There is my purse to cure that blow of thina 
Hath any well-advised friend proclaimed 
Reward to him that brings the traitor in? 

3 Mess, Such proclamation hath been made, my liege. 

Enter a fourth Messenger. 

4 Mess, Sir Thomas Level and Lord Marquis Dorset^ 
'Tis said, my liege, in Yorkshire are in arms. 

But this good comfort bring I to your highness, — 

The Bretagne navy is dispersed by tempest : 

Bichmond, in Dorsetshire, sent out a boat 

Unto the shore, to ask those on the banks 

If they were his assistants, yea or no ; 

Who answer'd him they came from Buckingham 
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Upon his party : he, mistrusting them, 

Hois'd sail, and made his course a^ain for Bretagne. 

K, Hick, March on, march on, smce we are up in arms; 
If not to fight with foreign enemies. 
Yet to beat down these rebels here at home. 

He-enter Catesby. 

Cate. My liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, — 
That is the best news : that the Earl of Richmond 
Is with a mightv power landed at Milford 
Is colder news, but yet they must be told. 

K. Rich, Away towards Salisbury ! while we reason here 
A royal battle nu^ht be won and lost : — 
Some one take oroier Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury ; the rest march on with me. 

{Flourish, Exeunt, 

SCENE V. — A Room in Lord Stanley's House, 

Enter Stanley and Sir Christopher Urswiok. 

Stan, Sir Christopher, tell Richmond this from me : — 
That in the sty of the most deadly boar 
My son George Stanley is frank'd up in hold : 
If I revolt, off goes young George's head; 
The fear of that holds off my present aid. 
So, get thee sone: commend me to thy lord; 
WithaJ say that the queen hath heartily consented 
He should espouse Euzabeth her daughter. . 
But tell me, where is princely Richmond now? 

Chris, At Pembrbke, or at Ha'rford-west, in Wales. 

Stan, What men of name resort to him? 

Chris, Sir W^ter Herbert, a renowned soldier; 
Sir Gilbert Talbot, Sir William Stanley ; 
Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, Sir James Blunt, 
And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew; 
And many other of great name and worth : 
And towards London do they bend their power. 
If by the way they be not fought withal. 

Stan, Well, hie thee to thy lord ; I kiss his hand ; 
These letters will resolve him of my mind. 
FareweU. \Qive8 papers to Snt Chbistofhsr. 

[Exeunt, 
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ACT T. 

SCENE L — Salisbury. An open place. 

Enter the Sheriff and Guard, with Buckingham, led to 

execution. 

Buck. Will not King Richard let me speak with him? 

8her. No, my good lord ; therefore be patient. 

Buck. Hastings, and Edward's children. Grey, and Bivera^ 
Holy King Henry, and thy fair son Edward, 
Vaughan, and all that have miscarried 
By underhand corrupted foul io justice, — 
If that your moody discontented souls 
Do through the clouds behold this present hour, 
Even for revenge mock my destruction ! — 
This is All-Soms' day, fellows, is it not? 

Sher. It is, my lord. 

BvAik. Why, then, All-Souls' day is my body's doomsday. 
This is the day which in King Edward's time 
I wish'd might fall on me, when I was found 
False to his children or his wife's allies ; 
This is the day wherein I wish'd to fall 
Bv the false faith of him whom most I trusted; 
This, this All-Souls' day to my fearful soul 
Is the determin'd respite of my wrongs : 
That high All-seer which I dallied with 
Hath tum'd my feigned prayer on my head, 
And given in earnest what I begg'd in jest. 
Thus doth he force the swords of wicked men 
To turn their own points on their masters' bosoms : 
Thus Margaret's curse falls heavy on my neck, — 
When he, quoth she, shall split thy heart with sorrow. 
Remember Margaret was a prophetess. — 
Come, sirs, convey me to the block of shame; 
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 

[ExeufU, 

SCENE II.— PZam near Tamworth. 

Enter, with drum and colours, Richmond, Oxford, Sib 
James Blunt, Sir Walter Herbert, and otiiers, with 
Forces, inarching. 

Bichm. Fellows in arms, and my most loving friends, 
Bruis'd imdemeath the yoke of tyranny, 
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Thus far into the bowels of the land 

Have we march'd on without impediment ; 

And here receive we from our father Stanley 

lines of fair comfort and encouragements 

The wretched, bloody, and usurping boar, 

That spoil' d your summer fields and fruitful vines, 

SwiUs your warm blood like wash, and makes his trotxgh 

•In your emboweird bosoms, — ^this foul swine 

lies now even in the centre of this isle, 

Near to the town of Leicester, as we learn : 

From Tamworth thither is but one day's march. 

In God's name, cheerlv on, courageous friends, 

To reap the harvest of perpetual peace 

By this one bloody trial of sharp war. 

Ovf. Every man's conscience is a thousand swords, 
To fight against that bloody homicide. 

HtrK I doubt not but his friends will turn to us. 

Blunt. He hath no friends but what are friends for fear. 
Which in his dearest need will fly from him. 

Rkhm. All for our vantage. lAien, in God's name, march : 
True hope is swift, and flies with swallow's wings; 
Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures kings. [Exeunt. 



SCENE IlL--Bo9Worth Fidd. 

Enter Kino Richard and Forces ; the Duke op Nobjtolk, 
Earl of Surrey^ and others. 

K. Rich. Here pitch our tentsy eren here in Bosworth 
field.— 
My Lord of Surrey, why look you so sad ? 
8ur. My heart is ten times lighter than my look& 
K. Rich. My Lord of Norfolk, — 

Nor. Here, most graeious liege. 

K. Rich, Norfolk, we must have knocks; ha! must we 

not? 
Nor. We must both give and take, my loving lord. 
K. Rich Up with my tent! Here will I lie to-night ; 

[Soldiers hegin to set up the Kino's tent. 
But where to-morrow ? WeU, «J1 's one for that. — 
WTio hath descried the number of the traitors ? 
Nor. Six or seven thousand is their utmost power. 
K. Rich. Why, our battalia trebles that account : 
Besides, the king's name is a tower of strength, 
WTiich they upon the adverse faction want. — 
Up with the tent ! — Come, noble gentlemen, 
VOL. IV. X 
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Let us survey the vantage of the ^ound; — 

Call for some men of sound direction : — 

Let 's lack no discipline, make no delay ; 

For, lords, to-morrow is a busy day. [Exeunt, 

Enter, on the other side of the Field, Richmond, Sir Willlam 
Brandon, Oxpord, and other Lords. Some oftlue Soldiers 
'p^h Richmond's t&nJt, 

Richm. The weary sun hath made a golden set, 
And by the bright track of his hery car 
Gives token of a goodly day to-morrow. — 
Sir William Brandon, you shall bear my standard. — 
Give me some ink and paper in my tent : 
I'll draw the form and model of our battle, 
Limit each leader to his several charge, 
And part in just proportion our smaU power. — 
My Lord of Oxfora, — -you, Sir William Brandon, — 
And you. Sir Walter Herbert, — st&j with me. — 
The Earl of Pembroke keeps his regiment : — 
Good Captain Blunt, bear my good-night to him. 
And by the second hour in the morning 
Desire the earl to see me in my tent : 
Yet one thing more, good captain, do for me, — 
Where is Lorn Stanley quarter'd, do you know ? 

Blunt. Unless I have mistaken his colours much, — 
Which well I am assur'd I have not done, — 
His regiment lies half a mile at least 
South from the mighty power of the king. 

Jiichm. If without peril it be possible, 
Sweet Blunt, make some good means to speak with him. 
And give him from me this most needfid note. 

Blunt, Upon my life, my lord, I'll imdertake it; 
And so, God give you quiet rest to-night! 

Richm, Good-night, good Captain Blunt. — Come, gentle- 
men, 
Let us consult upon to-morrow's business : 
In to my tent ; the air is raw and cold. 

[They withdraw into the tent* 

Enter, to his tent. King Richard, Norfolk, Ratcllfp , 

and Catesby. 

K. Rich, What is't o'clock ? 

Gate. It 's supper-time, my lord ; 

It 's six o'clock. 

K. Rich. I will not sup to-night. — 

Give me some ink and paper. — 



I 
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Wliat, is my beaver easier than it was ? 
And all my armour laid into my tent ? 

Cote. It is, my liege ; and all things are in readiness. 

K, Rich. Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy charge ; 
Use carefiil watch, choose trusty sentinels. 

Nor. I go, my lord. 

K, Rich, Stir with the lark to-morrow, gentle Norfolk. 

Nor, I warrant you, my lord. [RdL 

K. Rich, Ratcliff,— 

Rat, My lord? 

K, Rich Send out a pursuiyant-at-arms 
To Stanley's regiment ; Did him bring his power 
Before sunrising, lest his son George fall 
Into the blind cave of eternal night. — 
Fill me a bowl of wina — Give me a watch. — 
Saddle white Surrey to the field to-morrow. — 
Look that my staves be sound, and not too heavy. — 
Ratclifl^— 

Rat. My lord? 

K, Rich. Saw'st thou the melancholy Lord Northumber- 
land? 

Rat. Thomas the Earl of Surrey and himseL^ 
Much about cock-shut time, from troop to troop 
Went through the army, cheering up tne soldiers. 

K, Rich So, I am satisfied. — Give me a bowl of wine : 
I have not that alacrity of spirit 
Nor cheer of mind that I was wont to have. 
Set it down. — Is ink and paper ready ? 

Rat. It is, my lord. 

K. Rich Bid my guard watch ; leave me. 

Batcliff, about the mid of night come to my tent 
And help to arm me. Leave me, I say. 

[K. BiCH. retires into his tent. Exeunt Batcliff 
and Catesbt. 

Bichmond's tent opens, and discovers him and his 

Officers, <£rc 

Mnter Stanley. 

Stan, Fortune and victory sit on thy helm! 

Richm. All comfort that the dark night can afford 
Be to thy person, noble father-in-law! 
Tell me, how fares our loving mother ? 

Stan. I, by attorney, bless thee from thy mother, 
Who prays continually for Bichmond's good : 
So much for that. — ^The silent hours steal on, 
And flaky darkness breaks within the east. 
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In brie^ — for so the season bids ns be, — 
Prepare thy battle early in the morning, 
Ana pat thy fortune to the arbitrement 
Of bloody strokes and mortal-staring war. 
I, as I may, — that which I would I cannot, — 
With best advantage will deceive the time, 
And aid thee in this doubtful stroke of arms : 
But on thy side I may not be too forward. 
Lest, being seen, thy brother, tender Geoq^ 
Be executed in his father's sight. 
Farewell : the leisure and the fearful time 
Cuts oflf the ceremonious vows of love 
And ample interchange of sweet discourse, 
Which so-long-sunder d friends should dwell Qpoa : 
God give us leisure for these rites of love! 
Once more, adieu : be valiant, and speed well! 

Richm. Good lords, conduct him to his regiment : 
m strive, with troubled thoughts, to take a nap, 
Lest leaden slumber peise me down to-morrow. 
When I should mount with wings of victory : 
Once more, good -night, kind lords and gentlemen. 

[Exeunt Lords, <&c., with Stakusy. 
Thou whose captain I account myself, 
Look on my forces with a gracious eye ; 
Put in their hands thy bruising irons of wrath, 
That they may crush down with a heavy fidl 
The usurping helmets of our adversaries ! 
Make us thy ministers of chastisement. 
That we may praise thee in thy victory! 
To thee I do commend my watchful soul 
Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes : 
Sleeping and waking, O, dejGend me still ! [8le^f>8. 

The Ghost of Prince Edward, son to Henry the Sixth, 

rises between the two tents. 

• Ohost, Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow ! 

[To King Richard. 
Think how thou stabb'dst me in my prime of youth 
At Tewksbury : despair, therefore, and die ! — 

Be cheerful, Richmond; for the wronged souls 
Of butcher'd princes fight in thy behalf: 
King Henry^s issue, Richmond, comforts thee. 

The Ghost q/'King Henry the Sixth rises. 

Ghost. When I was mortal, my anointed body 

[To EliNG Richarsl 
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By thee was punched full of deadly hales : 
Think on the Tower and me : despair, and die, — 
Harry the Sixth bids thee despair and die! — 

Virtuous and holjr, be thou conqueror! [To Richmond. 
Harry, that prophesied thou shouldst be king, 
Doth comfort thee in sleep: live, and flouiishi 

The Ghost o/'Glabencs rises. 

Ghost Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow! 

[To Kino Riohakd. 
I, that was wash'd to death with fulsome wine, 
Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray'd to death! 
To-morrow in the battle think on me. 
And fall thy edgeless sword: despair, and die! — 

Thou offspring of the house of Lancaster, [To Richmond. 
The wrong^ heirs of York do pray for thee : 
Good angels guard thy battle! live, and flourish 1 

The Ghosts of Rivebs, Gbey, and Vaitghan rise, 

G, of JR. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow, 

[To King Richabd. 
Rivers, that died at Pomfret! despair, and die! 

G. cfG. Think upon Grey, and let thy soul 'despair! 

[To Kino Richabd. 

G, of V. Think upon Yaughan, and, withguiltv fear. 

Let fdd thy lance : despair, and die! — \To £aNa Kichabd. 

AU Three. Awskke, and think our wrongs in Richard's 

boscHn [To Richmond. 

Will conquer him ! — ^awake, and win the day! 

The Ghost {/Hastings rises. 

GhosL Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake, 

[To Kino I^chabd. 
And in a bloody battle end tiiy days! 
Think on Lord Hastings : despair, and die!^ — 

Quiet untroubled soul, awiike, awake! [To Richmond. 
Arm, fight, and conquer, for fur England^s sakel 

The Ghosts of the two young Princes rise. 

Ghosts. Dream on thy cousins smother'd in the Tower: 
Let us be lead within thy bosom, Richard, 
And wei^h thee down to ruin, shame, and death! 
Thy nephews' souls bid thee despair and die! — 

Sleep, Richmond, sleep in peace, and wake in joy; 
Good angels guard thee £rom the boar's annoy! 
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Live, and beset a happy race of kings! 
Edward's uimappy sons do bid thee flourish. 

The Ghost o/* Queen Anne rises, 

Ohoat. Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne thy wife. 
That never slept a quiet hour with thee, 
Now fills thy sleep with perturbations : 
To-morrow in the oattle think on me, 
And fall thy edgeless sword: despair, and die! — 

Thou quiet soul, sleep thou a quiet sleep ; [To Richmond. 
Dream ot success and happy victory : 
Thy adversary's wife doth pray for thee. 

The Ghost o/ Buckingham rises. 

Ghost. The first was I that help'd thee to the crown ; 

[To Kino Richard. 
The last was I that felt thy tvranny : 
0, in the battle think on Buckingham, 
And die in terror of thy guiltiness! 
Dream on dream on of bloody deeds and death : 
Fainting, despair; despairing, jdeld thy breath! — 

I died for hope ere I could lend thee aid : 

[To Richmond. 
But cheer thy heart, and be thou not dismay'd : 
God and good angels fight on Riclimond's side ; 
And Richard falls in height of all his pride. 

[The Ghosts vanish. K. Rich, starts out of his dream. 

K. Rich. Give me another horse, — bind up my wounds, — 
Have mercy, Jesu! — Soft ! I did but dream. — 

coward conscience, how dost thou afflict me! — 
The lights bum blue. — It is now dead midnight. 
Cold fearful drops stand on my trembling flesh. 
What, do I fear myself? there 's none else by : 
Richard loves Richard ; that is, I am I. 

Is there a murderer here? No ; — ^yes ; I am: 

Then fly. What, from myself? Great reason why,— 

Lest I revenge. What, — myself upon myself! 

Alack, I love myself. Wherefore? for any good 

That I myself have done unto myself? 

0, no ! alas, I rather hate myself 

For hateful deeds committed by myself! 

1 am a villain : yet I lie, I am not. 

Fool, of thyself speak well : — fool, do not flatter. 
My conscience hath a thousand several tongues. 
And every tongue brings in a several tale. 
And every tale condemns me for a villain. 
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Perjury, perjury, in the high'st degree; 

Murder, stem murder, in the dir'st degree ; 

All several sins, all us^d in each degree, 

Throng to the bar, crying all. Guilty! guilty ! 

I shall despair. There is no creature loves me ; 

And if I die no soul shall pity me : 

Nay, wherefore should they, — since that I myself 

Find in myself no pity to myself? 

Methought the souls of all tnat I had murdered 

Came to my tent ; and every one did threat 

To-morrow s vengeance on the head of Richard. 

Enter Ratcupf. 

Sat My lord, — 

K. Hick Who's there? 

Hat. Ratcliff, my lord ; 'tis I. The early village-cock 
Hath twice done salutation to the mom ; 
Your Mends are up, and buckle on their armour. 

K. Rich, O Ratcliff, I have dream'd a fearful dream ! — 
What thinkest thou, — ^wUl our friends prove all true? 

Rat. No doubt, my lord. 

K. Rich. O Ratcliff, I fear, I fear,— 

Rat. Nay, good my lord, be not afraid of shadows. 

K. Rich. By the apostle Paul, shadows to-night 
Have struck more terror to the soul of Richard 
Than can the substance of ten thousand soldiers 
Armed in proof and led by shallow Richmond. 
It is not yet near day. Come, go with me ; 
Under our tents I'll play the eaves-dropper, 
To hear if any moan to shrink from me. 

[Exeunt K. Rich, and Ratcliff. 

Richmond wakes. Enter Oxfokd and others. 

Lords. Good-morrow, Richmond! 

Richm. Cry mercy, lords and watchful gentlemen. 
That you have ta'en a tardy sluggard here. 

Lords. How have you slept, my lord? 

Richm. The sweetest sleep and fairest-boding dreams 
That ever enter'd in a' drowsy head 
Have I since your departure had, my lords. 
Methought their souls whose bodies Richard murder'd 
Came to my tent, and cried on victory : 
I promise you, my heart is very jocund 
In the remembrance of so fair a dreanu 
How far in to the morning is it, lords? 

Lords. Upon the stroke of four. 
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Richm. Why, then; 'tia time to arm and give direction. — 

[He advances to the Troops. 
More than I have said, loving countrymen. 
The leisure and enforcement of the time 
Forbids to dwell on : yet remember this, — 
God and our good cause fight upon our side ; 
The prayers of holy saints and wronged souls, 
like high-reared bulwarks, stand before our faces ; 
Richard except, those whom we fight against 
Had rather have us win than him they follow : 
For what is he they follow? truly, gentlemen, 
A bloody t^ant and a homicide ; 
One rais'd m blood, and one in blood established; 
One that made means to come by what he hath. 
And slaughtered those that were the means to help him ; 
A base foul stone, made precious by the foil 
Of England's chair, where he is falsely set ; 
One that hath ever been God's enemy : 
Then, if you fight against God's enemy, 
God will, in justice, ward you as his soldiers ; 
If you do sweat to put a tyrant down. 
You sleep in peace, the tyrant being slain ; 
If you do fight agtonst your country's foes. 
Your country's &t shall pay your pains the hire ; 
If you do fight in safeguard of your wives, 
Your wives shall welcome home the conquerors; 
If you do free your children from the sword. 
Your children's children quit it in your a^e. 
Then, in the name of God and all these rights, 
Advance your standards, draw your willisg sword& 
For me, the ransom of my bold attempt 
Shall be this cold corpse on the earth's cold face; 
But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt 
The least of you shaSl share his part hereof 
Sound drums and trumpets boldly and cheerfully ; 
God and Saint George { Richmond and victory I [Exeunt, 

Re-enter King Richard, Ratcliff, Attendants, and 

Forces. 

K. Rich, What said Northumberland as touching Rich- 
mond? 
Rat, That he was never trained up in arms. 
K, Rich. He said the truth : and what said Surrey then? 
Rat, He smil'd, and said, the better for our purpose. 
K. Rich. He was in tiie right; and so, indeed, it is. 

[Clock 9trikea. 
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Tell the dock there. — Give me a calendar. — 
Who saw tiie sun to-day? 

Bat. Not I, my lord. 

K, BicL Then he dindaina to shine ; for by the hock 
He should have brav'd the east an hour a^ : 
A black day will it be to somebody. — 
RatdifE;— 

Bai. My lord? 

K. Bick. The sun will not be seen to-day ; 

The sky doth frown and lower upon our army. 
I would these dewy tears were from the groimd. 
Not shine to-day ! Why, what is that to me 
More than to Richmond? for the selfsame heaven 
That frowns on me looks sadly upon him. 

ETiter NoBFOLK. 

Nor, Arm, arm, my lord; the foe vaunts in the field. 

K, Bich. Come, bustle, bustle; caparison my horae;-^ 
Gall up Lord Stanley, bid him bring his power: 
I will lead forth my soldiers to the plain. 
And thus my battle shaU be ordered : — 
My fdrward shall be drawn out all in length, 
Consisting equally of horse and foot ; 
Our archers shall be placed in the nudst : 
John Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Earl of Surrey, 
Shall have the leading of this foot and horsa 
They thus directed, we ourself will follow 
In the main battle ; whose puissance on either side 
Shall be well winged with our chiefisst horse. 
This, and Saint George to boot! — ^What think'st thou, 
Norfolk? 

Nor. A good direction, warlike sovereign.*-* 
This found I on my tent this morning. [Owing a scroll. 

K. Bich. [reads.] Jocky of Norfolk, be not too hold. 

For Dickon thy master is bought and sold, 
A thing devised by the enemy. — 
Go, gentlemen, every man unto his charge : 
Let not our babbling dreams affiright our souls; 
Conscience is but a word that cowards use, 
Devis'd at iirst to keep the strong in awe : 
Our strong arms be our conscience, swords our law. 
March on, join bravely, let us to't pell-mell ; 
If not to heaven, then hand in hand to helL — 
What shall I say more than I have inferr'd? 
Remember whom you are to cope withal ; — 
A sort of vagabonds, rascals, and runaways. 
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A scum of Bretagnes, and base lackey peasants, 

Whom their o'er-cloyed country vomits forth 

To desperate ventures and assured destruction. 

You sleeping safe, they bring you to unrest ; 

You havms lands, and bless^ with beauteous wives, 

They would restrain the one, distain the other. 

And who doth lead them but a paltry fellow, 

Lon^ kept in Bretagne at our mother's cost? 

A milk sop, one that never in his life 

Felt so much cold as over shoes in snow? 

Let 's whip these stragglers o'er the seas again; 

Lash hence these over-weening rags of France, 

These funish'd beggars, weary of their lives ; 

Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit, 

For want of means, poor rats, had hanged themselves: 

If we be conquer'd, let men conquer us. 

And not these bastard Bretagnes ; whom our fathers 

Have in their own land beaten, bobb'd, and thump'd. 

And, on record, left them the heirs of shame. 

Shall these enjoy our lands? lie with our wives? 

Ravish our daughters? — Hark! I hear their drum. 

[Drum afar off. 
Fight, gentlemen of England ! fight, bold yeomen! 
Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head ! 
Spur your proud horses hard, and ride in blood; 
Amaze the welkin with your broken staves! 

Enter a Messenger. 

What says Lord Stanley? wiU he bring his power? 

Me88. My lord, he doth deny to come. 

K. Rich, Off with his son George's head! 

Nor. My lord, the enemy is pass'd the marsh : 
After the battle let George Stanley die. 

K. Mich, A thousand hearts are great within my bosom : 
Advance our standards, set upon our foes ; 
Our ancient word of courage, fair Saint George, 
Inspire us with the spleen of fiery dragons ! 
Upon them ! Victory sits on our helms. [Exeunt. 



I 



SCENE lV.—Anot?ierpart of the Field. 

Alarum: excursions. Enter Norfolk and Forces; 

to him Catssbt. 

Oate. Rescue, my Lord of Norfolk, rescue, rescue I 
The king enacts more wonders than a man. 
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Daring an opposite to every danger : 
His horse is slain, and all on foot he fights, 
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death. 
Rescue, fair lord, or else the day is lost ! 

Alarum. Enter Kino Richakd. 

K, Rich, A horse ! ahorse ! my kingdom for a horse ! 

Caie, Withdraw, my lord; 1*11 help yon to a horse. 

K, Rich, Slave, I have set my life upon a cast, 
And I will stand the hazard of the die : 
I think there be six Richmonds in the field; 
Pive have I slain to-day instead of him. — 
A horse! a horse ! my kingdom for a horse ! [Exeunt. 



SCENE \,— Another part of the Field, 

Alarums, Enter, from opposite sides. King Richabd and 
Richmond; and exeunt fighting. Retreat, and flourish. 
Then re-enter Richmond, with Stanley hearing the 
crown, and divers other Lords and Forces. 

Richm, God and your arms be prais'd, victorious friends ; 
The day is ours, the bloody dog is dead. 

Stan. Courageous Richmond, well hast thou acquit thee! 
Lo, here, this long-usurped royalty 
From the dead temples of this bloody wretch 
Have I pluck'd oflF, to grace thy brows withal : 
Wear it, enjoy it, and make much of it. 

Richm, Great God of heaven, say Amen to all! — 
But, tell me, is young George Stanley living? 

Stan. He is, my lord, and safe in Leicester town, 
Whither, if it please you, we may now withdraw us. 

Richm. What men of name are slain on either side? 

Stan. John Duke of Norfolk, Walter Lord Ferrers, 
Sir Robert Brakenbury, and Sir William Brandon. 

Richm. Inter their bodies as becomes their births : 
Proclaim a pardon to the soldiers fied 
That in submission wiU return to us : 
And then, as we have ta'en the sacrament. 
We will imite the white rose and the red: — 
Simle heaven upon this fair conjunction. 
That long hath frown'd upon their enmity! — 
What traitor hears me, and says not Amen? 
England hath Ions been mad, and scarr'd herself; 
The brother blindly shed the brother's blood, 
The &ther rashly slaughter'd his own son. 
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The son, compelled, been butcher to the sire : 

All this (Uvided York and Lancaster, 

Divided in their dire division, — 

O, now let Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The true succeeders of each royal house, 

By God's fair ordinance conjoin together! 

Aid let their heirs, — God, tfthy will be so, — 

Enrich the time to come with smooth'd-fac'd peace, 

With smiling plenty, and fair prosperous days ! 

Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord, 

That woidd reduce these bloody dajrs again. 

And make poor England weep m streams of blood! 

Let them not live to taste this land's increase 

That would with treason wound this fair land's peace! 

Now civil wounds are stopp'd, peace lives again : 

That she may long live here, Crod say Amen ! [^oewiL 
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PROLOGUE. 

I come no more to make you laugh : things now 

That bear a weighty and a serious brow, 

Sad, high, and working, full of state and woe, 

Such iioble scenes as draw the eye to flow. 

We now present. Those that can pity, here 

May, if they think it well, let fall a tear; 

The subject inH deserve it. Such as give 

Their money out of hope they may believe. 

May here find truth too. Those that come to see 

Only a show or two, and so agree 

The play may pass, if they be still and willing, 

I'll undertake may see away their shilling 

Bichly in two short hours. Only they 

That come to hear a merry bawdy play, 

A noise of targets, or to see a fellow 

In a long motley coat guarded with yellow. 

Will be deceiVd ; for, gentle hearers, know. 

To rank our chosen truth with such a show 

As fool and fight is, beside forfeiting 

Our own brains, and the opinion that we bring. 

To make that only true we now intend, 

Will leave us never an understanding friend. 

Therefore, for goodness' sake, and as you are known 

The first and happiest hearers of the town. 

Be sad, as we would make ye : think ye see 

The very persons of our noble story 

As they were living ; think you see them great. 

And foUow'd with the general throng and sweat 

Of thousand friends ; then, in a moment, see 

How soon this mightiness meets misery : 

And if you can be merry then I'll say 

A man may weep upon his wedding-day. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I. — London. An Ante-chamber in the PcUcux, 

Enter the Duke of Norfolk at one door; at the other, the 
Duke of Buckingham and the Lord Abergavenny. 

Buck. Grood-morrow, and well met. How have you done 
Since last we saw in France? 

Nor. I thank your grace, 

Healthful ; and ever since a fresh admirer 
Of what I saw there. 

BiLch. An untimely ajrae 

Stay'd me a prisoner in my chamber, when 
Those suns of glory, those two hghts of men, 
Met in the vale of Andren. 

Nor. 'Twixt Guynes and Arde : 

I was then present, saw them salute on horseback ; 
Beheld them, when they lighted, how they clung 
In their embracement, as tney grew together ; 
"Which had they, what four thron'd ones could have weigh'd 
Such a compounded one? 

Buck. All the whole time 

I was my chamber's prisoner. 

Nor. Then you lost 

The view of earthly glory : men might say, 
Till this time pomp was single, but now married 
To one above itself. Each followinc day 
Became the next day's master, till &e last 
Made former wonders it's : to-day the French, 
All clinquant, all in gold, like heathen gods, 
Shone down the English ; and to-morrow they 
Made Britain India : every man that stood 
Showed like a mine. Their dwarfish pages were 
As cherubims, all gilt : the madams too. 
Not us'd to toil, did almost sweat to bear 
The pride upon them, that their very labour 
Was to them as a painting : now this masque 
Was cried incomparable ; and the ensuing night 
Made it a fool and beggar. The two kings. 
Equal in lustre, were now best, now worst, 
As presence did present them ; him in eye. 
Still him in praise : and, being present botii, 
'Twas said they saw but one ; and no discemer 
Durst wag his tongue in censure. When these smu, — 
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For so they phrase 'em, — by their heralds challenged 
The noble spirits to arms, they did perform 
Beyond thought's compass : that foipier fabidous story, 
Bemg now seen possible enough, got credit, 
That Bevis was Deliev*d. 

BtLck. O, you go far. 

N'or. As I belong to worship, and affect 
In honour honesty, the tract of everything 
Would by a good discourser lose some life. 
Which action's self was tongue to. All was royal ; 
To the disposing of it naught rebell'd. 
Order gave each thing view ; the office did 
Distinctly his full function. 

Buck. Who did euide, — 

I mean, who set the body and the limbs 
Of this great sport together, as you guess? 

Nor. One, certes, that promises no element 
In such a business. 

Buck. 1 pray you, who, my lord? 

Nor. All this was order'd by the good discretion 
Of the ri^t reverend Cardinal of York. 

Buck. The devil speed him! no man's pie is freed 
From his ambitious finger. What had he 
To do in these fierce vanities? I wonder 
That such a keech can with his very bulk 
Take up the rays o' the beneficial sun. 
And keep it from the earth. 

Nor. Surely, sir. 

There's in him stuff that puts him to these ends ; 
For, being not propp'd by ancestry, whose grace 
Chalks successors their way ; nor call'd upon 
For high feats done to the crown ; neither allied 
To eminent assistants ; but, spider-like. 
Out of his self-drawing web, he gives us note 
The force of his own merit makes his way ; 
A gift that heaven gives for him, which buys 
A place next to the king. 

Aber. I cannot tell 

What heaven hath given him, — ^let some graver eye 
Pierce into that ; but I can see his pride 
Peep through each part of him : whence has he that? 
If not from nell, the devil is a niggard; 
Or has given all before, and he begins 
A new hell in himself. 

Bu^k. Why the devil, 

Upon this French going-out, took h& upon hizo, 

VOL. IV. Y 
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Without the privity o' the kincf, to appoint 

Who should attend on him? He makes up the file 

Of all the gentry ; for the most part such 

To whom as great a charge as little honour 

He meant to lay upon : and his own letter, 

The honourable board of council out, 

Must fetch him in the papers. 

Aber. I do know 

Kinsmen of mine, three at the least, that have 
By this so sicken' d their estates that never 
liey shall abound as formerly. 

Buck, O, many 

Have broke their backs with laying manors on 'em 
For this great journey. What dii this vanity 
But minister communication of 
A most poor issue? 

Nor. Grievingly I think. 

The peace between the French and us not values 
The cost that did conclude it. 

• Buck. Every man, 

After the hideous storm that follow'd, was 
A thing inspir'd; and, not consulting, broke 
Into a general prophecy, — That this tempest. 
Dashing the garment of this peace, aboded 
The suadeu breach on't. 

yor. Which is budded out ; 

For France hath flawed the league, and hath attached 
Our merchants' goods at Bourdeaux. 

Aher. Is it therefore 

The ambassador is silenc'd? 

I^or. Marry, is't. 

Aber. A proper title of a peace; and purchased 
At a superfluous rate ! 

Buck. Wh^, all this business 

Our reverend cardinal carried. 

Nor. like it your grace. 

The state takes notice of the private difiference 
Betwixt you and the cardinal. I advise you, — 
And take it from a heart that wishes towards you 
Honour and plenteous safety,— that you read 
The cardinal's malice and his potency 
Together; to consider further, that 
What his high hatred would eflfect wants not 
A minister in his power. You know his nature, 
That he 's revengefcd ; and I know his sword 
Hath a sharp edge : it 's long, and, 't may be said, * 
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It reaches far ; and where 'twill not extend, 
Thither he darts it. Bosom np my counsel, 
You '11 find it wholesome. — Lo, where comes that rock 
That I advise you shunning. 

£nter Cardinal Wolsey, tJie purge home before Mm, 
certain of the Guard, and two Secretaries with papers. 
The Cardinal in his passage Jixeth his eye on Bucking- 
ham, and Buckingham on him, both full of disdain. 

Wot, The Duke of Buckingham's surveyor? ha? 
Where 's his examination? 

1 Seer. Here, so please you. 

Wol Is he in person ready? 

1 Seer. Ay, please your grace. 

WoL Well, we shall then know more ; and Buckindiam 
Shall lessen this big look. {Exeunt Wolsey and Train. 

Buck. This butcher's cur is venom-mouth'd, and I 
Have not the power to muzzle him ; therefore best 
Not wake him in his slumber. A beggar's book 
Outworths a noble's blood. 

Nor. What, are you chafd? 

Ask God for temperance ; that 's the appliance only 
Which your disease requires. 

Buck, I read in 's looks 

Matter ajgainst me; and his eye revil'd 
Me, as his abject object : at tnis instant 
He bores me with some trick: he 's gone to the king; 
I'll follow, and outstare him. 

Nor. Stay, my lord. 

And let your reason with your choler question 
What 'tis you go about : to climb steep hills 
Kequires slow pace at first : anger is like 
A mU-hot horse, who being allow'd his way. 
Self-mettle tires him. Not a man in England 
Can advise me like you : be to yourself 
As you would to your friend. 

Buck. m to the king ; 

And from a mouth of honour quite cry down 
This Ipswich fellowfs insolence; or proclaim 
There 's difference in no persons. 

Nor. Beadvis'd; 

Heat not a furnace for your foe so hot 
That it do sin^ yourself: we may outrun^ 
By violent swiftness, that which we nm a^ 
And lose by over-mnimig. Enow yon not^ 
The fire that mounts the liquor iSSxt ran o'l 



rei^ 



-\».' 




324 KING HENRY VIIL act I; 

In seeming to augment it wastes it ? Be advised : 
I say again, there is no English soul 
More stronger to direct you than yourself, 
If with the sap of reason you would quench 
Or but allay the fire of passion. 

Buck. Sir, 

I am thankful to you ; and Til go along 
By your prescription: but this top-proud fellow, — 
Whom from the flow of gall I name not, but 
From sincere motions,— by intelligence, 
And proofs as clear as founts in July, when 
We see each grain of gravel, I do know 
To be corrupt and treasonous. 

Nor. Say not, treasonous. 

Buck, To the king I'll say *t ; and make my vouch aa strong 
As shore of rock. Attend. This holy fox. 
Or wolf, or both, — for he is equal ravenous 
As he is subtle, and as prone to mischief 
As able to perform't ; his mind and place 
Infecting one another, yea, reciprocally, — 
Only to show his jwmp as well in France 
As here at home, suggests the king our master 
To this last costly treaty, the interview. 
That swallow'd so much treasure, and like a glass 
Did break i' the rinsing. 

Nor, Faith, and so it did. 

BuLch, Pray, c^ive me favour, sir. This cunning cardinal 
The articles o' the combination drew 
As himself pleased ; and they were ratified 
As he cried. Thus let be : to as much end 
As give a crutch to the dead: but our count-cardinal 
Has done this, and 'tis well ; for worthy Wolaey, 
Who cannot err, he did it. Now tliis n)llow8, — 
Which, as I take it, is a kind of puppy 
To the old dam treason, — Charles the emperor. 
Under pretence to see the queen his aunt, — 
For 'twas indeed his colour, but he came 
To whisper Wolsey, — here makes visitation : 
His fears were that the interview betwixt 
England and France might, through their amity, 
Breed him some prejudice; for from this league 
Peep'd harms that menac'd him : he privily 
Deals with our cardinal; and, as I trow, — 
Which I do well ; for I am sure the emperor 
Paid ere he promia'd; whereby his suit was granted 
Ere it was ask'd; — ^but when the way was made^ 
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And pav'd with gold, the emperor thus desir'd, — 
That he would please to alter the king's course. 
And break the foresaid peace. Let the kin^ know,^ — 
As soon he shall by me, — that thus the cardinal 
Does buy and sell nis honour as he pleases, 
And for his own advantage. 

Nor, I am sorry 

To hear this of him ; and coidd wish he were 
Something mistaken in't. 

Bueh. No, not a syllable : 

I do pronounce him in that very shape 
He shall appear in proo£ 

Enter Brandon, a Sergeant-at-Arms before him, and ttoo 

or three of the Guaxd. 

Bran. Tour office, sergeant ; execute it. 

Serg, Sir, 

My lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Earl 
Of Hereford, Stafford, and Northampton, I 
Arrest thee of high treason, in the name 
Of our most sovereign king. 

Buck. Lo, you, my lord, ♦ 

The net has fall'n upon me ! I shall perish 
Under device and practice. 

Bran. I am sorry 

To see you ta'en from liberty, to look on 
The business present : 'tis his highness' pleasure 
You shall to the Tower. 

Buck. . It will help me nothing 

To plead mine innocence ; for that dye is on me 
Which makes my whit'st part black. The will of heaven 
Be done in this and all things ! — I obey. — 
my Lord Aberga'ny, fare you well! 

Bran. Nay, ho must bear you company. — ^The king 

[To Abbboavennt. 
Is pleas'd you shall to the Tower, till you know 
How he determines further. 

Aher. As the duke said, 

The will of heaven be done, and the king's pleasure 
By me obey'd ! 

Bran, Here is a warrant from 

The king to attach Lord Montacute ; and the bodies 
Of the duke's confessor, John de la Car, 
One Gilbert Peck, his chancellor, — 

Buck. So, so; 

These are the limbs o' the plot: — no xnore^ I^opa. 
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Bran. A monk o' the Cliartreuz. 

BtLck. O, Nicholas Hopkins? 

Bvan, Hei 

Buck, My surveyor is false ; the o*er-great cardinal 
Hath showed him gold ; my life is spamrd already: 
I am the shadow of poor Buckingham, 
Whose figure even this instant cloud puts on, 
By darkening my clear sun. — My lord, farewelL \ExeunL 



SCENE IL— London. The Council Chamber. 

Comets, Enter King Henry, Cardinal Wolsey, the 
Lords of the Council, Sir Thomas Lovell, Officers, and 
Attendants. The Kino enters, leaning on the Cardinal's 
shoulder, 
K. Hen. My life itself, and the best heart of it. 

Thanks you for this great care : I stood i* the level 

Of a full-charg*d confederacy, and give thanks 

To you that cnoked it.— Let be called before us 

That gentleman of Buckingham's : in person 

I'll hear him his confessions justify ; 

And point by point the treasons of his master 

He shall again relate. 

[The Kino takes his state. The Lords of the Coimcfl 
take their several places. The Cardinal placet 
himself under the Kino's /eet, on his right side, 

A noise within, crying, "Room for the Queen!" Enter 
Queen Katharine, ushered by the Dukes of Norfolk 
and Suffolk : she kneels, Tlie Kino riseth from hU 
state, takes her up, kisses, and placeth her by 1dm, 

Q, Kath, Nay, we must longer knesl : I am a suitor. 

K, Hen, Arise, and take place by us : — ^half yonr anit 
Never name to us; you have half our power: 
The other moiety, ere you ask, is given; 
B«peat your will, and take it. 

Q. Kath, Thank your mi^'esty. 

That you would love yourself, and in that love 
Not unconsidered leave your honour, nor 
The dignity of your office, is the point 
Of my petition. 

K, Hen. Jjady mine, proceed. 

Q. Kaih. I am solicited, not by a few. 
And those of true condition, that your subjects 
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Are in great grievance : there have been commissions 

Sent down amoDs *em which have flaw'd the heart 

Of all their loyalties : — wherein, although. 

My good lord cardinal, they vent reproaches 

Most bitterly on you, as putter-on 

Of these exactions, yet the king our master, — 

Whose honour He^aven shield from soil ! — even he escapes not 

Language unmannerly, yea, such which breaks 

The sides of loyalty, and almost appears 

In loud rebellion. 

Nor. Not almost appears, — 

It doth apx)ear ; for, upon these taxations, 
The clothiers all, not able to maintain 
The many to them 'longiiiff, have put off 
The spinsters, carders, fullers, weavers, who, 
Unfit for other life, compell'd by hunger • 
And lack of other means, in desperate manner 
Daring the event to the teeth, are all in uproar. 
And danger serves among them. 

K. Hen. Taxation! 

Wherein ? and what taxation ? — My lord cardinal, 
You that are blam'd for it alike with us, 
Know you of this taxation ? 

Wol. Please you, sir, 

I know but of a single part, in aught 
Pertains to the state ; and front but in that file 
Where others tell steps with me. 

Q. Kath No, my lord. 

You know no more than others ; but you frame 
Things that are known alike ; which are not wholesome 
To those which would not know them, and yet must 
Perforce be their acquaintance. These exactions. 
Whereof my sovereign would have note, they are 
Most pestilent to the hearing ; and to bear 'em 
The back is sacrifice to the load. They say 
They are devis'd by you ; or else you suffer 
Too hard an exclamation. 

K. Hen, Still exaction ! 

The nature of it ? in what kind, let 's know, 
Is this exaction ? 

Q. Kath' I &m much too venturous 

In tempting of your patience; but am bolden'd 
Under your promised pardon. The subjects* grief 
Gomes through commissions, which compel from each 
The sixth part of his substance, to be levied 
Without delay ; and the pretence for this 
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Is nam*d your wars Id France : this makes bold mouthB ; 

Tongues spit their duties out, and cold hearts freese 

Allegiance in them ; their curses now 

Live where their prayers did : and it 's come to pass 

This tractable obedience is a slave 

To each incensed wilL I would your'highness 

Would give it quick consideration, for 

There is no primer business. 

K, Hen. By my life, 

This is against our pleasure. 

WoL And for me, 

I have no further gone in this than by 
A single voice ; and that not pass'd me but 
By learned approbation of the judges. If I am 
Ti'aduc'd by ignorant tongues, which neither know 
My faculties nor person, yet will be 
The chronicles of my doing, — let me say 
*Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake 
That virtue must go through. We must not stint 
Our necessary actions, in the fear 
To cope malicious censurers ; which ever, 
As ravenous fishes, do a vessel follow 
That is new-trimm'd, but benefit no further 
Than vainly longing. What we oft do best. 
By sick interpreters, once weak ones, is 
Not ours, or not allow'd ; what worst as oft 
Hitting a grosser quality, is cried up 
For our best act. If we shall stand still. 
In fear our motion will be mock'd or carp*d at. 
We should take root here where we sit> or sit 
State -statues only. 

K. Hen, Things done well 

And with a care exempt themselves from fear; 
Things done without example, in their issue 
Are to be fear'd. Have you a precedent 
Of this commission? I believe, not any. 
We must not rend our subjects from our laws, 
And stick them in our will. Sixth part of each ? 
A trembling contribution I Why, we take 
From every tree lop, bark, and part o' the timber; 
And, though we leave it with a root, thus hack'd. 
The air wifl drink the sap. To every county 
Where this is questioned send our letters, with 
Free pardon to each man that has denied 
The force of this commission: pray, look to't; 
I put it to your care. 
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WoL A word with you. [To the Secretary. 

Let there be letters writ to every shire. 
Of the king's grace and pardon. The griev'd commons 
Hardly conceive of me ; let it bd nois'd 
That through our intercession this revokement 
And pardon comes : I shall anon advise yon 
Further in the proceeding. [Exit Secretary. 

Enter Surveyor. 

Q. Kath. I am sorry that the Duke of Buckingham 
Is run in your displeasure. 

K. Hen, It grieves many : 

The gentleman is leam'd, and a most rare speaker ; 
To nature none more bound; his training such 
That he may furnish and instruct great teachers, 
And never seek for aid out of himsel£ Yet see, 
When these so noble benefits shall prove 
Not well dispos'd, the mind growing once comipt, 
They turn to vicious forms, ten times more ugly 
Than ever they were fair. This man so complete. 
Who was enroll'd 'mougst wonders, and when we, 
Almost with ravish'd list'ning, could not find 
His hour of speech a minute ; he, my lady. 
Hath into monstrous habits put the graces 
That once were his, and is become as black 
As if besmeared in hell. Sit by us ; you shall hear — 
This was his gentleman in trust, — of him 
Things to strike honour sad* — Bid him recount 
The fere-recited practices ; whereof 
We cannot feel too little, hear too much. 

WoL Stand forth, and with bold spirit relate what ycm. 
Most like a careful subject, have collected 
Out of the Duke of Buckingham. 

K. Hen. Speak freely. 

Surv. First, it was usual with him, every day 
It would infect his speech, — that if the king 
Should without issue die, he'll carry it so 
To make the sceptre his : these very words 
I have heard him utter to his son-in-law. 
Lord Aberga'ny ; to whom by oath he menacM 
Bevenge upon the cardinal. 

Wol. Please your highness, note 

This dangerous conception in this point. 
Not friended by his wish, to your high person 
His will is most malignant ; and it stretches 
Beyond you to your friends. 
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Q. Kath. My learned lord cardinal, 

Deliver all with cliarity. 

A". Hen. " Speak on : 

How grounded lie his title to the crown 
Upon our fail ? to this point hast thou heard him 
At any time speak augnt ? 

Surv. Ho was brought to this 

By a vain prophecy of Nicholas Hopkins. 

K, Hen. What was that Hopkins? 

Surv. Sir, a Chartroux firiar. 

His confessor ; who fed him every minute 
With words of sovereignty. 

K. Hen. How know'st thou this? 

Surv. Not long before your highness sped to France, 
The Duke being at the Rose, within the parish 
Saint Lawrence Poultncy, did of me demand 
What was the speech among the Londoners 
Concerning the French journey : I replied. 
Men fear*d the French would prove perfidious, 
To the king's danger. Presently the duke 
Said, 'twas the fear, indeed ; and that he doubted 
*Twould prove the verity of certain words 
Spoke by a holy monk ; That ofty says he, 
Math sent to me, wishing me to permit 
John de la Car, my chaplain, a choice hour 
To hear from him a matter o/som£ moment: 
Whom after under the confession's seal 
He solemnly liad sworn, that what he spoke 
My chaplain to no creature living but 
To me should utter, with demure confidence 
This pausingly ensu'd, — Neither the king nor '« Aetrs, 
Tell you the duke, shall prosper : hid him strive 
To gain the love o' the commonalty: the duke 
Shall govern England. 

Q. Kath. If I know you well. 

You were the duke's surveyor, and lost your office 
On the complaint o' the tenants : take good heed 
You charge not in your spleen a noble person, 
And spoil your nobler soul: I say, take heed; 
Yes, heartily beseech you. 

K. Hen. Let him on: — 

Go forward. 

Surv. On my soul, I'll speak but truth. 
I told my lord the duke, bv the devil's illusions 
The monk might be deceiv d; and that 'twas dangerous for 
him 
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To ruminate on this so far, until 
It forg'd him some design, which, beingbeliev'd. 
It was much like to do : he answered, Tvsh, 
It can do me no damage; adding further. 
That, had the kin^ in his last sickness fail'd, 
The cardinal's and Sir Thomas Lo veil's heads 
Should have gone oft 

K, Hen. Ha! what, so rank? Ah-hal 

There 's mischief in this man : — Canst thou say further? 

Surv. I can, my liege. 

K, Hen. Proceed. 

Surv. Being at Greenwich, 

After your highness had reprov'd the duke 
About Sir Wuliam Blomer, — 

K. Hen. I remember 

Of such a time : — being my sworn servant. 
The duke retained him his. — But on; what hence? 

Surv. Ify quoth he, I for this had been committed, 
Asj to the Tower, I thought, — / would have played 
The part my father meant to act upon 
The usurper Eicliard; who, being at Salisbury, 
Made suit to come in^s presence; which, if granted, 
Ashe made semblance of his duty, would 
Have put his knife into him, 

K. Hen. A dant traitor! 

Wol. Kow, madam, may his nighness live in freedom. 
And this man out of prison? 

Q. Kath. God mend all! 

K» Hen. There 's something more would out of thee ; 
what say'st? 

Surv. After the duke his father, with tJie knife. 
He stretch'd him, and, with one hand on his dagger, 
Another spread oq 's breast, mounting his eyes. 
He did discharge a horrible oath ; whose tenor 
Was, were he evil ujs'd, he would out-go 
His father by as much as a performance 
Does an irresolute purpose. 

K. Hen. There's his period, 

To sheath his knife in us. He is attach'd ; 
Call him to present trial : if he may 
!Fhid mercy m the law, 'tis his ; if none, 
Let him not seek't of us : by day and night, 
He is a daring traitor to the height. {Exeunt, 
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SCENE III.— London. A Boom in the Palace. 

Enter the Lord Chamberlain and Lord Sands. 

Cham. Is't possible tbe spells of France should juggle 
Men into such strange mysteries? 

Sands. New customs, 

Though they be never so ridiculous, 
Nay, let them be unmanly, yet are followed. 

Cham. As far as I see, all the good our English 
Have got by the late voyage is but merely 
A fit or two o* the face ; but they are shrewd ones ; 
For when they hold them, you would swear directly 
Their very noses had been counsellora 
To Pepin or Clotharius, they keep stcite so. 

Sands. They have all new legs, and lame ones : 
one would take it. 
That never saw 'em pace before, the spavin 
Or springhalt reigu'd among 'em. 

Cham. Death! my lord. 

Their clothes are after such a paean cut too, 
That sure they have worn out Christendom. 

Enter Sir Thomas Lovell. 

How now? 
What news, Sir Thomas Lovell? 

Lav. Faith, my lord, 

I hear of none, but the new proclamation 
That 's clapp'd upon the court-gate. 

Cham. What is't for? 

Lav. The reformation of our travell'd gallants, 
That fill the court with quarrels, talk, and tailors. 

Cham. I am glad 'tis there : now I would pray our mon- 
sieurs ' 
To think an English courtier may be wise, 
And never see tne Louvre. 

Lov. They must either — 

For so run the conditions — leave those remnants 
Of fool and feather that they got in France, 
With all their honourable j)oints of ignorance 
Pertaining thereunto, — as fights and fireworks; 
Abusing better men than they can be, 
. Out of a foreign wisdom, — renouncing clean 
The faith they have in tennis, and tall stockings, 
Short blister'd breeches, and those types of travel. 
And understand again, like honest men; 
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Or pack to their old playfellows : there, I take it, 

They may, cum privUegio, wear away 

The las; end of their lewdness, and be laughed at. 

SaTids. 'Tis time to give 'em physic, their diseases 
Are grown so catching. 

Cham, . What a loss our ladies 

Will have of these trim vanities ! 

Lov, Ay, marry. 

There will be woe indeed, lords : the sly whoresons 
Have got a speeding trick to lay down ladies ; 
A French song and a fiddle has no fellow. 

Sands. The devil fiddle 'em! I am glad they're going, — 
For, sure, there 's no converting of 'em : — now 
An honest country lord, as I am, beaten 
A long time out of play, may bring his plain-song. 
And have an hour of hearing ; and, by'r Lady, 
Held current music too. 

Cham. Well said. Lord Sands ; 

' Your colt's tooth is not cast yet. 

Sands. No, my lord; 

Nor shall not, while I have a stump. 

Cham, Sir Thomas, 

Whither were you a-going? 

Lov. To the cardinal's: 

Your lordship is a guest too. 

Cham. O, 'tis true; 

This night he makes a supper, and a ^reat one, 
To many lords aiiid ladies ; there will oe 
The beauty of this kingdom, I'll assure you. 

Lov. That churchman bears a bounteous mind indeed, 
A hand as fruitful as the land that feeds us ; 
His dews fall everywhere. 

Cham, No doubt he 's noble ; 

He had a black mouth that said other of him. 

Sands. He may, my lord, — ^has wherewithal ; in him 
Sparing would show a worse sin than ill doctrine : 
Men of his way should be most liberal; 
They are set here for examples. 

Cham. True, they are so; 

But few now give so great ones. My bar^e stays ; 
Your lordship shall {uonff. — Come, sood & ^oooaa, 
We shall be fate else ; which I would not be, 
For I was spoke to, with Sir Henry Guildforid, 
This night to be oomptroUers. 

Sands. 1 am your lordAhip'ii 
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SCENE rV.— London. The Presence Chamber in 

York Place. 

Hautboys. A small table wider a state for the Cardi- 
nal, a longer table for the guests. Enter, at one door^ 
Annk Bullen, and divers Lords, Ladies, and Gentle- 
women, as guests; at anotlier door, enter Sir Henry 
Guildford. 

Guild. Ladies, a general welcome from his grace 
Salutes ye oil ; this night he dedicates 
To fair content and j'ou : none here, he hopes. 
In all this noble bevy, has brought with her 
One care abroad ; he would have all as merry 
As, iirst, good company, good wine, good welcome 
Con make good i)eople. — O, my lord, you are tardy: 

Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord Sands, and Sir Thomas 

LOVELL. 

The very thought of this fair company 
Clapp'd wings to me. 

Cham. You are youne. Sir Henry Guildford. 

Sands. Sir Thomas Lovell, nad the cardinal 
But half my lay-thoughts in him, some of these 
Should find a runniug banquet ere they rested; 
I think would better please 'em : by my life, 
They are a sweet society of fair ones. 

Lov. O, that your lordship were but now confessor 
To one or two of these ! 

Sands, I would I were ; 

They should find easy penance. 

Lov. Faith, how easy? 

Sands. As easy as a down-bed would afford it. 

Cham. Sweet ladies, will it please you sit? Sir Harry, 
Place you that side; I'll take the charge of this: 
His grace is ent'ring. — Nay, you must not freeze; 
Two women plac'd together makes cold weather : — 
My Lord Sands, you are oue will keep 'em waking; 
Pray, sit between these ladies. 

Sands. By my faith, 

And thank your lordship. — By your leave, sweet ladies: 

[Seats himself between Anne Bullsn and another 
Lady. 
If I chance to talk a little wild, forgive me ; 
I had it from my fieither. 

Anne, Was he mad, sir? 
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Sands. O, very mad, exceeding mad, in love too : 
But he would bite none; just as 1 do now, — 
He would kiss you twenty with a breath. [Kisses Tier. 

Cham. Well said, my lord- — 

So, now you're fairly seated. — Gentlemen, 
The penance lies on you if these fair ladies 
Pass away frowning. 

Sands. For my little cure, 

Let me alone. 

Hautboys. Enter Cardinal Wolsey, attended; and takes 

his state. 

Wol. Ye're welcome, my fair guests : that noble lady 
Or gentleman that is not freely merry 
Is not my friend : this, to confirm my welcome : — 
And to you all, good health. [Drinks. 

Sands. Your grace is noble ; 

Let me have such a bowl may hold my thanks, • 
And save me so much talking. 

Wol. My Lord Sands, 

I am beholden to you : cheer your neighbours. — 
Ladies, you are not merry : — gentlemen. 
Whose foult is this ? 

Sands. The red wine first must rise 

In their fair cheeks, my lord ; then we shall have *em 
Talk us to silence. 

Anne. You are a merry gamester. 

My Lord Sands. 

Sands* Yes, if I make my play. 

Here 's to your ladyship : and pledge it, madam. 
For *tis to such a thing, — 

Anne. You cannot show me. 

Sands, I told your grace they would talk anon. 

[Drum and trumpets: Chambers discharged within. 

Wol What's that? 

Cham. Lodk out there, some of ye. [Eosit a Servant. 

Wol. What warlike voice. 

And to what end, is this ? — Naj, ladies, fear not ; 
By all the laws of war ye're privileg'd. 

Re-enter Servant. 

Cham. How now! whatis't? 

Serv. A noble troop of itrangen, — 

For so they seem: they have left their iMorge^ and 

landed; , 
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And hither make, as great ambassadors 
From foreign princes. 

Wol. Good lord chamberlain. 

Go, give 'em welcome ; you can speak the Frencli tongue; 
And, pray, receive 'eiu nobly, and conduct 'em 
Into our presence, where this heaven of beauty 
Shall shine at full u}K)n them. — Some attend him. 

[Exit Chamberlain attended. All rlise, 
and tables reinored. 
You have now a broken banquet : but we'll mend it. 
A cood di^^cstion to you all : and once more 
I snowcr a welcome on you ; — welcome alL 

Hautboys. Enter the Kino, and others, as maskers^ habited 
like shepherds, with Torch -bearers, luihered hy the Lard 
Chamberlain. They pass directly be/ore the Cakdinal, 
and gracefully salute him. 

A noble company ! what are their pleasures? 

Cluim. Because they sjKjak no English, thus they pray'd 
To teil your grace, — that, haviug heard by fame 
Of this so noble and so fair assembly 
Tliis night to meet here, they could do no less, 
Out of the great respect they bear to beauty. 
But leave their flocks ; and, under your fair conduct. 
Crave leave to view these ladies, and entreat 
An hour of revels with 'em. 

Wol. Say, lord chamberlain. 

They have done my poor house grace ; for which I pay 'em 
A thousand thanks, and pray 'em take their pleasures. 

[Ladies chosen for the dance. The Kinq chooses 
Anne Bullen. 
K. Hen. The fairest hand I ever touch'd I O beauty, 
Till now I never knew thee ! \ Music. Danet, 

Wol. My lord,— 
Cham. Your grace ? 

Wol. Pray tell them thus much from me : — 

There should be one amongst them, by his person. 
More worthy this place than myself; to whon^ 
If I but knew him, with my love and duty 
I would surrender it. 

Cham. I will, my lord. 

[Goes to the Maskers, and returns, 
Wol. What say they? 

Cham. Such a one, they all confess, 

There is indeed ; which they would have your grace 
Find out, and he will take it. 
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Wol. Let me see, then. — 

\Come8 from his state. 
By all your good leaves, gentlemen; — -here I'U make 
My royal choice. 

K, Men, Te have found him, cardinal: [Unmasking, 

You hold a feir assembly; you do weU, lord: 
You are a churchman, or rU teU you, cardinal, 
I should judge now unhappily. 

Wol, I am glad 

Your ^'ace is grown so pleasant. 

K. lien. My lord chamberlain, 

Pr^ythee, come hither: what fair lady 's that ? 

Cham, An't please your grace, Sir Thomas Bullen^s 
daughter, — 
The Viscount Rochford, — one of her highness' women. 

K. Hen. By heaven, she is a dainty one. — Sweetheart, 
I were unmannerly to take you out. 
And not to kiss you. — A health, gentlemen! 
Let it go round. 

Wol. Sir Thomas LoveU, is the banquet ready 
r the privy chamber ? 
Lov. Yes, my lord. 

Wol. Your grace, 

I fear, with dancing is a little heated. 
K. Hen. I fear, too much. 

Wol. There 's fresher air, my lord. 

In the next chamber. 

K. Hen, Lead in your ladies, every one : — sweet partner, 
I must not yet forseJke you : — ^let 's be merry : — 
Good my lord cardinal, I have half a dozen healths 
To drink to these fair ladies, and a measure 
To lead 'em once again ; and then let 's dream 
Who 's best in favour. — ^Let the music knock it. 

[Exeunt, toith trumpets. 



ACT n. 

SCENE L— London. A Street, 



Enter two Gentlemen, meeting, 

1 Gent, Whither away so £EU9t ? 

2 Gent. 0, God save ye! 
E'en to the hall, to hear what shall become 

Of the great Duke of Buckingham. 
VOL. IV. Z 
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1 Oent I'll save you 
That labour, sir. All 's now done, but the ceremony 
Of bringing back the prisoner. 

2 Oent. Were you there ? 

1 Oent. Yes, indeed, was I. 

2 Oent, Pray, speak what has happened. 

1 Gent. You may guess quickly what. 

2 Gent. Is he found guilty? 

1 Gent. Yes, truly is he, and condcmn'd upont. 

2 Gent. I am sorry for't. 

1 Oetit. So are a number more. 

2 OenL But, pray, how pass'd it ? 

1 Oent. I'll tell you in a little. The jjreat duke 
(Jame to the bar; where to his acciisatious 

He pleaded still not jtniilty, and alleged 

Many sharp reasons to defeat the law. 

The king's attorney, on the contrary, 

Urg'd on the examinations, proofs, confessions 

(>f divers witnesses ; which the duke dcair'd 

To have brought, vivd voce, to his face : 

At which appear'd against him his surveyor ; 

Sir Gilbert Feck, his chancellor ; and John Car, 

Confessor to him ; with that devil-monk, 

Hopkins, that maide this mischief. 

2 Oent. That was he 
That fed him with his prophecies ? 

1 Gent. The same. 
All these accus'd him strongly ; which he fain 
Would have flung from him, but, indeed, he could not : 
And so his peers, upon this evidence. 

Have found him guilty of high treason. Much 
He si)oke, and learnedly, for life ; but all 
Was either pitied in him or forgotten. 

2 Oent. After all this, how (£d he bear himself? 

1 Gent. When he was brought again to the bar to hear 
His knell rung out, his judgment, — he was stirr'd 

With such an agony, ho sweat extremely. 
And something spoke in choler, ill, and hasty ; 
But he fell to himself again, and sweetly 
In all the rest show'd a most noble patience. 

2 Oent. 1 do not think he fears death. 

1 Gent. Sure, he does not, 
He never was so womanish ; the cause 

He may a little grieve at. 

2 Oent. Certainly 
The cardinal is the end of this. 
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1 Oent. 'Tis likely, 
By all conjectures : first, Kildare's attainder, 
Then deputy of Ireland ; who removed, 

Earl Surrey was sent thither, and in haste too. 
Lest he should help his father. 

2 Gent, That trick of state 
Was a deep envious one. 

1 Oent. At his return 

No doubt he will requite it. This is noted. 
And generally, — ^whoever the king favours 
The cardinal instantly will find employment, 
And far enough from court too. 

2 Gent. All the conmions 
Hate him perniciously, and, o' my conscience. 
Wish him ten fathom deep : this duke as much 

They love and dote on; call him bounteous Buckingham, 
The mirror of all courtesy, — 

1 Gent. Stay there, sir, 
And see the noble ruin*d man you speak o£ 

Enter Buckingham /rom his arraignment; Tipstaves before 
him; the axe with the edge towards him; haJJberds on eojch 
side: with him Sir Thomas Lovell, Sir Nicholas Vaux, 
Sir William Sands, and comnvon people, 

2 Gent. Let 's stand close, and behold him. 

Buck. All good people, 

You that thus far have come to pity me. 
Hear what I say, and then go home and lose me. 
I have this day received a traitor*s judgment. 
And by that name must die : yet, heaven bear witness. 
And if I have a conscience, let it sink me. 
Even as the axe falls, if I be not faithful ! 
The law I bear no malice for my death ; 
'T has done, upon the premises, but justice: 
But those that sought it I could wish more Christians : 
Be what they will, I heartily forgive 'em : 
Yet let 'em look they glory not in mischief, 
Nor bmld their evils on the graves of great men ; 
For then my guiltless blood must cry agsunst *em. 
For further life in this world I ne'er hope, 
Nor will I sue, although the king have mercies 
More than I dare make faults. You few that lov'd me, 
And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham, 
His noble friends and fellows, whom to leave 
Is only bitter to him, only dying, 
Go with me, like good angels^ to my end; 
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And as the long divorce of steel falls on me 

Make of your prayers one sweet sacrifice, 

And lift mv soul to heaven. — Lead on, o* God*s name. 

Lov. 1 do beseech your grace, for charity. 
If ever any malice in your heart 
Were hid against me, now to forgive me frankly. 

Buck, Sir Thomas LoveU, I as firee forgive you 
As I would be forriven : I forgive all ; 
There cannot be those numbeness offences 
^Gainst me that I cannot take peace with : no black envy 
Shall make my grave. — Commend me to his grace; 
And, if he speak of Buckingham, pray tell lum 
You met him half in heaven : my vows and prayers 
Yet are the king's ; and, till my soul forsake, 
Shall cry for blessings on him : may he live 
Longer than I have time to tell his years ! 
Ever beloVd and loving may his rule be! 
And when old time shall lead him to his end, 
G<X)dne8S and he fill up one monument! 

Lov. To the water side t must conduct your grace ; 
Then give my charge up to Sir Nicholas V aux. 
Who undertakes you to your end. 

Vavjx. Prepare there. 

The duke is coming : see the barge be ready ; 
And fit it with sucb furniture as suits 
The greatness of his person. 

Buck. Nay, Sir Nicholas, 

Let it alone ; my state now will but mock me. 
When 1 came hither I was lord high constable 
And Duke of Buckingham ; now, poor Edward Bohun : 
Yet I am richer than my base accusers. 
That never knew what truth meant : I now seal it ; 
And with that blood will make 'em one day groan for't. 
My noble father, Henry of Buckingham, 
Wno first rais'd head against usurping Kichard, 
Flying for succour to his servant Bamster, 
Being distress' d, was by that wretch betraVd, 
And without trial fell; God's peace be with him! 
Henry the Seventh succeeding, truly pitying 
My father's loss, like a most royal prince, 
Restor'd me to my honours, and out of ruins 
Made my name once more noble. Now his son, 
Henry the Eighth, life, honour, name, and all 
That made me happy, at one stroke has taken 
For ever from the world. I had my trial. 
And must needs say a noble one; which makes me 
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A little happier than my wretched father : 

Yet thus far we are one in fortunes, — ^both 

Fell by our servants, by those men we lov'd most ; 

A most unnatural and fedthless service ! 

Heaven has an end in all : yet, you that hear me, 

This from a dying man receive as certain : — 

Where you are liberal of your loves and counsels, 

Be sure you be not loose ; for those you make friends 

And give your hearts to, when they once perceive 

The least rub in your fortunes, fall away 

like water from ye, never found again 

But where they mean to sink ye. All ^ood people. 

Pray for me ! I must now forsake ye : uie last hour 

Of my long weary life is come upon me. 

Farewell: 

And when you would say something that is sad. 

Speak how I felL — I have done ; and God forgive me ! 

[Exeunt Bcjckinoham and Train. 

1 Gent. 0, this is full of pity ! — Sir, it calls, 
I fear, too many curses on their heads 

That were the authors. 

2 Gent If the duke be guiltless, 
'Tis full of woe : yet I can give you inkling 

Of an ensuing evil, if it £ei11, 
Greater than this. 

1 Gent. Good angels keep it from us ! 
Where may it be? You do not doubt my fsiith, sir? 

2 Gent This secret is so weighty, 'twill require 
A strong faith to conceal it. 

1 Gent. Let me have it; 
I do not talk much. 

2 Gent. I am confident ; 

You shall, sir : did you not of late days hear 
A buzzing of a separation 
Between the king and Katharine? 

1 Gent. Yes, but it held not : 
For when the king once heard it, out of anger 

He sent command to the lord mayor straight 
To stop the rumour, and allay those tongues 
That durst disperse it. 

2 Gent. But that slander, sir. 
Is found a truth now : for it ffrows again 
Fresher than e'er it was; and held for certain 
The king will venture at it. Either the cardinal. 
Or some about him near, have, out of malice 

To the good queen, possess'd him with a scruple 
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That will undo her : to confirm this too, 
Cardinal Campeiiis is arriv'd, and lately ; 
As all think, lor this business. 

1 Gent. Tis the cardinal ; 
And merely to revenge him on the emperor 
For not bestowing on him, at his asking, 

The archbishopric of Toledo, this is purpos'd. 

2 Oent. I think you have hit the mark : but is't not cruel 
That she should fcol the smart of this? The cardinal 
Will have his will, and she must falL 

1 Gent. 'Tis woefuL 

We are too open here to argue this ; 
Let 's think m private more. [BxeunL 



SCENE II. — London. An Ante-chamher in the Palace. 

Enter the Lord Chamberlain reading a letter, 

ChanL Mjf lord, — The Jwrses your lordship sent for, with 
all the care I had, I saw well chosen, ridden, and famished. 
They were young and handsome, and of the best breed in tfte 
north. When they were ready to set out for London, a man 
of my lord cardinal's, by commission and main power, took 
^ em from me; with this reason, — His master would be served 
before a subject, if not before the king; which stopped our 
moutlis, sir. 

I fear he will indeed : well, let him have them : 
He will have all, I think. 

Enter the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk. 

I^or. Well met, my Lord Chamberlain. 

Cham. Good-day to both your graces. 

Suf How is the king employ'd? 

Cham. 1 left him private, 

Full of sad thoughts and troubles. 

Nor. What *s the cause? 

Cham. It seems the marriage with his brother's wife 
Has crept too near his conscience. 

Suf No, his conscience 

Has crept too near another lady. 

Nor. *Tis so : 

This is the cardinal's doing, the king-cardinal : 
That blind priest, like the eldest son of fortune. 
Turns what he lists. The king will know him one day. 

Suf. Pray God he do I he'll never know himself elae. 

Nor. How holily he works in all his business 1 
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And with what zeal ! for, now he has crack'd the league 

Between us and the emperor, the queen's great-nephew, 

He dives into the king's soul, and there scatters 

Dangers, doubts, wringing of the conscience. 

Fears, and despairs, — and all these for his marriage: 

And out of all these to restore the king, 

He counsels a divorce; a loss of her 

That, like a jewel, has hung twenty years 

About his neck, yet never lost her lustre ; 

Of her that loves him with that excellence 

That angels love good men with ; even of her 

That, when the greatest stroke of fortune fEills, 

Will bless the kins : and is not this course pious? 

Cham, Heaven keep me from such counsel 1 'Tis most 
true 
These news are eyerywhere ; every tongue speaks *em. 
And every true heart weeps for't : all that dare 
Look into these affairs see this main end, — 
The French king's sister. Heaven will one day open 
The king's eyes, that so long have slept upon 
This boM bad man. 

8uf, And free us from his slavery. 

Nor, We had need pray. 
And heartily, for our deliverance ; 
Or this imperious man will work us all 
From princes into pages : all men's honours 
lie like one lump beK)re him, to be fashion'd 
Into what pitch he please. 

8uf, For me, my lords, 

I love him not, nor fear him; there 's my creed: 
As I am made without him, so I'll stand. 
If the king please ; his curses and his blessings 
Touch me alike, they are breath I not believe in. 
I knew him, and I Know him; so I leave him 
To him that made him proud, the pope. 

Nor. Let 'a in ; 

And with some other business put the king 
From these sad thoughts tlmt work too much upon 

him: — 
My lord, you'll bear us company? 

Cham, Excuse me; 

The king has sent me other-where : besides. 
You'll £md a most unfit time to disturb him : 
Health to your lordghips. 

Nor. Thanks, my eood lord ohainbezlam. 

[i&i< Loid OhaaibfriaiiL 




*■% 
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Norfolk opens a folding door. The Kino ia discovered 
sitting^ and reading pensively. 

Suf, How sad be looks! sure, he is much afflicted. 

K. Hen, Who's there, ha? 

Nor, Pray God he be not angry. 

K, Hen. Who's there, I say? How dare you thrust 
yourselves 
Into my private meditations? 
Who am I, ha? 

Nor. A gracious king, that pardons all ofifences 
Malice ne'er meant : our breach of duty this way 
Is business of estate ; in which we come 
To know your royal pleasure. 

K. Hen, Ye are too bold : 

Go to ; m make ye know your times of business : 
Is this an hour for temporal affairs, ha? 

Enter Wolsey and Campeius. 

Who 's there? my good lord cardinal? — ^0 my Wolsey, 

The quiet of my wounded conscience ; 

Thou art a cure fit for a king. — ^You're welcome, 

[To Campeitjs. 
Most learned reverend sir, into our kingdom : 
Use us and it. — My good lord, have great care 
I be not found a talker. [To Wolsey. 

Wol. Sir, you cannot. 

I would your grace would give us but an hour 
Of private comerence. 

A, Hen, We are busy ; go. 

[To Norfolk and Suffolk, 

Nor, [aside to Suf.] This priest has no pride in him! 

Si^. [aside to Nor.] Not to speak of: 

I would not be so sick though for his place: 
But this cannot continue. 

Nor. [aside to Sw.] If it do, 
m venture one have-at-him. 

Siif. [aside to Nor.] I another. 

[EoceunfNoBJFOLKandSTJVFaLK, 

Wol, Your grace has given a precedent of wisdom 
Above all princes, in committing freely 
Your scruple to the voice of Christendom. 
Who can be angry now? what envy reach you? 
The Spaniard, tied by blood and favour to her. 
Must now confess, if they have any goodness. 
The trial just and noble. All the clerks, 
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I mean the learned ones, in Christian kingdoms, 

Have their free voices: Rome, the nurse of judgment. 

Invited by your noble sel^ hath sent 

One general tongue unto us, this good man. 

This just and learned priest, Cardmal Campeius, — 

Whom once more I present unto your highness. 

K, Hen, And once more in mine arms I bid him welcome, 
And thank the holy conclave for their loves : 
They have sent me such a man I would have wish'd for. 

Cam. Your grace must needs deserve all strangers* loves. 
You are so noble. To your highness* hand 
I tender my commission ;— by whose virtue,— 
The court of Rome commanding, — you, my lord 
Cardinal of York, are join'd with me their servant 
In the unpartial judging of this business. 

K. Hen. Two equal men. The queen shall be acquainted 
Forthwith for what you come. — Wnere 's Gardiner? 

Wd. I know your majesty has always lov'd her 
So dear in heart, not to deny her that 
A woman of less place might ask by law, — 
Scholars alloVd rreely to argue for her. 

K, Hen. Ay, and tne best she shall have ; and my favour 
To him that does best : God forbid else. Cardinal, 
Pr'ythee, call Gardiner to me, my new secretary : 
I find him a fit fellow. iExU Wolsey. 

JRe-enter Wolsey, wUh Gabdiner. 

Wol. [aaide to Gabd.] Give me your hand : much joy and 
favour to you; 
You are the king's now. 

Oard. [aside to Wol.] But to be conmianded 
For ever by your grace, whose hand has raised me. 

K. Hen. Come hither, Gardiner. [They converse apart 

Cam. My Lord of York, was not one Doctor Pace 
In this man's place before him? 

WoL Yes, he was. 

Cam. Was he not held a learned man? 

WoL Yes, surely. 

Cam, Believe me, there 's an ill opinion spread, then. 
Even of yourself lord cardinal 

Wol. How! of me? 

Cam. They will not stick to say yon envied him ; 
And fearing he would rise, he was so yirtaons. 
Kept him a foreign man still; which bo griev'd nha 
That he ran mad and died. .^^ . 

WoL Heavea'm pom !)• ^w>» ™^* ^ 

■.yJt 
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That's Christian care enough : for living mormuren 
There 's places of rebuke. He was a fool ; 
For he would needs be >'irtuous : that good felloiw, 
If I command him, follows my appointoient : 
I will have none so near else. Learn this, brother, 
We live not to be grip'd by meaner persons. 
K. Hen. Deliver this with modesty to the queen. 

[Ejnt Gabdinzr. 
The most convenient place that I can think of 
For such receipt of learning is Black-Friars ; 
There ye shall meet about this weighty business : — 
^fjr Wolsey, see it fiimish'd. — 0, my lord. 
Would it not grieve an able man to leave 
So sweet a bedfellow? But, conscience, conscienee, — 
O, 'tis a tender place ! and I must leave her. [Exeunt, 



SCENE III.— Tx)NDON. An Ante-ehamber in the 
Queen's Ajxirtments. 

EnUr Anne Bullen and an Old Lady. 

Anne, Not for that neither: here's the pang that 
pinches : — 
His highness having liv'd so long with her, and ahe 
So goocl a lady that no tongue could ever 
Pronounce dislionour of lier, — by my life. 
She never knew harm-doing ;— O, now, idfter 
So many courses of the sun enthron'd. 
Still growing in a majesty and pomp, — the which 
To leave a thousand-fold more bitter than 
'Tis sweet at first to acquire, — after this process. 
To give her the avaunt! it is a pity 
Would move a monster. 

out L. Hearts of most hard temper 

Melt and lament for her. 

Anne. 0, God's wiU! much better 

She ne'er had known pomp : though it be temporal, 
Yet, if that quarrel, fortune, do divorce 
It from the bearer, 'tis a sufferance panging 
As soul and body's severing. 

Old L. Alas, poor lady! 

She 's a stranger now again. 

Anne. So much the more 

Must pity drop upon her. Verily, 
I swear, 'tis better to be lowly bom. 
And range with humble livers in content, 
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Than to be perk'd up in a glistering grief, 
And wear a golden sorrow. 

Old L. Our content 

Is our best having. 

Anne. By my troth and maidenhead, 

I would not be a queen. 

Old L. Beshrew me, I would. 

And venture maidenhead for't ; and so would you, 
For all this spice of your hypocrisy : 
You, that have so fair parts of woman on you, 
Have too a woman's heart ; which ever yet 
Affected eminence, wealth, sovereignty ; 
Which, to say sooth, are blessings ; and which gifts, — 
Saving your mincing, — ^the capacity 
Of your soft cheveru conscience would receive 
If you might please to stretch it. 

Anne. Nay, good troth, — 

Old L. Yes, troth and troth; — ^you would not be a queen? 

Anne. No, not for all the riches under heaven. 

Old L. "lis strange : a threepence bowed would hire me. 
Old as I am, to queen it : but, I pray you. 
What think you of a duchess? have you limbs 
To bear that load of title ? 

Anne. No, in truth. 

Old L. Then you are weakly made : pluck off a little ; 
I would not be a young count in your way 
For more than blushing comes to : if your back 
Cannot vouchsafe this burden, 'tis too weak 
Ever to get a boy. 

Anne. How you do talk I 

I swear again I would not be a queen 
For all the world. 

Old L. In feith, for Httle F^gland 

You'd venture an emballing : I myself 
Would for Carnarvonshire, although there long*d 
No more to the crown but that.— Sjo, who comes here? 

ErUer the Lord Chamberlain. 

Cham. Gk)od-morrow, ladies. What wer*t worth to know 
The secret of your conference?* 

Anne. My good lord. 

Not your demand ; it values not your asking : 
Our mistress' sorrows we were pitying. 

Cham. It was a gentle business, and becoming 
The action of eood woman : there is hope 
All will be weU. . ■ *' 
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Anne, Now, I pray Grod, amen! 

Cham, You bear a gentle mind, and heavenly blessings 
Follow such creatures. That you may, fjEor lady, 
Perceive I speak sincerely, and hi^h note 's 
Ta'en of your many virtues, the kmg's majesty 
Commends his good opinion of you to you, and 
Does purpose honour to you no less flowing 
Than Marchioness of Pembroke ; to which title 
A thousand pound a year, annual support, 
Out of his grace he adds. 

Anne. I do not know 

What kind of my obedience I should tender; 
More than my £dl is nothing : nor my prayers 
Are not words duly haUow'd, nor my wishes 
More worth than empty vanities ; yet prayers and wishes 
Are all I can return. iBeseech your lordship. 
Vouchsafe to speak my thanks and my obedience, 
As from a blusning handmaid, to his highness ; 
Whose health and royalty I pray for. 

CJiam. Lady, 

I shall not fail to approve the fair conceit 
The king hath of you. — I have perus'd her well ; [Aside, 
Beauty and honour in her are so mingled 
That they have caught the kin^: and who knows yet 
But from, this lady may proceed a gem 
To Ughten all this isle?— I'll to the king 
And say I spoke with you. 

Anne, My honour' d lord. 

\Exit Lord Chamberlaiii. 

Old L. Why, this it is; see, see! 
I have been begging sixteen years in court,— 
Am yet a courtier beggarly, — nor could 
Come pat betwixt too early and too late 
For any suit of pounds ; and you, O fate ! 
A very fresh-fish here, — fie, fie, fie upon 
This compell'd fortune! — have your mouth fill'd np 
Before you open it. 

Anne. This is strange to me. 

Old L, How tastes it? is it bitter? forty pence, no. 
There was a lady once, — 'tis an old story, — 
That would not be a queen, that would she not, 
For all the mud in Egypt : — ^have you heard it ? 

Anne, Come, you are pleasant 

Old L, With your theme I coixld 

O'ermount the lark. The Marchioness of Pembroke! 
A thousand pounds a year for pure respect ! 
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No other obligation ! By my life, 
That promises more thousands : honour's train 
Is longer than his foreskirt. By this time 
I know your back will bear a duchess: — say, 
Are you not stronger than you were? 

Anne. Good lady, 

Make yourself mirth with your partictdar fancy. 
And leave me out on't. Would I had no being, 
If this salute my blood a jot : it fEunts me 
To think what follows. 
The queen is comfortless, and we forgetful 
In our long absence : pray, do not deliver 
What here you've heard to her. 

Old L, What do you think me? 

^___^^ [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV.—LoNDON. A HaU in Black-Friars. 

Trumpety sennet, and comets. Enter two Vergers, with sJiort 
silver wands; next them, two Scribes, in the habits of 
doctors; after them, the Archbishop of Canterbury 
alone; after him, the Bishops of Lincoln, Ely, Ro- 
chester, and Saint Asaph ; next them, with some 
small distance, foUows a Gentleman bearing the purse, 
with the great seal, and a CardinaVs hat; then two 
Priests, hearing each a silver cross; then a Crentleman- 
Usher bareheaded, accompanied with a Sergeant-at-Arms 
bearing a silver mace; t/ien two Gentlemen bearing two 
great silver pillars; after them, side by side, the two 
Cardinals, Wolsey and Campeius ; two Noblemen with 
the sword and mace. Then enter the Kino and Queen, 
and their Trains. The Kino takes place under the doth 
of state; the two Cardinals sit under him as judges. The 
Queen takes place at some distance from the Kino. The 
Bishops place themselves on each side the court, in mjanner 
qfa consistory; between them the Scribes. 7%e Lords sU 
next the Bishops. The Crier and the rest of the Attend- 
ants stand in convenient order about the haU. 

W6L Whilst our commission from Rome is read. 
Let silence be commanded. 

K. Hen. What's the need? 

It hath already publicly been read. 
And on all sides the authority allow'd; 
Yon may, then, spare that time. 

Wol Be't so.— Fjrooeed. 

Scribe. Say, Henzy King of England, oome into tits ooarl^ 
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Crier. Henry King of England, Ac. 

K, Hen, Here. 

Scribe, Say, Katharine Queen of England, como into the 

Crier. Katharine Queen of England, ftc. [court. 

[The Queen makes no answer, rises out oflier chair, 
goes about tlie court, comes to the King, and 
kneels at his feet; then speaks. 

Q. Kath, Sir, I desire you do me right and justice ; 
And to bestow your pity on me : for 
I am a most poor woman, and a stranger, 
Bom out of your dominions ; having hfire 
No jud^e indifferent, nor no more assurance 
Of cqu^ friendship and proceeding. Alas, sir, 
In what have I offended you? what cause 
Hath my behaviour given to your displeasure. 
That thus you should proceed to put me off. 
And take your good grace from me? Heaven witnesf, 
I have been to you a true and humble wife. 
At all times to vour will conformable; 
Ever in fear to kindle your dislike, 
Yea, subject to yovn countenance, — glad or sorry 
As I saw it inclm'd. When was the hour 
I ever contradicted your desire, 
Or made it not mine too? Or which of your friends 
Have I not strove to love, although I knew 
He were mine enemy? what friend of mine 
That had to him deriv'd your anger, did I 
Continue in my liking? nay, gave notice 
He was from thence oischarg'd? Sir, call to mind 
That I have been your wife, in this obedience, 
Upward of twenty years, and have been blest 
with many children by you : if^ in the course 
And process of this time, you can report, 
And prove it too, against mine honour aught, 
My bond to wedlock or my love and duty, 
Against your sacred person, in God's name, 
Turn me away; and let the foul'st contempt 
Shut door upon me, and so give me up 
To the sharp'st kind of justice. Please you, sir, 
The king, your father, was reputed for 
A prince most prudent, of an excellent 
And unmatch'a wit and judgment : Ferdinand, 
My father, King of Spain, was reckon'd one 
The wisest prince that there had reign'd by maoy 
A year before : it is not to be questioned 
Tliat they had gathered a wise council to them 
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Of every realm, that did debate this bnsiness, 

Who deem'd our marriage lawful : wher^ore I humbly 

Beseech you, sir, to spare me, till I may 

Be by my friends in Sp>ain advis'd ; * whose counsel 

I will implore : if not, i' the name of God, 

Your pleasure be fuliill'd! 

Wot. You have here, lady,— 

And of your choice, — ^these reverend fathers ; men 
Of singular integrity and learning. 
Yea, &e elect o' the land, who are assembled 
To plead your cause : it shall be therefore bootless 
That longer you desire the court ; as wdl 
For your own quiet as to rectify 
What is unsettled in the king. 

Cam, His grace 

Hath spoken well and justly : therefore, madam, 
It 's fit this royal session do proceed ; 
And that, without delay, their arguments 
Be now produc'd and heard. 

Q. Kath, Lord cardinal, — 

To you I speak. 

Wol. Your pleasure, madam? 

Q, KatJu Sir, 

I am about to weep ; but, thinking that 
We area queen, — or long have dream'd so, — certain 
The daughter of a king, my drops of tears 
m turn to spaxks of fire. 

Wol. Be patient yet. 

Q. Kath. I will, when you are humble ; nay, before. 
Or God will punish me. I do believe. 
Induced by potent circumstances, that 
You are mine enemy; and make my challenge 
You shall not be my judge : for it is you 
Have blown this coal betwixt my lord and me, — 
Which God's dew qu^ich! Therefore I say again, 
I utterly abhor, yea, from my soul 
Eefuse you for my judge ; whom, yet once more, 
I hold my most malicious foe, and think not 
At all a mend to truth. 

W6L I do profess 

You speak not like yourself; who ever yet 
Have stood to charity, and diaplay'd the effects 
Of disposition gentle, and of wisdom 
O'ertopping woman's power. Madam, you do me wronff i 
I have no spleen against you, nor ]]^jii8tice 
For you or any : how far I have procoeditd. 
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Or how far further shall, is warranted 

By a commission from the consistory, 

Yea, the whole consistory of Rome. You charge me 

That I have blown this coal : I do deny it : 

The king is present : if it be known to him 

That I gainsay my deed, how may he wound, 

And worthily, my falsehood! yea, as much 

As you have done my truth. K he know 

That I am free of your report, he knows 

I am not of your wrong. Therefore in him 

It lies to cure me : and the cure is, to 

Remove these thoughts from you : the which before 

His highness shall speak in, I do beseech 

You, gracious madam, to unthink your speaking, 

And to say so no more. 

Q, KatL My lord, my lord, 

I am a simple woman, much too weak 
To oppose your cunning. You're meek and humble 

mouth'd ; 
You sign your i)lace and calling, in full seeming, 
With meekness and humility ; out your heart 
Is cramm'd with arrogancy, spleen, and pride. 
You have, by fortune and his highness' favours. 
Gone slightly o'er low steps, and now are mounted 
Where powers are your retainers ; and your words, 
Domestics to you, serve your will as't please 
Yourself pronounce their office. I must tell you, 
You tender more your person's honour than 
Your high profession spiritual : that again 
I do ref^e you for my judge ; and here, 
Before you all, appeal unto the pope. 
To bring my whole cause 'fore his holiness. 
And to be judg'd by him. 

[She curtsies to the King, arid offers to depart 

Cam. The queen is obstinate. 

Stubborn to justice, apt to accuse it, and 
Disdainful to be tried oy it : 'tis not well. 
She 's going away. 

K. Hen. Call her again. 

Crier. Katharine Queen of England, come into the court. 

Orif. Madam, you are call'd back. 

Q. Kath. What need you note it? pray you, keep your 
way: 
When you are call'd, return. — Now the Lord help. 
They vex me past my patience ! — Pray you, pass on : 
I will not tany; no, nor evermore 
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Upon this business my appearance make 
In any of their courts. 

[Exeunt Queen, Grif., and her other Attendants. 
K, Hen, Go thy ways, Kate : 

That man i' the world who shall report he has 
A better wife, let him in naught be trusted 
For speaking fedse in that : thou art, alone, — 
If thy rare qualities, sweet ^ntleness. 
Thy meekness saint-like, wife-like government — 
Obeying in commanding — ^and thy parts 
Sovereign and pious else, could speak thee out, — 
The queen of earthly (]^ueens : — she's noble bom; 
And like her true nobility she has 
Carried herself towards me. 

Wol, Most gracious sir, 

In humblest manner I require your highness 
That it shall please you to declare, in hearing 
Of all these ears, — for where I am robb'd and bound. 
There must I be unloosed ; although not there 
At once and fuUv satisfied, — whether ever I 
Did broach this business to your highness ; or 
Laid any scruple in your way, which might 
Induce you to the question on*t? or ever 
Have to you, — but with thanks to God for such 
A royal lady, — ^spake one the least word that might 
Be to the jirejudice of her present state, 
Or touch of her good person? 

K. Hen. My lord cardinal, 

I do excuse you ; yea, upon mine honour, 
I free you from't. You are not to be taught 
That you have many enemies, that know not 
Why they are so, but, like to village curs. 
Bark when their fellows do : by some of these 
The queen is put in anger. You are excus'd : 
But will you be more justified? you ever 
Have wi^'d the sleeping of this business ; never 
Desir'd it to be stirr'd ; but oft have hindei^d, oft. 
The passages made toward it : — on my honour, 
I speak my good lord cardinal to this point. 
And thus far clear him. Now, what mov'd me to't, 
I will be bold with time and your attention : — 
Then mark the inducement. Thus it came; — ^give heed 

to't :— 
My conscience first receiVd a tenderness. 
Scruple, and prick, on certain speeches utter'd 
By the Bishop of Bayonne, then French ambassador; 

VOL. IV. 2 A 
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Who had been hither sent on the debating 

A maniajQie 'twixt the Duke of Orleans and 

Our daughter Mary : I* the progress of this business. 

Ere a determinate resohition, he, — 

I mean the bishoj), — did require a respite; 

Wherein he mif^ht the kiuij his lord advertise 

Whether our daughter were legitimate, 

Respecting this our marriage with the dowager. 

Sometimes our brother's wrfe. This respite shook 

The bosom of my conscience, entered me. 

Yea, with a splitting power, and made to tremble 

The region of my breast ; which forc'd such way 

That many maz'd considerings did throng. 

And i)ress'd in with this caution. First, methought 

I stood not in the smile of heaven ; who had 

Commanded nature that my lady's womb, 

If it conceiv'd a male child by me, should 

Bo no more offices of life to't than 

The grave does to the dead ; for her male issue 

Or died where thev were made, or shortly after 

This world had air d them : hence I took a thought 

Thin was a judgment on me ; that my kingdom, 

Well worthy the best heir o' the world, should not 

Be gladded in't by me : then follows that 

I wei^h'd the danger which my realms stood in 

By this my issue's fail ; and that gave to me 

Many a groaning throe. Thus hulling in 

The wild sea of ray conscience, I did steer 

Toward this remedy, whereupon we are 

Now present here together ; that 's to say, 

I meant to rectify my conscience, — ^which 

I then did feel full sick, and yet not well, — 

By all the reverend fathers of the land. 

And doctors learn' d : — first I began in private 

With you, my Lord of Lincoln ; you remember 

How under my oppression I did reek 

When I first mov'd you. 

Lin. Very well, my liege. 

K. Hen. I have spoke long: be pleas'd yourself to 
say 
How far yon satisfied me. 

Lin, So please your highness, 

The question did at first so stagger me, — 
Bearing a state of mighty moment in't. 
And consequence of cu*ead,— that I committed 
The daring'st coxmsel which I had to doubt; 
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And did entreat yonr highness to this conrse 
Whichyou are running here. 

K. Hen. I then moVd you, 

My Lord of Canterbury ; and got your leave 
To make this present summons : — unsolicited 
I left no reverend person in this court ; 
But by particular consent proceeded 
Under your hands and seals : therefore, go 0n; 
For no dislike i' the world against the person 
Of the good queen, but the sharp thorny ]X)ints 
Of my alleged reasons^ drive this forward : 
Prove but our marriage lawful, by my Ufe 
And kingly dignity, we are contented 
To wear our mortal state to come with her, 
Katharine our queen, before the primest creature 
That 's paragoned o' the world. 

Cam. So pleasure your highness, 

The queen being absent, 'tis a needful fitness 
That we adjourn this court till further day : 
Meanwhile must be an earnest motion 
Made to the queen to call back her appeal 
She intends unto his holiness. [ They rise to depart. 

K, Hen. I may perceive 

These cardinals trifle with me : I abhor 
This dilatory sloth and tricks of Rome. [Aside, 

My leam'd and well-belov*d servant, Cranmer, 
Pr'ythee, return! with thy approach, I know, 
My comfort comes along. Break up the court : 
I say, set on. [Exetmt in manner as they entered. 



ACT III. 

SCENE L— London. Palace at Bridetoell A Boom 
in the Queen's Apartment 

The Queen and 9ome of her Women at work. 

Q. KaJth, Take thy lute, wench : my soul grows sad with 

troubles ; 

Sing and disperse 'em, if thou canst : leave working. 

SONG. 

Orpheos witb his late made trees, 
And the mountain-tops that freeze^ 

Bow themselTes, when he did sing : 
To his musio plants and flowers 
Erer sprung; as son and showen 

There had made a lasting spring. 
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Everything that heard him play. 
Even the billows of the sea, 

Hang their heads and then lay by. 
In -sweet music is such art : 
Killing care and grief of heart 

Fall asleep, or, hearing, die. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Q, KatJu How now? 

Oent. An't please your grace, the two great cardi&alB 
Wait in the presence. 

Q, Kath, Would they speak with me? 

Oent They willed me say so, madam. 

Q, Kath, Fray their graces 

To come near. [Eont Gent.] What can be their bmdiiesa 
With me, a poor weak woman, fallen from favour? 
I do not like their coming, now I think oii*t. 
They should be good men ; their affairs as righteous: 
But all hoods m^e not monks. 

Enter Wolsky and Gampeius. 

WoU Peace to your highness! 

Q, Kath, Your ^aces Bnd me here part of a housewife ; 
I would be all, acainst the worst may nappen. 
What are your pleasures with me, reverend lords? 

Wol. May it please you, noble madam, to withdraw 
Into your private chamber, we shall give you 
The full cause of our coming. 

Q. Kath. Speak it here ; 

There 's nothing I have done yet, o' my conscience, 
Deserves a comer : would all other women 
Could speak this with as free a soul as I do ! 
My lords, I care not, — so much I am happy 
Above a number, — ^if my actions 
Were tried by every tongue, every eye saw 'em, 
Envy and base opinion set against 'em, 
I know my life so even. If your business 
Seek me out, and that way I am wife in. 
Out with it boldly : truth loves open dealing. 

Wol. Tanta eat erga te mentis integritaSf regina sereniS' 
sima^ — 

Q. Kath, 0, good my lord, no Latin; 
I am not such a truant since my coming 
As not to know the language I have lived in: 
A strange tongue makes my cause more strange, suspiciouB; 
Pray, speak in English : here are some will thank you, 
If you speak truth, for their poor mistress' sake, — 
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Believe me, slie lias Ivad much wrong : lord cardinal, 
The willing^st sin I ever yet committed 
May be absolved in English. 

Wol Noble lady, 

I am flony my integrity should breed,-^ 
And service to his majesty and you, — 
So deep suspicion, where all faiiSi was meant. 
We come not by the way of accusation 
To taint that honour every good tongue blesses, 
Nor to betray you any way to sorrow, — 
You have too much, good lady; but to know 
How you stand minded in the weighty difference 
Between the king and you ; and to deliver, 
Like free and honest men, our just opinions. 
And comforts to your cause. 

Cam, Most honoured madam, 

My Lord of York, — out of his noble nature. 
Zeal and obedience he still bore your grace, — 
Forgetting, like a good man, your late censure 
Both of his truth and him, — ^which was too far, — 
Offers, as I do, in a sign of peace, 
His service and his counseL 

Q. Kath. To betray me. [Aiide* 

My lords, I thank you both for your ^od-wills ; 
Ye speak like honest men, — ^pray Goa yex)rove sol 
But now to make ye suddenly an answer. 
In such a point of weight, so near mine honour, — 
More near my life, I fear, — with my weak wit^ 
And to such men of gravity and learning. 
In truth, I know not. I was set at work 
Among my maids ; full little, God knows, looking 
Either for such men or such business. 
For her sake that I have been, — for I feel 
The last fit of my greatness, — good your graces. 
Let me have time and counsel for my cause : 
Alas, I am a woman, friendless, hopeless ! 

WoU Madam, you wrong the King*9 love with these 
fears: 
Your hopes and friends are infinite. 

Q, Kath. In England 

But little for my profit : can you think, lords. 
That any Englishman dare give me counsel? 
Or be a known friend, Vainst his hidmesa' pleasure^*-* 
Though he be grown so desperate to ne hones^— 
And Hve a subject ? Nay, forsooth, my friieiidi^ 
They that must wieigh out my afiBlictions, 
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They tliat my trust must grow to, live not liere : 
They are, as all my other comforts, far hence, 
In mine OAvn coimtry, lords. 

Cam. I would your grace 

Would leave your griefe, and take my counseL 

Q. KatJu How, sir? 

Cam. Put your main cause iuto the king's protection; 
He *8 loving and most gracious : 'twill be mucn 
Both for your honour better and your cause ; 
For if the trial of the law o'ertake ye 
You'll part away disgrac'd. 

Wol. ^ He tells you rightly. 

Q. Kaih. Ye tell me what yc wish for both, — ^my ruin: 
Is this your Cliristian counsel? out upon ye I 
Heaven is above all yet ; there sits a Judge 
That no king can corrui)t. 

Cam. Your rage mistakes us. 

Q. Kath. The more shame for ye : holy men I thought ye. 
Upon my soul, two reverend cardinal virtues ; 
But cardinal sins and hollow hearts I fear ye : 
Mend them, for shame, my lords. Is this your comfort ? 
The cordial that ye bring a wretched lady, — 
A woman lost among ye, laugh'd at, scom'd? 
I will not wish ye half my miseries ; 
I have more charity : but say I wam'd ye ; 
Take heed, for heaven's sake, take heed, lest at once 
The burden of my sorrows fall upon ye. 

Wol, Madam, this is a mere distraction; 
You turn the good we offer into envy. 

Q. Kath. Ye turn me into nothing : woe upon ye. 
And all such false professors ! would you have me, — 
If you have any justice, any pity. 
If ye be anything but churcmnen's habits, — 
Put my sick cause into his hands that hates me? 
Alas ! has banish'd me his bed already, 
His love too long ago I I am old, my lords. 
And all the fellowship I hold now with him 
Is only my obedience. What can happen 
To me above this wretchedness? all your studies 
Make me a curse like this. 

Cam. Your fears are worse. 

Q. Katli. Have I liv'd thus long, — ^let me speak myself 
Since virtue finds no friends, — a wife, a true one? 
A woman,— I dare saj without vain-glorj-, — 
Never yet branded with suspicion? 
Have I with all my full affections 
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Still met tlie king? lov'd him next heaven? obey'd him? 
Been, out of foncmcss, superstitious to him? 
Almost forgot my prayers to content him? 
And am I thus rewarded? 'tis not well, lords. 
Bring me a constant woman to her husband, 
One that ne'er dream'd a joy beyond his pleasure; 
And to that woman, when she has done most, 
Yet will I add an honour, — a great patience. 

Wot. Madam, you wander from the good we aim at. 

Q. Kath. My lord, I dare not make myself so guilty. 
To give up willingly that noble title 
Your master wed me to : nothing but death 
Shall e'er divorce my dignities. 

Wol. Pray, hear me. 

Q. Kath, Would I had never trod this English earth, 
Or felt the flatteries that grow upon it ! 
Ye have angels' faces, but heaven knows your hearts. 
What will become of me now, wretched lady? 
I am the most unhappy woman living. — 
Alas, poor wenches, where are now your fortunes? 

[To her Women. 
Shipwreck'd upon a kingdom, where no pity. 
No friends, no hope ; no kindred weep for me ; 
Almost no grave allow'd me : — like the lily. 
That once was mistress of the field and fiourish'd, 
I'll hang my head and perish. 

Wol. If your grace 

Could but be brought to know our ends are honest, 
You'd feel more comfort : why should we, good lady. 
Upon what cause, wrong you? alas, our places, 
The way of our profession is against it : 
We are to cure such sorrows, not to sow 'em. 
For goodness' sake, consider what you do; 
How you may hurt yourself, ay, utterly 
Grow from the king s acquaintance, by this carriage. 
The hearts of princes kiss obedience. 
So much they love it ; but to stubborn spirits 
They swell, and grow as terrible as storms: 
I know you have a gentle, noble temper, 
A soul as even as a calm : pray, think us 
Those we profess, peace-makers, friends, and servants. 

Cam. Madam, you'll find it so. You wrong your virtues 
With these weak women's fears : a noble spirit. 
As yours was put into you, ever casts 
Such doubts, as false coin, from it. The king loves you ; 
Beware you lose it not : for us, if you please 
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To trust us in your business, we are ready 
To use our utmost studies in your service. 

Q, Kath. Do what ye will, my lords : and, pray, forgiTe 
If I have us'd myself unmannerly ; ^ [IB0 

You know I am a woman, lacking wit 
To make a seemly answer to such persons. 
Pray, do my service to his majesty : 
He has my neart yet ; and shaU have my prayers 
While I shall have my life. Come, reverend fathers, 
Bestow your counsels on me ; she now begs 
That little thought, when she set footing here, 
She should have bought her dignities so dear. [Exmm/L 



SCENE II.— London. AnU-chamber to th^ Kino's Apart- 
ment in tlie Palace, 

Enter the Duke of Norfolk, the Duke of Suffolk, the 
Earl of Surrey, and the Lord Chamberlain. 

Nor, If you will now imite in your complaints. 
And force them with a constancy, the cardinal 
Cannot stand under them : if you omit 
The offer of this time, I cannot promise 
But that you shall sustain more new disgraces, 
With these you bear already. 

Sur, I am joyful 

To meet the least occasion that may give me 
Remembrance of my father-in-law, the duke. 
To be i-eveng'd on him. 

St^, Which of the peers 

Have imcontemn'd gone by him, or at least 
Strangely neglected? when did he regard 
The stamp of nobleness in any person 
Out of himself? 

CJiam, My lords, you speak your pleasures : 

What he deserves of you and me I know ; 
What we can do to him, — though now the time 
Gives way to us, — I much fear. If you cannot 
Bar his access to the king, never attempt 
Anything on him ; for he hath a witchcraft 
Over the king in*s tongue. 

Nor, O, fear him not ; 

His spell in that is out : the king hath found 
Matter against him that for ever mars 
The honey of his lan^a^e. No, he 's settled. 
Not to come off, in his displeasure. 
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8ur, Sir, 

I should be glad to hear such news as this 
Once every hour. 

Nor. Believe it, this is t)rue : 

In the divorce his contrary proceedings 
Are all unfolded ; wherein he appears 
As I would wish mine enemy. 

8ur, How came 

His practices to light? 

8uf, Most strangely. 

8ur, O, how, how? 

8uf, The cardinal's letters to the pope miscarried, 
And came to the eye o' the king : wherein was read 
How that the cardinal did entreat his holiness 
To stay the judgment o' the divorce ; for if 
It did take place, / do, quoth he, perceive 
My king is tangled in affection to 
A creature of the qvueefna. Lady Anne Bullen. 

Sur, Has the kmg this? 

8uf. Believe it. 

Sur, Will this work? 

Cham, The king in this perceives him how he coasts 
And hedges his own way. But in this point 
All his tncks founder, and he brings his physic 
After his patient's death : the king already 
Hath married the fair lady. 

8ur. Would he had ! 

8uf. May you be happy in your wish, my lord I 
For, I profess, you have it. 

8ur. Now, all my joy 

Trace the conjunction! 

8uf. My amen to't ! 

Nor, All men's! 

8uf. There 's order given for her coronation : 
Marry, this is yet but young, and may be lefb 
To some ears unrecounted. — But, my lords. 
She is a gallant creature, and complete 
In mind and feature : I persuade me, from her 
Will fall some blessing to this land, which shall 
In it be memoriz'd. 

8ur, But will the king 

Digest this letter of the cardinal's ? 
The Lord forbid I 

Nor, Marry, amen! 

8vf, No, no ; 

There be more wasps that buza about hia nose 
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Will make tliis sting the sooner. Cardinal Camx)eias 
Is stol'n away to Rome; liatli ta'en no leave; 
Has left tlie cause o' the king unhandled ; and 
Is posted, as the a^ent of our cardinal, 
To second all his }not. I do assure you 
The king cried Ha! at this. 

Cham. Now, God incense him. 

And let him cry Ha ! louder ! 

Nor. But, my lord. 

When returns Cranmer ? 

Suf. He is return' d, in his opinions ; which 
Have satisfied the king for his divorce, 
Together with all famous colleges 
Almost in Christendom : shortly, I helieve. 
His second marrias:e shall be publish' d, and 
Her coronation. Katharine no more 
Shall be call'd queen, but princess dowager 
And widow to Prince Arthur. 

Nor. This same Cranmer 's 

A woi-thy fellow, and hath ta'en much pain 
In the kmg's business. 

Suf, He has ; and we shall see him 

For it an archbishop. 

Nor, So I hear. 

Suf. 'Tis so.— 

The cardinal ! 

Enter Wolsey and Cromwell. 

Nor. Observe, observe, he 's moody. 

Wol. The packet, Cromwell, 
Gave't you the king ? 

Crmn. To his own hand, in 's bedchamber. 

Wol. Look'd he o' the inside of the paper? 

Crom. Presently 

He did unseal them : and the first he view'd. 
He did it with a serious mind ; a heed 
Was in his countenance. You he bade 
Attend him here this morning. 

Wol. Is he ready 

To come abroad ? 

Crom. I think by this he is. 

Wol. Leave me awhile. [Exit Cromwell. 

It shall be to the Duchess of Alencjon, 
The French king's sister : he shall marry her. — 
Anne Bullen! No ; Til no Anne Bullens for him : 
There 's more in't than fair visage. — Bullen ! 
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No, we'll no Bullens. — Speedily I wish 

To hear from Rome. — The Marchioness of Pembroke! 

Nor, He *s discontented. 

Suf, May be he hears the king 

Does whet his anger to him. 

Sur. Sharp enough. 

Lord, for thy justice ! 

Wol. The late queen's gentlewoman, a knight's daughter. 
To be her mistress' mistress! the queen's queen! — 
This candle burns not clear : 'tis I must snuff it ; 
Then out it goes. — ^What though I know her virtuous 
And well deserving ? yet I know her for 
A spleeny Lutheran ; and not wholesome to 
Our cause, that she should lie i' the bosom of 
Our hard-rul'd king. Again, there is sprung up 
An heretic, an arch one, Cranmer ; one 
Hath crawl'd into the favour of the king, 
And is his oracle. 

Nor. He is vex'd at something. 

Suf. I would 'twere something that would fret the 
string, 
The master-cord on's heart ! 

Suf. The king, the king ! 

Enter the Kino reading a schedule, and Lovell. 

K. Hen, What piles of wealth hath he accumulated 
To his own portion ! and what expense by the hour 
Seems to flow from him ! How, i' the name of thrift, 
Does he rake this together ? — Now, my lords, 
Saw you the cardinal ? 

Nor. My lord, we have 

Stood here observing him : some strange conmiotion 
Is in his brain : he bites his lip and starts ; 
Stops on a sudden, looks upon the ground. 
Then lays his finger on his temple ; straight 
Springs out into fast gait ; then stops again. 
Strikes his breast hard ; and anon he casts 
His eye. against the moon: in most strange postures 
We have seen him set himself. 

K. Hen. It may well be ; 

There is a mutiny in 's mind. This morning 
Papers of state he sent me to peruse. 
As I requir'd : and wot you what I found 
There, — on my conscience, put unwittingly ? 
Forsooth, an inventory, thus importing,— 
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The several parcels of his plate, his treasure, ^ 
Hich stuffs, and ornaments of household ; which 
I find at such proud rate that it out-speaks 
Possession of a subject. 

Nor, It 's heaven's wiU : 

Some spirit put this paper in the packet 
To bless your eye withal. 

K. Hen, If we did think 

His contemplation were above the earth, 
And fix'd on spiritual object, he should still 
Dwell in his musings : but I am afraid 
His thinkings are below the moon, not worth 
His serious considering. 

[fie takes his seat and whispers Loybll, 
who goes to Wolsky. 

WoL Heaven tbrgive me! 

Ever God bless your highness! • 

K, Hen. Good my lord, 

You are full of heavenly stuff, and bear the inventory 
Of your best graces in your mind ; the which 
You were now running o'er : you have scarce tim« 
To steal from spiritual leisure a brief span 
To keep your earthly audit : sure, in that 
I deem you an ill husband, and am glad 
To have you therein my companion. 

WoL Sir, 

For holv offices I have a time ; a time 
To think upon the part of business which 
I bear i' the state ; and nature does require 
Her times of preservation, which perforce 
I, her frail son, amongst my brethren mortal. 
Must give my tendance to. 

K. Hen, You have said well, 

WoL And ever may your highness yoke together. 
As I will lend you cause, my doing well 
With my well-saying ! 

K, Hen. 'Tis well said again; 

And 'tis a kind of good deed to say w^ : 
And yet words are no deeds. My father lov'd you : 
He said he did ; and with his deed did crown 
His word upon you. Since I had my office 
I have kept you next my heart ; have not alone 
Employed you where high profits might come home, 
But par'd my present havings to bestow 
My bounties upon you. 

WoL What should this meant Amdt, 
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8ur, The Lord increase tliis btudness ! [Aside to other$, 

K, Hen. Have I not made yoa 

The prime man of the state? I pray yon, tell me 
If wnat I now prononnce yon have fonnd true : 
And, if yon may confess it, say withal 
If you are bound to us or no. What say you? 

Wol. My sovereign, I confess your royd graces, 
Shower'd on me dady, have been more tnan could 
My studied purposes requite ; which went 
Beyond all man's endeavours : — ^my endeavours 
Have ever come too short of my desires, 
Yet Ull'd with my abilities : mme own ends 
Have been mine so that evermore they pointed 
To the good of your most sacred person and 
The profit of the state. For your great graces 
Heap'd upon me, poor imdeserver, I 
Can nothmg render but allegiant thanks; 
My prayers to heaven for you ; my loyalty, 
"Wnich ever has and ever shall be growing. 
Till death, that winter, kill it. 

K, Hen, Fairly answer'd; 

A loyal and obedient subject is 
Therein illustrated : the honour of it 
Does pay the act of it ; as, i' the contrary. 
The foulness is the punishment. I presume 
That, as my hand has opened bounty to you, 
My heart dropp'd love, my power rain'd honour, more 
On you than any ; so your hand and heart. 
Your brain, and every function of your power. 
Should, notwithstancUng that your bond of duty. 
As 'twere in love's particular, be more 
To me, your friend, than any. 

Wol I do profess 

That for your highness' good I ever labour'd 
More than mine own; that am, have, and will be,— 
Though all the world should crack their duty to you. 
And throw it from their soul ; though perils did 
Abound as thick as thought could make 'em, and 
Appear in forms more horrid, — yet my duty, 
As doth a rock against the chiding flood, 
Should the approach of this wild river break, 
And stand unshaken yours. 

K. Hen, *Tis nobly spoken: 

Take notice, lords, he has a loyal breast, 
For you have seen him open't. — Bead o'er this ; 

[Oiving him papers. 
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And after, this : and then to breakfast with 
What appetite you have. 

[Exit, frowning upon Cardinal Wolsey : the Nobles 
throng after him, smiling and whispering. 
Wol. What should this mean? 

What sudden answer's this? how have I reap'd it? 
He parted frowning from me, as if ruin 
Leap'd from his eyes : so looks the chafed lion 
Upon the daring huntsman that has gall'd him ; 
Then makes him nothing. I must read this paper; 
I fear, the story of his anger. — 'Tis so ; 
This paper has undone me : — 'tis the account 
Of all that world of wealth I have drawn together 
For mine own ends ; indeed, to gain the popedom. 
And fee my friends in Rome. O negligence, 
Fit for a fool to fall by ! What cross aevil 
Made me put this main secret in the packet 
I sent the king? Is there no way to cure this? 
No new device to beat this from his brains? 
I know 'twill stir him strongly ; yet I know 
A way, if it take right, in spite of fortune, 
Will bring me otf again. — What's thi^ — To the Pope? 
The letter, as I live, with all the business 
I writ to 's holiness. Nay then, farewell ! 
I have touch'd the highest point of all my greatness; 
And from that full meridian of my glory 
I haste now to my setting : I shall Fall 
Like a bright exhalation m the evening, 
And no man see me more. 

Re-enter the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk, the Earl of 
Surrey, and tlie Lord Chamberlain. 

Nor, Hear the king's pleasure, cardinal: who commands 
you 
To render up the great seal presently 
Into our hands ; and to conhne yourself 
To Asher House, my Lord of Winchester's, 
Till you hear further from his highness. 

Wol Stay,— 

Where's your commission, lords? words cannot carry 
Authority so weighty. 

Suf Who dare cross 'em, 

Bearing the king's will from his mouth expressly? 

Wol. Till I find more than will or wortls to do it^ — 
I mean your malice, — know, oflScious lords, 
I dare and must deny it. Now I feel 
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Of what coarse metal ye are moulded, — envy : 

How eagerly ye follow my disgraces, 

As if it fed ye ! and how sleek and wanton 

Ye appear in everything may bring my ruin ! 

Follow your envious courses, men of malice ; 

You have Christian warrant for them, and, no doubt, 

In time will lind their fit rewards. That seal, 

You ask with such a violence, the king, — 

Mine and your master, — with his own hand gave me; — 

Bade me enjoy it, with the place and honours. 

During my life ; and, to confirm his oroodness, 

Tied it by letters-patents: now, who'll take it? 

8ur, The king, that gave it. 

Wol, It must be himself then. 

Sur. Thou art a proud traitor, priest. 

Wol. Proud lord, thou liest : 

Within these forty hours Surrey durst better 
Have burnt that tongue than said so. 

Sur. Thy ambition, 

Thou scarlet sin, robb'd this bewailing land 
Of noble Buckingham, my father-in-law : 
The heads of all thy brother cardinals, — 
With thee and all thy best parts bound together, — 
Weighed not a hair of his. Plague of your policy I 
You sent me deputy for Ireland ; 
Far from his succour, from the king, from all 
That might have mercy on the fault thou gav'st him; 
Whilst your great goodness, out of holy pity, 
Absolv'd him with an axe. 

Wol. This, and all else 

This talking lord can lay upon my credit, 
I answer, is most false. The duke by law 
Found his deserts : how innocent I was 
From any private malice in his end. 
His noble jury and foul cause can witness. 
If I lov'd many words, lord, I should tell you 
You have as little honesty as honour. 
That in the way of loyally and truth 
Toward the king, my ever royal master, 
Dare mate a sounder man than Surrey can be, 
And all that love his follies. 

Sur, By my soul. 

Your lonz coat, priest, protects you ; thou shouldst feel 
My sword i' the life-blood of thee else. — My lords, 
Can ye endure to hear this arrogance? 
And from this fellow? If we live thos tamely, 
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To be thus jaded by a piece of scarlet, 
Farewell nobility ; let nis grace go forward, 
And dare us with, his cap like U^ks. 

Wol, All goodness 

Is poison to thy stomach. 

Sur. Yes, that goodness 

Of gleaning all the land's wealth into one, 
Into your own hands, cardinal, by extortion ; 
The goodness of your intercepted packets 
You writ to the pope against the king : your goodness, 
Since you provoke me, shall be most notorious. — 
My Lord of Norfolk, — as you are truly noble. 
As you respiect the common good, the state 
Of our despis'd nobility, our issues, 
Who, if he live, will scarce be gentlemen, — 
Produce the grand sum of his sms, the articles 
Collected from his life : — Fll startle you 
Worse than the sacring bell, when the brown wench 
Lay kissing in your arms, lord cardinal. 

iVoL How much, methinks, I could despise this man. 
But that I am bound in charity against it! 

Nor. Those articles, my lord, are in the king's hand: 
But, thus much, they are foul ones. 

Wol, So much fairer 

And spotless shall mine innocence arise, 
When the king knows my truth. 

Sur. This cannot save you : 

I thank my memory I yet remember 
Some of these articles ; and out they shall. 
Now, if you can blush and cry guilty, cardinal. 
You'll show a little honesty. 

Wol Speak on, sir; 

I dare your worst objections : if I blush. 
It is to see a nobleman want manners. 

Sur. I'd rather want those than my head. — ^Have at yon! 
First, that, without the king's assent or knowledge 
You wrought to be a legate ; by which power 
You mainrd the jurisdiction of all bishops. 

Nor. Then, that in all you writ to Rome, or else 
To foreign princes, JEgo et Hex mens 
Was stifl inscrib'd ; in which you brought the king 
To be your servant. 

Suf. Th^ that, without the knowledge 

Either of king or council, when you went 
Ambassador to the emperor, you made bold 
To carry into Flanders the great seaL 
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Sur, Item, yon sent a large commission 
To Gregory de Cassalis, to conclude, 
Without the king's will or the state's allowance, 
A league between his highness and Ferrara. 

Suf, That, out of mere ambition, you have caus'd 
Your holy hat to be stamp'd on the king's coin. 

Sur. Then, that you have sent innumerable substance. 
By what means got I leave to your own conscience, 
To furnish Home, and to prepare the ways 
You have for dignities ; to the mere undoing 
Of all the kingdom. Many more there are, 
Which, since they are of you, and odious, 
I will not taint my mouth with. 

Cham, my lord, 

Press not a falling man too far! 'tis virtue : 
His faults lie open to the laws ; let them, 
Not you, correct him. My heart weeps to see him 
So little of his great sel£ 

Sur. I forgive him. 

Suf. Lord cardinal, the king's further pleasure is, — 
Because all those things you have done of late, 
By your power legatine within this kingdom, 
Fall into the compass of a proemunire, — 
That therefore such a writ be sued against you ; 
To forfeit all your goods, lands, tenements, 
Chattels, and whatsoever, and to be 
Out of the king's protection : — this is my charge. 

Nor. And so we'll leave you to your meditations 
How to live better. For your stubborn answer 
About the giving back the creat seal to us, 
The king shall Imow it, an(^ no doubt, shaill thank you. 
So fare you well, my little good lord cardinal 

[ExefUTii all hut Wolsey. 

Wol. So farewell to the little good you bear me. 
Farewell, a long farewell, to all my greatness ! 
This is the state of man : to-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hope ; to-morrow blossoms. 
And bears his blushing honours thick upon him ; 
The third day comes a frost, a killing frost, 
And, — when he thinks, good easy man, full surely 
His greatness is a-ripening,— nips his root, 
And then he falls, as I do. I have ventur'd, 
like little wanton boys that swim on bladders. 
This many summers in a sea of glory ; 
But far beyond my depth : my mgh-blown pride 
At length broke under me ; and now has left me, 
VOL. IV. 2 B 
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Weary and old with service, to the mercy 
Ot a rude stream, that must for ever hide me. 
Vain pomp and glory of this world, I hate ye : 
I feel my heart new opened. 0, how wretched 
Is that poor man that hanc^s on prince's favours ! 
There is, betwixt that smile we would aspire to, 
That sweet aspect of princes, and their ruin. 
More pangs and fears than wars or women have ; 
And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 
Never to hope again. 

Enter Cromwell, amazedly. 

Why, how now, Cromwell! 

Cromn. I have no power to speak, sir. 

Wol. What, amaz'd 

At my misfortunes? can thy spirit wonder 
A great man should decline? Nay, an you weep, 
I am fallen indeed. 

Crom. How does your grace ? 

Wol. Why, well ; 

Never so truly happy, my good Cromwell. 
I know myself now ; and I feel within me 
A peace above all earthly dignities, 
A still and quiet conscience. The king has cur'd me, 
I humbly thank his grace ; and from these shoulders, 
These ruin'd pillars, out of pity, talien 
A load would sink a navy, — ^too much honour: 
0, 'tis a burden, Cromwell, 'tis a burden 
Too heavy for a man that hopes for heaven! 

Crom. I am glad your grace has made that right use 
of it. 

Wol. I hope I have : I am able now, methinks, — 
Out of a fortitude of soul I feel, — 
To endure more miseries and greater far 
Than my weak -hearted enemies dare offer. 
What news abroad ? 

Crom. The heaviest and the worst 

Is your displeasure with the king. 

Wol. God bless him! 

Crom. The next is that Sir Thomas More is chosen 
Lord Chancellor in your place. 

Wol. That 's somewhat sudden : 

But he 's a learned man. May ho continue 
Long in his highness' favour, and do justice, 
For truth's sake and his conscience ; that his bones, 
When he has run his course and sleeps in blessings, 
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May have a tomb of orphans' tears wept on 'em! 

What more? 

Crom. That Cramner is retum'd with welcome, 

Install'd Lord Archbishop of Canterbury. 
Wol, That 's news indeed. 
Crom. Last, that the Lady Anne, 

Whom the king hath in secrecy long married. 

This day was view'd in open as his queen, 

Going to chapel ; and the voice is now 

Only about her coronation. 

Wol, There was the weight that pull'd me down. O Crom- 
well, 

The king has gone beyond me : all my glories 

In that one woman I have lost for ever : 

No sun shall ever usher forth mine honours. 

Or gild again the noble troops that waited 

Upon my smiles. Go, get thee from me, Cromwell ; 

I am a poor fallen man, unworthy now 

To be thy lord and master: seek the king; 

That sun, I pray, may never set ! I have told him 

What and how true thou art: he will advance thee; 

Some little memory of me will stir him, — 

I know his noble nature, — not to let 

Thy hopeftd service perish too : good Cromwell, 

Neglect him not ; make use now, and provide 

For thine own future safety. 

Crom. my lord. 

Must I then leave you? must I needs forego 
So good, so noble, and so true a master? 
Bear witness, all that have not hearts of iron. 
With what a sorrotv Cromwell leaves his lord. 
The king shall have my service ; but my prayers 
For ever and for ever shall be yours. 

Wol. Cromwell, I did not think to shed a tear 
In aU my miseries ; but thou hast forc'd me. 
Out of thy honest truth, to play the woman. 
Let 's dry our eyes : and thus far hear me, Cromwell ; 
And, — when I am forgotten, as I shall be. 
And sleep in dull cold marble, where no mention 
Of me more must be heard of, — say I taught thee ; 
Say Wolsey, — ^that once trod the ways of glory, 
And sounded all the depths and shoals of honour, — 
Found thee a way, out of his wreck, to rise in ; 
A sure and safe one, though thy master miss'd it. 
Mark but my fall, and that that ruin'd me|. 
Cromwell, I charge thee, fling away ambition: ^ 

■M 
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Bv that sin fell the angels ; how can man, then, 

The image of his Maker, hope to win by it? 

Love thyself last : cherish those hearts that hate thee; 

Corruption wins not more than honesty. 

Still in thy right hand carry gentle x>eace, 

To silence envious tongues, ne just, and fear not: 

Let all the ends thou aim*st at be thy country's, 

Thy God's, and truth's ; then, if thou fall'st, Cromwell, 

Thou fall'st a blessed martyr I Serve the king ; 

And, — pr'ythee, lead me in : 

There take an inventory of all I have. 

To the last penny ; 'tis the king's : my robe, 

And my integrity to heaven, is all 

I dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Cromwell ! 

Had I but serv'd my God with half the zeal 

I serv'd my king, he would not in mine age 

Have left me naked to mine enemies. 

Crom. Good sir, have patience. 

}Vol. So I have. Farewell 

The hopes of court ! my hopes in heaven do dwell. [ExeunU 



ACT lY. 

SCENE I.— ^ Street in Westminster, 

Enter two Gentlemen, meeting, 

1 Oent. You are well met once again. 

2 Oent. 9o are you. 

1 Oent. You come to take your stand here, and behold 
The Lady Anne pass from her coronation? 

2 Oent. 'Tis all my business. At our last encounter 
The Duke of Buckingham came from his trial. 

1 Oent. 'Tis very true : but that time offered sorrow; 
This, general joy. 

2 Oent. 'Tis well : the citizens, 

I am sure, have shown at full their royal minds; 
As, let 'em have their rights, they are ever forward. 
In celebration of this day with shows. 
Pageants, and sights of honour. 

1 Oent. Never greater, 
Nor, I'll assure you, better taken, sir. 

2 Oent. May I be bold to ask what that contama. 
That paper in your hand? 
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1 Gent. Yes ; 'tis the list 
Of those that claim their offices this day, 
Bv custom of the coronation. 

The Dnke of Suffolk is the first, and claims 
To be high-steward ; next, the Duke of Norfolk, 
He to be earl marshal : you may read the rest. 

2 Gent I thank you, sir; had I not known those customs, 
I should have been beholden to your paper. 

But, I beseech you, what 's become of Katharine, 
The princess dowager ? how goes her business ? 

1 Gent That I can tell you too. The Archbishop 
Of Canterbury, accompanied with other 
Learned and reverend fathers of his order, 

Held a late court at Dunstable, six miles off 
From Ampthill, where the princess lay ; to which 
She was often cited by them, but appeared not : 
And, to be short, for not appearance and 
The king's late scruple, by the main assent 
Of all these learned men, she was divorc'd. 
And the late marriage made of none effect : 
Since which she was remov'd to Kimbolton, 
Where she remains now sick. 

2 Gent. Alas, good lady ! — [Trumpets. 
The trumpets sound : stand dose, the queen is coming. 

THB OBDEB of the PBOCESSIOy. 

A lively flourish qf trumpets : then enter , 

1. Twro Judges. 

2. Lord Chancellor, with the purse and mace before him. 

3. Choristers singing. [Musie. 

4. Mayor of London, bearing the mace. Then Garter, in his coat of 

arms, and on his head a gilt copper crown. 

5. Marquis Doraet, bearing a sceptre of gold, on his head a demi- 

coronal of gold. With him, the Earl of Surrey, bearing the rod 
of silver with the dove, crowned with an earl's coronet Collars 
ofSS. 
C. Duke of Suffolk, in his robe of estate, his coronet on his head, 
bearing a long white wand, as high-steward. With him, the 
Duke of Norfolk, with the rod of marshalship, a coronet on his 
head. Collars of SS. 

7. A canopy borne by four of the Cinque-ports ; under it the Queen in 

her robe ; her hair richly adorned with pearl, crowned. On 
each side of her, the Bishops of London and Winchester. 

8. The old Duchess of Norfolk, m a coronal of gold, wrought with 

flowers, bearing the Queen's train. 

9. Certain Ladies or Countesses, with plain circlets of gold without 

flowers. 

A royal train, believe me. — ^These I know: — 
Who 's that that bears the sceptre? 

1 Gent Marquis Dorset: 

And that the Earl of Surrey, with the n)d. 
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2 Oent, A hold brave gentleman. That should be 
The Duke of Suffolk? 

1 Gent. Tis the same, — ^high-steward. 

2 Oent. And that my Lord of Norfolk? 

1 Oent. Yes. 

2 Oent. Heaven bless thee! 

[Looking on the Queen. 
Thou hast the sweetest face I ever look'd on. — 
Sir, as I have a soul, she is on angel ; 
Our king has all the Indies in his arms, 
And more and richer, when he strains that lady : 
I cannot blame his conscience. 

1 Oent. They that bear 
The cloth of honour over her are four barons 
Of the Cinque -ports. 

2 Gcjit. Those men are happy j and so are all are near her. 
I take it, she that carries up the train 

Is that old noble lady, Ducness of Norfolk. 

1 Oent. It is ; and all the rest are countesses. 

2 Oent. Their coronets say so. These are stars indeed ; 
And sometimes falling ones. 

1 Oent. No more of that. 

{Exit Procession, with a great flourish of trumpets. 

Enter a third OentloTnan. 

God save you, sir! where have you been broiling? 

3 OetU. Amou^ the crowd i' the abbey; where a finger 
Could not be weug*d in more ; I am stifled 

With the mere raiikness of their joy. 

2 Oent. You saw 
The ceremony? 

3 Oent. That I (Ud. 

1 Oent. How was it? 
3 Oent. Well worth the seeing. 

2 Oent. Good sir, speak it to na. 

3 Oent. As well as I am able. The rich stream 
Of lords and ladies, having brought the queen 
To a prepar'd place in the choir, fell off 

A distance from her : while her grace sat down 
To rest awhile, some half an hour or so, 
In a rich chair of state, opposing freely 
The beauty of her person to the people. 
Believe me, sir, she is the goodliest woman 
That ever lay by man : which when the people 
Had the full view o^ such a noise arose 
As the shrouds make at sea in a stiff tempest, 
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As loud, and to as many tunes : hats, cloaks, — 
Doublets, I think, — flew up ; and had their faces 
Been loose, this day they had been lost. Such joy 
I never saw before. Great-bellied women. 
That had not half a week to ^o, like rams 
In the old time of war, would shake the press. 
And make 'em reel before 'em. No man living 
Could say, This is my wife, there ; all were woven 
So strangely in one piece. 

2 Gent. But what follow'd? 

3 Gent. At length her grace rose, and with modest 

paces 
Came to the altar; where she kneel'd, and, saintlike, 
Cast her fair eyes to heaven, and pray'd devoutiy. 
Then rose again, and bow'd her to the people : 
When by the Archbishop of Canterbury 
She had all the royal makings of a queen ; 
As holy oil, Edward Confessor's crown. 
The rod, and bird of peace, and all such emblems 
Laid nobly on her : which perform'd, the choir, 
With all the choicest music of the kingdom. 
Together sung Te Deuin. So she parted. 
And with the same full state pac'd back again 
To York Place, where the feast is held. 

1 Oent. Sir, 

You must no more call it York Place, that '« past : 
For, since the cardinal fell, that title 's lost : 
'Tis now the king's, and caU'd Whitehall. 

3 Oent. I know it ; 

But 'tis so lately alter'd that the old name 
Is fresh about me. 

2 Gent. What two reverend bishops 
Were those that went on each side of the queen? 

3 Gent. Stokesly and Gardiner; the one of Winchester, — 
Newly preferr'd from the king's secretary, — 

The other, London. 

2 Gent. He of Winchester 

Is held no great good lover of the archbishop's, 
The virtuous Cranmer. 

3 Gent, All the land knows that : 
However, yet there is no great breach ; when it comes, 
Cranmer will find a friend will not shnnk £rom him. 

2 Gent, Who may that be, I pray you? 

3 Gent, Thomas Cromwell; 
A man in much esteem with the king, and truly 

A worthy firiend. — The king 
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Has made him master o' the jewel-hoase, 
And one, already, of the privy counciL 

2 Gent. He will deserve more. 

3 Oent Yes, without all donbt. — 
Come, gentlemen, ye shall go my way, which 

Is to the court, and there ye shall be my guests : 
Something I can command. As I walk thither 
I'll teU ye more. 
Both, You may command us, sir. [ExeunL 



SCENE II.— Kimbolton. 

Enter Katharine, Dowager, sick; led between Griffith 

and Patience. 

Orif. How does your grace? 

Kath. O GrifBth, sick to death! 

M^ legs, like loaden branches, bow to the earth, 
"Willing to leave their burden. Reach a chair : — 
So, — now, methinks, I feel a little ease. 
Didst thou not tell me, (^riffith, as thou ledd'st me, 
That the great child of honour, Cardinal Wolsey, 
Was dead? 

Orif. Yes, madam ; but I think your grace, 
Out of the pain you suffer'd, gave no ear to't. 

Kath. Pr* ythee, good Griffith, tell me how he died : 
If well, he stopp'd before me, happily, 
For my example. 

Orif. Well, the voice goes, madam : 

For aiter the stout Earl Northumberland 
Arrested him at York, and brought him forward, — 
As a man sorely tainted, — ^to his answer, 
He fell sick suddenly, and grew so ill 
He could not sit his mule. 

Kath. Alas, poor man! 

Grif, At last, with easy roads, he came to Leicester, 
Lodg'd in the abbey ; where the reverend abbot, 
With all his covent, honourably received him; 
To whom he gave these words, — O^fatlyer abbotj 
An old TnaUj broken vnth the storms of state, 
Js come to lay his weary bones among ye; 
Give him a litUe earth for charity / 
So went to bed ; where eagerly his sickness 
Pursu'd him still : and three nights after this, 
About the hour of eight, — ^which he himself 
Foretold should be his last, — ^foll of repentance^ 
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Continual meditations, tears, and sorroMrs, 

He gave his honours to the world again. 

His olessed part to heaven, and slept in peace. 

Kath. So may he rest ; his faults lie gently on him! 
Yet thus far, GriflBth, give me leave to speak him, 
And yet with charity. He was a man 
Of an unbounded stomach, ever ranking 
Himself with prioces ; one that, by suggestion. 
Tied all the kingdom : simony was fair play ; 
His own opinion was his law : i* the presence 
He would say untruths ; and be ever double 
Both in his words and meaning : he was never, 
But where he meant to ruin, pitifid : 
His promises were, as he then was, mighty ; 
But his performance, as he is now, notiiing : 
Of his own body he was ill, and gave 
The clergy iU example. 

Qrif, Noble madam. 

Men's evil manners live in brass ; their virtues 
We write in water. May it please your highness 
To hear me speak his good now! 

Kath, Yes, good Griffith ; 

I were malicious else. 

Orif, This cardinal. 

Though from an humble stock, undoubtedly 
Was lashion'd to much honour from his cradle. 
He was a scholar, and a ripe and good one ; 
Exceeding wise, fair-spoken, and persuading: 
Lofty and sour to them that loVd him not ; 
But to those men that sought him sweet as summer. 
And though he were unsatisfied in getting, — 
Which was a sin, — ^yet in bestowing, madam. 
He was most princely : ever witness for him 
Those twins oi leammg that he rais'd in you, 
Ipswich and Oxford! one of which fell with him. 
Unwilling to outlive the good that did it; 
The other, though unfinished, yet so famous, 
So excellent in art, and stiQ so rising. 
That Christendom shall ever speak his virtue. 
His overthrow heap*d happiness upon him ; 
For then, and not till then, he felt himself. 
And found the blessedness of being little : 
And, to add greater honours to his age 
Than man could give him, he died fearing God. 

kath. After my death I wish no other herald. 
No otiier speaker of my living actions, 
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To keep mine honour from comiption. 

But such an honest chronicler as Griffith. 

Whom I most hated living, thou hast made me, 

With thy religious truth and modesty, 

Now in his ashes honour : peace be with him! — 

Patience, be near me still ; and set me lower : 

I have not long to trouble thee. — Good Griffith, 

Cause the musicians play me that sad note 

I nam'd my knell, wnilst I sit meditating 

On that celestial harmony I go to. [Sad and solemn music. 

Grif. She is asleep ; good wench, let 's sit down quiet. 
For fear we wake her : — softly, gentle Patience. 

The Visio^t. Enter, solemtdy tripping one after another, six Person- 
ages, clad in white robes, trearing on their heads garUmds o^ 
b(ty.% and golden vizards on their faces; branches of bays or palm in 
their hands. They first congee unto her, then dance; and, at certain 
changes, the first iioo hold a spare garland over her head; at tehieh the 
other four make reverent courtesies ; then the t\to that held the garland 
deliver the same to the other next tino, who observe the same order in 
their chaiyfes, and holding the garland over her head: which done, 
they deliver the same garlund to the last ttoOj who likewise observe the 
same order: atwhicn,—as it were by inspiration,— ^le makes inker 
sleep signs of rejoicing, and holdeth up her fumds to heaven: and- so 
in their dancing they vanish, carrying the garland with them. Tlie 
music continues. 

Kath. Spirits of peace, where arc ye? Are ye all gone? 
And leave me here in wretchedness behind ye? 

Grif. Madam, we are here. 

Kath. It is not you I call for : 

Saw ye none enter since I slept? 

Grif. None, madam. 

Kath. No? Saw you not, even now, a blessed troop 
Invite me to a banquet ; whose bright faces 
Cast thousand beams upon me, like the sun? 
They promis'd me eternal happiness ; 
And brought me garlands, Griffith, which I feel 
,1 am not worthy yet to wear : 1 shall, 
Assuredly. 

Grif. I am most joyful, madam, such good dreams 
Possess your fancy. 

Kath. Bid the music leave, 

They are harsh and heavy to me. [M\mc ceases. 

Pat. Do you note 

How much her grace is alter'd on the sudden? 
How long her face is drawn ? how pale she looks, 
And of an earthy cold? Mark you her eyes! 

Grif. She is going, wench : pray, pray. 

Pat. Heaven comfort 'h&fX 
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Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. An't like your grace, — 

Kath. You are a saucy fellow : 

Deserve we no more reverence? 

Orif. You are to blame, 

Knowing she will not lose her wonted greatness, 
To use so rude behaviour : go to, kneel. 

Mess. I humbly do entreat your highness* pardon ; 
My haste made me unmannerly. There is staying 
A gentleman, sent from the king, to see you. 

Kath. Admit him entrance, Griffith : but this fellow 
Let me ne'er see again. [Exeunt Griffith and Messenger. 

Re-enter Griffith, with Capucius. 

If my sight fail not, 
You should be lord ambassador from the emperor, 
My royal nephew, and your name Capucius. 

Cap. Maoam, the same, — your servant. 

Kai,h. 0, my lord. 

The times and titles now are alter' d strangely 
With me since first you knew me. But, I pray you, 
What is your pleasure with me? 

Cap. Noble lady. 

First, mine own service to your grace ; the next. 
The king's request that I would visit you ; 
Who grieves much for your weakness, and by me 
Sends you his princely commendations. 
And heartily eAtreats you take good comfort. 

Kath. O, my good lord, that comfort comes too late ; 
*Tis like a pardon after execution : 
That gentle physic, given in time, had cur'd me ; 
But now I am i)ast all comforts here, but prayers. 
How does his highness? 

Cap. Madam, in good health. 

Kath. So may he ever do! aajd ever floijrish. 
When I shall dwell with worms, and my poor namo 
Banish'd the kingdom! — Patience, is that letter 
I caus'd you write yet sent away ? 

Pat. No, madam. 

[Giving it to KathabinFw 

Kath. Sir, I most humbly pray you to deliyer 
This to my lord the king. 

Cap. Most willing, madam. 

Kath, In which I have commended to his goodness 
The model of our chaste loves, his young daughter, — 
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The (lows of heaven fall thick in blessings on her I — 

Beseeching him to give her virtuous breeding; 

She is young, and of a noble modest nature, — 

I hope she will deserve well ; — and a little 

To love her for her mother's sake, that lov'd him. 

Heaven knows how dearly. My next poor petition 

Is, that his noble grace would have some pity 

Upon my wretched women, that so lone 

Have foUow'd both my fortunes faithfufly : 

Of which there is not one, I dare avow, — 

And now I should not lie, — ^but will deserve, 

For virtue and true beauty of the soul. 

For honesty and decent carriage, 

A right good husband, let him be a noble ; 

And, sure, those men are happy that shall have them. 

The last is, for my men, — ^thcy are the poorest, 

But jwverty could never draw *em from me, — 

That they may have their wages duly paid 'em, 

And something over to remember me by : 

If heaven had pleas' d to have given me longer life 

And able means, we had not parted thus. 

These are the whole contents : — ^and, good my lord. 

By that you love the dearest in this world, 

As you wish Christian peace to souls departed. 

Stand these poor people s friend, and urge the king 

To do mo this last right. 

Cap, By heaven, I will. 

Or let me lose the fashion of a man! 

Kath. I thank you, honest lord. Kemember md 
In all humility unto his highness : 
Say his long trouble now is passing 
Out of this world ; tell him, m death I blessed him. 
For so I wiU. — Mine eyes grow dim. — ^Farewell, 
My lord. — GriflBth, fareweU. — Nay, Patience, 
You must not leave me yet : I must to bed ; 
Call in more women. — ^When I am dead, good wench, 
Let me be us'd with honour : strew me over 
With maiden flowers, that all the world may know 
I was a chaste wife to my grave : embalm me, 
Then lay me forth : although unqueen'd, yet like 
A queen, and daughter to a kii^, inter me. 
I can no more. [mxieurU, leading KATHABnn.- 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I.— London. A Oallery in the Palace. 

Enter Gardiner, Bishop of Winchester^ a Page vnth a 

torch before him. 

Gar. It's one o'clock, boy, is't not? 

Boy. It has struck. 

Oar. These should be hours for necessities, 
Not for delights ; times to repair our nature 
With comforting repose, and not for us 
To waste these times. 

Enter Sir Thomas Lovell. 

Good hour of night, Sir Thomas! 
Whither so late? 

Lov. Came you from the king, my lord? 

Gar. I did. Sir Thomas ; and left him at primero 
With the Duke of Suffolk. 

Lov, 1 must to him too. 

Before he go to bed. I'll take my leave. 

Gar. Not yet. Sir Thomas LoveU. What 's the matter? 
It seems you are in haste : an if there be 
No great offence belongs to't, give your friend 
Some touch of ^our late business : affairs that walk, — 
As they say spirits do, — at midnight, have 
In them a wilder nature than the business 
That seeks despatch by day. 

Lov. My lord, I love you ; 

And durst commend a secret to your ear 
Much weightier than this work. The queen's in labour. 
They say m great extremity;- and fear'd 
She'll with the labour end. 

Gar. The fruit she goes with 

I pray for heartily, that it may find 
Good time, and live : but for uie stock, Sir Thomas, 
I wish it grubb'd up now. 

Lov. Methinks I could 

Cry thee amen ; and yet my conscience says 
She 's a good creature, and, sweet lady, does 
Deserve our better wishes. 

Gar. But, sir, sir,— " 

Hear me. Sir Thomas : you are a gentleman 
Of mine own way; I know you wise, religious; 
And, let me teU you, it will ne'er be well. — 



.^ 
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'Twill not, Sir Thomas Lovel, take't of me, — 
Till Cranmer, Cromwell, licr two hands, and she, 
Sleep in their graves. 

Lov. Now, sir, you speak of two 

The most remark'd i' the kingdom. As for Cromwell. — 
Beside that of the jewel-house, he's made master 
0' the rolls, and the king's secretary; further, sir, 
Stands in the gap and trade of more preferments. 
With which the time will load him. The archbishop 
Is the kinfj's hand and tongue ; and who dare speak 
One syllable against him? 

Oar. Yes, yes, Sir Thomas, 

There are that dare ; and I myself have ventur'd 
To speak my mind of him : and indeed this day, 
Sir, — I may tell it you, — I think I have 
Incens'd the lords o' the council, that he is, — 
For so I know he is, they know he is, — 
A most arch heretic, a pestilence 
That does infect the land : with which they moved, 
Have broken with the king ; who hath so far 
Given ear to our complaint, — of his great grace 
And princely care ; foreseeing those fell mischiefe 
Our reasons laid before him, — hath commanded 
To-morrow morning to the council-board 
He be convented. He 's a rank weed, Sir Thomas, 
And we must root him out. From your affairs 
I hinder you too long : good night. Sir Thomas. 

Lov. Many good nights, my lord: I rest your servant. 

[Eoceunt Gardiner and Page. 

As I/OVELL is going out, enter the Kino and tlie Duke of 

Suffolk. 

K, Hen. Charles, I will play no more to-night ; 
My mind 's not on't ; you ai'c too hard for me. 

Suf. Sir, I did never win of you before. 

K. Hen. But little, Charles ; 
Nor shall not, when my fancy 's on my play. — 
Now, Lovell, from the queen what is the news ? 

Lov. I could not personally deliver to her 
What you commanded me, but by her woman 
I sent your message ; who return'd her thanks 
In the greatest humbleness, and desir'd your highness 
Most heartily to pray for her. 

K. Hen. What say'st thou, ha? 

To pray for her ? what, is she crying out ? 
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Lov, So said her woman : and that her sufferance made 
Almost each pang a death. 

K. Hen. Alas, good lady ! 

Suf. God safely quit her of her burden, and 
With gentle travail, to the gladding of 
Your highness with an heir! 

K, Hen. 'Tis midnight, Charles ; 

Pr'ythee, to bed ; and in thy prayers remember 
The estate of my poor queen. Leave me alone ; 
For I must thiiiJ^ of that which company 
Will not be friendly to. 

Suf. I wish your highness 

A quiet night ; and my good mistress wiU 
Eemember in my prayers. 

K. Hen, Charles, good-night. 

[Exit Suffolk. 

Bhitw Sir Anthony Denny. 

Well, sir, what follows ? 

Den. Sir, I have brought my lord the archbishop, 
As you commanded me. 

K. Hen. Ha! Canterbury? 

Den. Ay, my good lord. 

K. Hen. 'Tis true : where is he, Denny? 

Den. He attends your highness' pleasure. 

K. Hen. Bring him to us. 

[Exit Denny. 

Lov. This is about that which the bishop spake : 
I am happily come hither. [Aside, 

Re-enter Denny, with Cranmer. 

K. Hen. Avoid the gallery. 

[LovELL seems to stay. 

Ha! I have said. Be gone. 

What ! [Exeunt Lovell and Denny. 

Cran. I am fearfal : — wherefore frowns he thus? 
'Tis his aspect of terror. All 's not well. [Aside. 

K. Hen. How now, my lord? you do desire to know 
Wherefore I sent for you. 

Cran. It is my duty 

To attend your highness' pleasure. 

K. Hen. Pray you, arise, 

My good and gracious Lord of Canterbury. 
Come, you and I must walk a turn together ; 
I have news to tell you : come, come, give me your hand. 
Ah, my good lord, I grieve at what I speak, 
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And am right sorry to repeat what follows : 

I have, and most unwillingly, of late 

Heard many grievous, I do say, my lord, 

Grievous complaints of you ; whicn, being coDsider^d, 

Have mov'd us and our council that you shall 

This morning come before us ; where, I know. 

You cannot with such freedom purge yourself 

But that, till farther trial in those charges 

Which will require your answer, you must take 

Your patience to you, and be well contented 

To make your house our Tower : you a brother of us, 

It fits we thus proceed, or else no witness 

Would come against you. 

Cran. I humbly thank your highness ; 

And am right glad to catch this good occasion 
Most throughly to be winnow* d, where my chaff 
And corn shall fly asunder : for I know 
There 's none stands imder more calumnious toDgues 
Than I myself, poor man. 

K. Hen, Stand up, good Canterbury : 

Thy truth and thy integrity is rootea 
In us, thy friend : give me thy hand, stand up : 
Pr'ythee, let 's walk. Now, by my holy-dame, 
What manner of man are you ? My lord, I look'd 
You would have given me your })etition that 
I should have ta'en some pains to bring together 
Yourself and your accusers ; and to have heard you, 
Without indurance, further. 

Gran, Most dread liege. 

The good I stand on is my truth and honesty : 
If they shall fail, I, with mine enemies. 
Will triumph o'er my person ; which I weigh not. 
Being of those virtues vacant. I fear nothing 
What can be said against me. 

K, Heju Know you not 

How your state stands i' the world, with the whole world ? 
Your enemies are many, and not small ; their practices 
Must bear the same proportion ; and not ever 
The justice and the truth o' the question carries 
The due o* the verdict with it : at what ease 
Might corrupt minds procure knaves as corrupt * 
To swear against you ? such things have been done. 
You are potently oppos'd ; and with a malice 
Of as great size. Ween you of better luck, 
I mean in perjur'd witness, than your Master, 
Whose minister you are, whiles here he liv'd 
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Upon tliis naughty earth ? Go to, go to ; 
You take a precipice for no leap of danger, 
And woo your own destruction. 

Grail, God and your majesty 

Protect mine innocence, or I fall into 
The trap is laid for me ! 

K. Hen. Be of good cheer; 

They shall no more prevail than we give way to. 
Keep comfort to you ; and this mommg see 
You do appear before them : if they shall chance, 
In charging you with matters, to commit you. 
The best persuasions to the contrary 
Fail not to use, and with what vehemency 
The occasion shall instruct you : if entreaties 
Will render you no remedy, this ring 
Deliver them, and your appeal to us 
There make before them. — Look, the eood man weeps I 
He *s honest, on mine honour. God's l)less*d mother ! 
I swear he is true-hearted ; and a soul 
None better in my kingdom. — Get you gone. 
And do as I have bid you. \Exit Cranmer.] — ^He has stran- 
His language in his tears. [glcd 

Enter an Old Lady. 

Oent. [within.'] Comeback: what mean you? 

Old L. I'll not come back ; the tidings that I bring 
Will make my boldness manners. — Now, good angels 
Fly o'er thy royal head, and shade thy person 
Under their blessed wings ! 

K, Hen. Now, by thy looks 

I guess thy message. Is the queen deliver'd? 
Say ay ; and of a boy. 

Old L, Ay, ay, my liege ; 

And of a lovely boy : the God of heaven 
Both now and ever bless her! — ^'tis a girl, — 
Promises boys hereafter. Sir, your queen 
Desires your visitation, and to be 
Acquainted with this stranger ; 'tis as like you 
As cherry is to cherry. 

K, Hen, Lovell, — 

Re-enter Lovell. 

Lov. Sir? 

K. Hen, Give her an hundred marks. I'll to the queen. • 

[Exit. 
Old L, An hundred marks! By this light, PU ha' more. 
VOL. IV. 2 c 
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An ordinary groom is for sncli payment. 

I will have more, or scold it out of him. 

Said I for this, the girl was like to him ? 

I will have more, or else unsav't ; and now, 

While it is hot, I'll put it to the issue. ISxemU. 



SCENE IL— Lobby before the CauncU Qhamber. 

Enter Cranmer; Servants, Door-keeper, <fcc, aUending. 

Cran. 1 hope I am not too late ; and yet the gentleman 
That was sent to me from the council pray'd me 
To make great haste. All fast ? what means this? — ^Ho! 
Who waits there ? — Sure, you know me ? 

D. Keep. Yea, my lord; 

But yet I cannot help you. 

Cran. Why? 

D. Keep. Your grace must wait till you be caU'd for. 

Enter Doctor Butts. 

Cran. So. 

Butts, [aside.] This is a piece of malice. I am glad 
I came this way so happily : the king 
Shall understand it presently. lExiL 

Cran. [aside.] 'Tis Butts, 

The king's physician : as he pass'd along. 
How earnestly he cast his eyes upon me! 
Pray, heaven, he sound not my disgrace ! For certain. 
This is of purpose laid by some that hate me, — 
God turn their hearts! 1 never sought their malice, — 
To quench mine honour : they would shame to make me 
Wait else at door, a fellow-counsellor, 
'Mong boys, grooms, and lackeys. But their pleasures 
Must be fulfill'd, aud I attend with patience. 

The King and Butts appear at a window above. 

Butts. I'll show vour grace the strai^st sight, — 

K. Hen. " What's that. Butts? 

Butts. I think your highness saw this many day. 

K. Hen. Body o' me, where is it ? 

Butts. There, my lord : 

The high promotion of his grace of Canterbury ; 
Who holds his state at door, 'mongst pursuivants. 
Pages, and footboys. 

R. Hen. Ha ! *tis he indeed : 

la this the honour they do one another? 
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Tis well there's one above 'em yet. I had thought 

They had parted so mueh honesty among *em,— > 

At least good manners, — ^as not thus to suffer 

A man of his place, and so near our favour. 

To dance attendance on their lordships' pleasures. 

And at the door too, like a post with packets. 

By holy Mary, Butts, there s knavery : 

Let 'em alone, and draw the ourtain close ; 

We shall hear more anon. [EgowrU* 

The Council Chamber, 

Enter the Lord Chancellor, the Duke of Suffolk, th^ 
Duke of Nojrfolk, Earl of Surbey, Lord Chamberlain, 
Gardiner, and Cromwell. The Chancellor places him," 
self at the upper end of the table on the left hand; a seat 
being left void ahove him, as for tlie Archbishop of Can- 
terbury. Tlie rest seat themselves in order ou each side, 
Cromwell at tJie lower end, as Secretary, 

Chan. Speak to the business, master secretary : 
Why are we met in council? 

Crom. Please your honours. 

The chief cause concerns his grace of Canterbury. 

Gar, Has he had knowledge of it? 

Crom, Yes. 

Nor, Who waits there? 

D. Keep, Without, my noble lords? 

Oar. Yes. 

D. Keep. My lord archbishop; 

And has done half an hour, to know your pleasures. 

Chan, Let him come in. 

D. Keep, Your grace may enter now. 

[Cran. approaches tlie Comicil-table, 

Chan, My good lord archbishop, I am very sorry 
To sit here at this present, and behold 
That chair stand empty : but we all are men. 
In our own natures frail, and capable 
Of our flesh ; few are angels : out of which frailty 
And -v^ant of wisdom, you, that best should teach us, 
Have misdemean'd yourself and not a little, 
Toward the king first, then his laws, in filling 
The whole realm, by your teaching and jrour chaplains, — 
For so we are informed, — ^with new opinions. 
Divers and dangerous ; which are heresies. 
And, not reform'd, may prove pernicious. 

Qao', Which reformation most bo sudden too. 
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My noble lords ; for those that tame wild horses 

Pace 'em not in their hands to make 'em gentle, 

But stop their mouths with stubborn bits, and spur 'em. 

Till they obey the manage. If we suffer, — 

Out of our easiness, and childish pity 

To one man's honour, — ^this contagious sickness, 

Farewell all physic : and what follows then? 

Commotions, uproars, with a general taint 

Of the whole state: as, of late days, our neighbours^ 

The upper Germany, can dearly witness. 

Yet freshly pitied in our memories. 

Cran. My §ood lords, hitherto, in all the progress 
Both of my life and office, I have labour' d, 
And with no little study, that my teaching 
And the strong course of mv authority 
Might go one way, and safely ; and the end 
Was ever, to do well : nor is there living, — 
I speak it with a single heart, my lords, — 
A man that more detests, more stirs against, 
Both in his private conscience and his place, 
Defacers of a public peace, than I do. 
Pray heaven, the king may never find a heart 
With less allegiance in it! Men that make 
Envy and crooked maUce nourishment 
Dare bite the best. I do beseech your lordships 
That, in this case of justice, my accusers. 
Be what they will, may stand forth face to face. 
And freely urge against me. 

Suf, Nay, my lord. 

That cannot be : you are a counsellor. 
And, by that virtue, no man dare accuse you. 

Oar. My lord, because we have business of more 
moment. 
We will be short with you. 'Tis his highness' pleasure. 
And our consent, for better trial of you. 
From hence you be committed to the Tower; 
Where, being but a private man again. 
You shall know many dare accuse you boldly. 
More than, I fear, you are provided for. * 

Cran. Ait, my good Lord of Winchester, I thank you; 
You are always my good friend ; if your will pass 
I shall both find your lordship judge and juror, 
You are so mercifol : I see your end, — 
'Tis my undoing.: love and meekness, lord. 
Become a churcnman better than ambition : 
Win straying souls with modesty again, 



SCENE n. KING HENRY VIIL 389 

Cast none away. That I shall clear myself^ 
Lay all the weight ye can upon my patience, 
I make as little doubt as you do conscience 
In doing daily wrongs. I could say more, 
But reverence to your calling makes me modest. 

Oar. My lord, my lord, you are a sectary, 
That 'b the plaiu truth : your painted gloss discoYers, 
To men that understand you, words and weakness. 

Crom. My Lord of Winchester, you are a little, 
By your good favour, too sharp ; men so noble. 
However faulty, yet should find respect 
For what they have been : 'tis a cruelty 
To load a fallmg man. 

Gar. Good master secretary, 

I cry your honour mercy; you may, worst 
Of all this table, say so. 

CroTo. Why, my lord? 

Oar. Do not I know you for a fevourer 
Of this new sect? ye are not sound. 

Crom. Not sound? 

Oar. Not sound, I say. 

Crom. Would you were half so honest I 

Men's prayers then would seek you, not their fears. 

Oar. I shall remember this bold language. 

Crom. Da 

Eemember your bold life too. 

Chan. This is too much ; 

Forbear, for shame, my lords. 

Oar. I have done. 

Crom. And L 

Chan. Then thus for you, my lord : it stands agreed, 
I take it, by all voices, that forthwith 
You be conveyed to the Tower a prisoner; 
There to remain till the king's further pleasure 
Be known unto us : — are you all agreed^ lords? 

AU. We are. 

Cran. Is there no other way of mercy, 

But I must needs to the Tower, my lords? 

Oar. What other 

Would you expect? You are strangely troublesome. — 
Let some o' the guard be ready there. 

.^n^ Guard. 

Cran. -Yot me? 

Must I go like a traitor thither? 
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Gar. Receive him, 

And see him safe i' the Tower. 

Cran, Stay, good my lords, 

I have a little yet to say. Look there, my lords ; 
By virtue of that ring I take my cause 
Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it 
To a most noble judge, the king my master. 

Cham, This is the king's ring. 

Sur. 'Tis no counterfeit. 

8uf. 'Tis the right ring, by heaven : I told ye all. 
When we first put this dangerous stone a-rolliiig, 
'Twould fall upon ourselves. 

Nor. Do you think, my lordfl, 

The king will suffer but the little finger 
Of this man to be vex'd? 

Chan. 'Tis now too certain : 

How much more is his life in value with him? 
Would I were fairly out on't! 

Crom. My mind gave me, 

In seeking tales and informations 
Against this man, — whose honesty the devil 
And his disciples only envy at, — 
Ye blew the tire that bums ye ; now have at ye. 

Enter the King, frowning on them; he takes his seat. 

Gar. Dread sovereign, how much are we bound to heaven 
In daily thanks, that gave us such a prince ; 
Not only ^ood and wise, but most religious : 
One that, m all obedience, makes the church 
The chief aim of his honour; and, to strengthen 
That holy duty, out of dear respect, 
His royal self m judgment comes to hear 
The cause betwixt her and this great offender. 

K. Hen. You were ever good at sudden commendations. 
Bishop of Winchester. But know, I come not 
To hear such flattery now, and in my presence; 
They are too thin and bare to hide offences. 
To me you cannot reach : you play the spaniel, 
And think with wagging of your tongue to win me ; 
But whatsoe'er thou tak'st me for, I am sure 
Thou hast a cruel nature, and a bloody. — 
Grood man [to Oranmeb], sit down. Now let me see the 

proudest, 
He that dares most, but wag his finger at thee 
By all that 's holy, he had better starve 
Than but once think this place becomes thee not. 
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Sur. May it please your grace, — 

K, Hen, No, sir, it does not please me, 

I had thonglit I had had men of some understanoing 
And wisdom of my council ; but I find none. 
Was it discretion, lords, to let this man, 
This good man, — few of you deserve that title, — 
This honest man, wait like a lousy footboy 
At chamber door? and one as great as you are? 
Why, what a shame was this ! Bid my commission 
Bid ye so far forget yourselves? I gave ye 
Power as he was a counsellor to try him. 
Not as a groom : there 's some of ye, I see. 
More out of malice than integrity, 
Would try him to the utmost, had ye mean ; 
Which ye shall never have while I live. 

Chan. Thus far. 

My most dread sovereign, may it like your grace 
To let my tongue excuse alL What was purposed 
Concerning his imprisonment was rather, — 
If there be faith in men, — meant for his trial. 
And fair purgation to the world, than malice, — 
I'm sure in me. 

K, Hen. Well, well, my lords, respect him; 

Take him, and use him well, he 's worthy of it. 
I will say thus much for him, — if a prince 
May be beholding to a subject, I 
Am, for his love and service, so to him. 
Make me no more ado, but all embrace him : 
Be friends, for shame, my lords I — My Lord of Canterbury, 
I have a suit which you must not deny me ; 
That is, a fair young maid that yet wants baptism, 
You must be godfather, and answer for her. 

Cran. The greatest monarch now alive may glory 
In such an honour : how may I deserve it, 
That am a poor and humble subject to you? 

K. Hen. Come, come, my lord, you'd spare your spoons : 
you shall have 
Two noble partners with you : the old Duchess of Norfolk 
And Lady Marquis Dorset: will these please you? 
Once more, my Lord of Winchester, I cnarge you. 
Embrace and love this man. 

Gar. With a true heart 

And brother-love I do it. 

Oran. And let heaven 

Witness how dear I hold this confirmation. [heart : 

K. Hen, Good man, those joyful tears sho^ thy true 
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The common voice, I see, is verified 

Of thee, which says thus, — Do my Lord of Canterbury 

A ahrevod tum^ and he is your friend for ever. — 

Come, lords, we trifle time away ; I long 

To have this young one made a Christian. 

As I have made ye one, lords, one remain ; 

So I grow stronger, you more honour gain. [Exeunt. 



SCENE III.— The Palace Yard. 

Noise and tumult within. Enter Porter and his Man. 

Port. You'll leave your noise anon, ye rascals: do you 
take the court for Paris garden? ye rude slaves, leave your 
gaping. 

[ Within."] Good master porter, I belong to the larder. 

Port. Belong to the gallows, and be hanged, you rogue ! 
is this a place to roar in? — ^Fetch me a dozen crab-tree 
staves, ana strong ones: these are but switches to 'ohl — 
m scratch your heads: you must be seeing christenings? 
do you look for ale and cakes here, you rude rascals? 

Man. Pray, sir, be patient : *tis as much impossible, 
Unless we sweep 'em from the door with cannons, — 
To scatter 'em as 'tis to make 'em sleep 
On May-day morning ; which will never be : 
We may as well push against Paul's as stir 'em. 

Port. How got they in, and be hang' d? 

Man. Alas, 1 know not; how gets the tide in? 
As much as one sound cudgel of four foot, — 
You see the poor remainder, — could distribute, 
I made no spare, sir. 

Port. You did nothing, sir. 

Man. I am not Samson, nor Sir Guy, nor Colbrand, 
To mow 'em down before me : but if I spar'd any 
That had a head to hit, either young or old. 
He or she, cuckold or cuckold-maker. 
Let me ne'er hope to see a chine again ; 
And that I would not for a cow, God save her! 

[Within.] Do you hear, master porter? 

Port. I shall be with you presently, good master puppy. — 
Keep the door close, sirrah. 

Man. What would you have me do? 

Port. What should you do, but knock 'em down by 
the dozens? Is this Moorfields to muster in? or have we 
some strange Indian with the great tool come to court, the 
women so besiege us ? Bless me, what a fry of fomicntion is 
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at door! On my Christian conscience, tliis one christenin 
will beget a thousand : here will be father, godfather, an< 
all together. 

Maiu The spoons will be the bigger, sir. There is a fel- 
low somewhat near the door, he should be a brazier by his 
face, for, o'my conscience, twenty of the dog-days now 
reign in's nose; all that stand about him are under the 
line, they need no other penance : that fire-drake did I hit 
three times on the head, and three times was his nose dis- 
charged against me; he stands there, like a mortar-piece, 
to blow us. There was a haberdasher's wife of smaU wit 
near him, that railed upon me till her pinked porringer fell 
off her head, for kindling such a combustion m the state. 
I missed the meteor once, and hit that woman, who cried 
out Clubs ! when I might see from far some forty trunch- 
eoners draw to her succour, which were the hope of the 
Strand, where she was quartered. They fell on; I made 
good my place : at length they came to the broomstaff to 
me ; I defied 'em stul : when suddenly a file of boys 
behind 'em, loose shot, delivered such a shower of pebbles, 
that 1 was fain to draw mine honour in, and let em win 
the work : the devil was amongst 'em, I think, surely. 

Port. These are the youths that thunder at a play-house 
and fight for bitten apples ; that no audience, but the Tribu- 
lation of Tower-hill or the limbs of Limehouse, their dear 
brothers, are able to endure. I have some of them in Limbo 
PatruTo, and there they are like to dance these three days ; 
besides the running banquet of two beadles that is to come. 

Enter the Lord Chamberlain. 

Cham. Mercy o' me, what a multitude are here ! 
They grow still too ; ^om all parts they are coming, 
As if we kept a fair' here I Where are these porters. 
These lazy knaves? — Ye have made a fine hand, fellows. 
There's a trim rabble let in : are all these 
Your faithful friends o' the suburbs? We shall have 
Great store of room, no doubt, left for the ladies. 
When they pass back from the christening. 

Port. An't please your honour. 

We are but men; and what so many may do. 
Not being torn a pieces, we have done : 
An army cannot iiile 'em. 

Cham. As I live. 

If the king blame me for't, I'll lay ye all 
By the heels, and suddenly; and on your heads 
Clap round fines for neglect : you're lazy knaves; 
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And here ye lie baiting of bombards, when 

Ye should do service. Hark ! the trumi)ets sound; 

They are come already from the christening : 

Go, break among the press, and find a way out 

To let the troop pass fairly ; or I'll find 

A Marshalsea shall hold you ])lay these two months. 

Port Make way there for the princess. 

Man. You great fellow. 

Stand close up, or I'll make your head ache. 

Port. You i' the camlet, get up o' the rail ; 
I'll pick you o'er the pales else. [ExeuM. 



SCENE lY.—The Palace. 

Enter trumpets, sounding; then two Aldermen, Lord Mayor, 
Garter, Cranmer, Duke of Norfolk, with his marshaCs 
staff, Duke of Suffolk, two Noblemen hearing great 
standing -howls for the christening gifts; then four Noble- 
men hearing a canopy, under which the Duchess of Nob- 
folk, godmother, hearing the child richly habited in a 
mantle, «{?c. Train home by a Lady; then follows the 
Marchioness of Dorset, tlie otJier godmotJier, anc? Ladies. 
Tfte troop pass once about the stage, and Garter speaks. 

Gart. Heaven, from thy endless goodness, send prosper- 
ous life, long, and ever-happy, to the high and mighty 
princess of England, Elizalxjth ! 

Flourish. Enter Kino and Train, 

Gran, {kneeling.'] And to your royal grace and the good 
queen. 
My noble partners and myself thus pray ; — 
AU comfort, joy, in this most gracious lady, 
Heaven ever laid up to make parents happy, 
May hourly fall upon ye! 

K. Hen. Thank you, good lord archbishop: 

What is her name? 

Gran. Elizabeth. 

K. Hen. Stand up, lord. — 

[TheYiisa kisses the tMUL 
With this kiss take my blessing : God protect thee! 
Into whose hand I give thy life. 

Gran. Amen. 

K. Hen. My noble gossips, ye have been too prodigaL 
I thank ye heartily ; so shall this lady. 
When she has so much English. 
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Cran. Let me speak, sir, 

For heaven now bids me ; and the words I utter 
Let none think flattery, for they'll find 'em truth. 
This royal infant, — Heaven still move about her! — 
Though in her cradle, yet now promises 
Upon this land a thousand thousand blessings, 
"WTiich time shall bring to ripeness : she shafi be, — 
But few now living can behold that goodness, — 
A pattern to all princes living with her, 
And all that shall succeed : Saba was never 
More covetous of wisdom and fair virtue 
Than this pure soul shall be: all princely graces. 
That mould u^ such a mighty piece as this is. 
With all the virtues that attend the good. 
Shall stni be doubled on her : truth snail nurse her. 
Holy and heavenly thoughts still counsel her : 
She shall be lov'd and fear'd : her own shall bless her ; 
Her foes shake like a field of beaten com. 
And hang their heads with sorrow: good grows with her: 
In her days every man shall eat in safety. 
Under his own vine, what he plants ; and sing 
The merry songs of peace to all his neighbours : 
God shall be truly known ; and those ^out her 
From her shall read the perfect ways of honour, 
And by those claim their greatness, not by blood. 
Nor shall this peace sleep with her : but as when 
The bird of wonder dies, the maiden phoenix, 
Her ashes new create another heir. 
As great in admiration as herself; 
So snail she leave her blessedness to one, — 
When heaven shall call her from this cloud of darkness, — 
Who from the sacred ashes of her honour 
Shall star-like rise, as great in fame as she was. 
And so stand fix'd : peace, plenty, love, truth, terror. 
That were the servants to this chosen infant. 
Shall then be his, and like a vine grow to him : 
Wherever the bright sun of heaven shall shine, 
His honour and the greatness of his name 
Shall be, and make new nations : he shall flourish. 
And, like a mountain cedar, reach his branches 
To all the plains about him : — our children's children 
Shall see this and bless Heaven. 

K. Hen, Thou speakest wonders. 

€ran. She shall be, to the happiness of England, 
An aged princess ; many days snail see her, 
And yet no day without a deed to crown it* 
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Would I had known no more! but she must die. 
She must, the saints must have her, — ^yet a virgin ; 
A most unspotted lily shall she pass 
To the around, and all the world shall mourn her. 

K. Hen, lord archbishop, 
Thou hast made me now a man ; never, before 
This happy child, did I get anything : 
This oracle of comfort has so pleas' d me 
That when I am in heaven I shall desire 
To see what this child does, and praise my Maker. — 
I thank ye aU. — ^To you, my good lord mayor. 
And you, good brethren, I am much beholding ; 
I have received much honour by your presence. 
And ye shall find me thankful. — Lead the wav, lords : — 
Ye must all see the queen, and she must thank ye. 
She will be sick else. This day, no man think 
Has business at his house ; for all shall stay : 
This little one shall make it holiday. [Exeunt. 



EPILOGUE. 

'Tis ten to one this play can never please 
All that are here : some come to take their eape, 
And sleep an act or two ; but those we fear, 
We have fingbted with our trumpets ; so, 'tis clear, 
They'll say tis naught: others to hear the city 
Abus'd extremely, and to cr^, — ThaVs witty! 
Which we have not done neither : that, I fear. 
All the expected good we're like to hear 
For this play at this time, is only in 
The mercifiu construction of good, women; 
For such a one we shoVd 'em : if they smile, 
And say 'twill do, I know, within awhile 
All the best men are ours ; for 'tis ill hap, 
If they hold when their ladies bid 'em clap. 
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TROILUS AND CEESSIDA. 



PROLOGUE. 

In Troy, there lies the scene. From isles of Greece 

The princes orgulons, their high blood chaf 'd. 

Have to the port of Athens sent their ships, 

Fraught with the ministers and instrumentis 

Of cruel war : sixty and nine, that wore 

Their crownets regal, from the Athenian bay 

Put forth toward Phry^a : and their vow is made 

To ransack Troy ; withm whose strong immures 

The ravish'd Helen, Menelaus' queen, 

With wanton Paris sleeps ; and that 's the quarreL 

To Tenedos they come ; 

And the deep-drawing barks do there disgorge 

Their warlike fraughtage : now on Dardan phiins 

The fresh and yet unbruised Greeks do pitch 

Their brave pavilions : Priam's six-gated city, 

Dardan, and Tymbria, Helias, Chetas, Troien, 

And Antenorides, with mass^ staples 

And corresponsive and fulfillmg bolts, 

Sperr up the sons of Troy. 

Now expectation, tickling skittish spirits, 

On one and other side, Trojan and Greek, 

Sets all on hazard : — and hither am I come 

A prologue arm'd, — ^but not in confidence 

Of author's pen or actor's voice ; but suited 

In like conditions as our argument, — 

To tell you, fair beholders, that our play 

Leaps o'er the vaunt and firstlings of those broils. 

Beginning in the middle ; starting thence away 

To what may be digested in a play. 

Like, or find fault ; do as your pleasures are ; 

Kow good or bad, 'tis but the chance of war. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE L —Troy. B€f(yre Priam's Palace. 

Enter Troilus armed, and Takdarub. 

Tro. Call here my varlet ; I'll unarm again : 
Why should I war without the walls of Troy, 
That find such cruel battle here within? 
Each Trojan that is master of his heart, 
Let him to field ; Troilus, alas ! hath none. 
Pan. Will this gear ne'er be mended? 
Tro. The Greeks are strong, and skilful to their strength. 
Fierce to their skill, and to their fierceness valiant ; 
But I am weaker than a woman's tear, 
Tamer than sleep, fonder than ignorance, 
Less valiant than the virgin in the night. 
And skilless as unpractis'd infancy. 

Pan. Well, I have told you enough of this : for my part, 
I'll not meddle nor make no further. He that will have a 
cake out of the wheat must needs tarry the grinding. 
Tro. Have I not tarried? 

Pan, Ay, the grinding ; but you must tarry the bolting. 
Tro. Have I not tarned? 

Pan. Ay, the bolting ; but you must tarry the leavening. 
Tro. Still have I tarried. 

Pan. Ay, to the leavening; but here's yet in the word 
Iwreafter, the kneading, the making of the cake, the heating 
of the oven, and the baking ; nay, you must stay the cooling 
too, or you may chance to bum your lips. 

Tro. Patience herself, what goddess e'er she be. 
Doth lesser blench at sufferance than I do. 
At Priam's royal table do I sit ; 
And when fair Cressid comes into my thoughts, — 
So, traitor! — when she comes ! — ^When is she thence? 

Pan. Well, she looked yesternight fairer than ever I saw 
her look, or any woman else. 

Tro. I was about to teU thee, — when my heart, 
As wedged with a sigh, would rive in twain ; 
Lest Hector or my father should perceive me, 
I have, — as when the sun doth light a storm, — 
Buried this sigh in wrinkle of a smile : 
But sorrow that is couch'd in seeming gladness 
Is like that mirth fate turns to sudden sadness. 
\ Pan. An her hair were not somewhat darker than 

r 
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Helen's, — ^well, go to, — there were ncf more comparison 
between the women, — ^but, for my part, she is my kins- 
woman; I would not, as they term it, praise her, — ^but I 
would somebody had heard her talk yesterday, as I did. I 
will not dispraise your sister Cassandra's wit; but, — 

Tro, Pandarus! I teU thee, Pandarus, — 
When I do tell thee there my hopes lie drown'd, 
Keply not in how many fathoms deep 
They lie indrench'd. I tell thee, I am mad 
In Cressid's love: thou answer'st, she is fair; 
Pour'st in the open ulcer of my heart 
Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gait, her voice ; 
Handiest in thy discourse, O, that her hand, 
In whose comparison all whites are ink, 
Writing their own reproach ; to whose soft seizure 
The cygnet's down is harsh, and spirit of sense 
Hard as the palm of ploughman! — This thou tell'st me, 
As true thou tell'st me, when I say I love her; 
But, saying thus, instead of oil and balm, 
Thou lay's? in every gash that love hath given me 
The knife that made it. 

Pan. I speak no more than truth. 

Tro, Thou dost not speak so much. 

Pan, Faith, I'll not meddle in't. Let her be as she is : 
if she be fair, 'tis the better for her; an she be not, she has 
l^e mends in her own hands. 

Tro, Good Pandarus, — ^how now, Pandarus! 

Pan. I have had my labour for my travail; ill-thought 
on of her, and ill-thought on of you : gone between and Be- 
tween, but small thanks for my labour. 

Tro. What, art thou angry, Pandarus? what, with me? 

Pan. Because she is kin to me, therefore she 's not so fair 
as Helen : an she were not kin to me, she would be as fair 
on Friday as Helen is on Sunday. But what care I? I 
care not an she were a blackamoor; 'tis all one to me. 

Tro. Say I, she is not fair? 

Pan. I do not care whether you do or no. She 's a fool 
to stay behind her father; let her to the Greeks; and so 
I'll teU her the next time I see her: for my part, I'll meddle 
nor make no more in the matter. 

Tro. Pandarus, — 

Pan. Not I. 

Tro. Sweet Pandarus, — 

Pan. Pray you, speak no more to me : I will leave all 
as I found it, and there an end. [Exit, An alarum. 

Tro, Peace, you ungracious clamours! peace, rude sounds J 

VOL. IV. 2 D 
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Eools on both sidesJ Helen must needs be hir. 
When with your blood you daily paint her thus. 
I cannot fight upon this a^ument ; 
It is too starv'd a subject S>t my sword. 
But Pandarus, — gods, how do you plague me ! 
I cannot come to Cressid but by randar; 
And he 's as tetchy to be woo'd to woo 
As she is stubborn-chaste against all suit. 
Tell me, ApjoUo, for thy Danhne*s love, 
What Cressid is, what Pandar, and what we? 
Her bed is India ; there she lies, a pearl : 
Between our Ilium and where she resides 
Let it be caU'd the wild and wandering flood ; 
Ourself the merchant ; and this sailing Pandax 
Our doubtful hope, our convoy, and our bark. 

Alarum. Enter ^Eneas. 

JSTne. How now. Prince Troilus ! wherefore not afield? 

Tro. Because not there : this woman's answer sorts, 
For womanish it is to be fi:om thence. 
What news, ^Eneas, from the field to-day? 

JSne. That Paris is returned home, and hurt. 

Tro, By whom, ^Eneas? 

^ne, Troilus, by Menelaus. 

Tro. Let Paris bleed : 'tis but a scar to scorn; 
Paris is gor'd with Menelaus' horn. [Alarum, 

JSne. Hark, what good sport is out of town to-day ! 

Tro. Better at home, if vxmld I might were may, — 
But to the sport abroad ; — are you boimd thither? 

jEne. In all swifb haste. 

Tro. Come, go we, then, together. 

[EpsetaU, 



SCENE XL— Troy. A Street 

Enter Cressida and Alexander. 

Ores, Who were those went by? 

A lex. Queen Hecuba and Helen. 

Ores. And whither go they? 

Alex, Up to the eastern tower, 

Whose height commands as subject all the vale, 
To see the battle. Hector, whose patience 
Is as a virtue fix'd, to-day was mov'd ; 
He chid Andromache, and struck his armourer; 
And, like as there were husbandry in war. 
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Before the sun rose he was hamess'd light, 
And to the field goes he ; where every flower 
Did, as a prophet, weep what it foresaw 
In Hectoi^s wrath. 

Crea. What was his cause of anger? 

Alex. The noise goes, this : there is among the Greeks 
A lord of Trojan blood, nephew to Hector; 
They call him Ajax. 

Cres, Good ; and what of him? 

Alex, They say he is a very man per se. 
And stands alona 

Cres, So do all men, — ^unless they are dnmk, sick,ca' have 
no legs. 

Alex. This man, lady, hath robbed many beasts of their 
particular additions: he is as valiant as the lion, churlish as 
the bear, slow as the elephant : a man into whom nature 
hath so crowded humours that his valour is crushed into 
folly, his folly sauced with discretion : there is no man hath 
a i^ue that he hath not a glimpse of; nor any man an 
attaint, but he carries some stain of it: he is melancholy 
without cause, and merry against the hair: he hath the 
joints of eveiything; but everything so out of joint that 
he is a gouty Briareus, many hands and no use; or purblind 
Argus, all eyes and no sight. 

Ores. But how should this man, that makes me smile, 
make Hector angry? 

Alex. They say he yesterday coped Hector in the battle, 
and struck him down ; the disdain and shame whereof hath 
ever since kept Hector foisting and waking. 

Ores. Who comes here? 

Al&K. Madam, your uncle Pandarus. 

Unter Pandabus. 

Cres. Hector 's a gallant man. 

Alex. As may be m the world, lady. 

Pan. What 's that? what's that? 

Cres. Good-morrow, imcle Pandarus. 

Pan. Good-morrow, cousin Gressid: what do you talk 
of? — Good-morrow, Alexander. — How do you, cousin? 
When were you at Ilium? 

Cres. This morning, uncle. 

Pan. What were you talking of when I came? Was 
Hector armed and gone ere ye came to Ilium? Helen was 
not up, was she? 

Cres. Hector was gone ; but Helen was not up. 

Pan, E'en so : Hector was stirring early. 
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Cre8. That were we talking of^ and of his anger. 

Pan. Was he ancry? 

Crea. So he says iiere. 

Pan, True, he was so ; I know the cause too ; hell lay 
about him to-day, I can tell them that: and there is 
Troilus will not come far behind him; let them take heed 
of Troilus, I can tell them that too. 

Cres. What, is he angry too? 

Pan. Who, Troilus? Troilus is the better man of the two. 

Cres. O Jupiter! there 's no comparison. 

Pan. What, not between Troilus and Hector? Do you 
know a man if you see him? 

Cres. Ay, if I ever saw him before, and knew him. 

Pan. Well, I say Troilus is Troilus. 

Cres. Then you say as I say; for I am sure he is not 
Hector. 

Pan. No, nor Hector is not Troilus in some degrees. 

Cres. 'Tis just to each of them ; he is himself. 

Pan. Himself ! Alas, poor Troilus! I would he were, — 

Cres, So he is. 

Pan, Condition, I had gone barefoot to India. 

Cres. He is not Hector. 

Pan. Himself! no, he 's not himself, — would 'a were him- 
self! Well, the gods are above; time must friend or end: 
well, Troilus, wefl, — I would my heart were in her body I 
— No, Hector is not a better man then Troilus. 

Cres. Excuse me. 

Pan, He is elder. 

Cres, Pardon me, pardon me. 

Pan, The other 's not come to't ; you shall tell me another 
tale when the other 's come to't. Hector shall' not have his 
wit this year, — 

Cres. He shall not need it if he have his own. 

Pan, Nor his qualities, — 

Cres. No matter. 

Pan, Nor his beauty. 

Cres, 'Twould not become him, — ^his own *8 better. 

Pan, You have no judgment, niece : Helen herself swore 
the other day that Troilus, for a brown fftvour, — ^for so 'tia, 
I must confess, — ^not brown neither, — 

Cres. No, but brown. 

Pan. Faith, to say truth, brown and not brown. 

Cres, To say the truth, true and not true. 

Pan, She praised his complexion above Paris. 

Cres, Why, Paris hath colour enough. 

Pan, So he has. 
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Ores. Tlien Troilus should have too much : if she praised 
him above, his complexion is higher than his ; he naving 
colour enough, and the other higher, is too flaming a praise 
for a good complexion. I had as lief Helen's golden tongue 
had commended Troilus for a copper nose. 

Pan. I swear to you I think Helen loves him better than 
Paris. 

Cres. Then she 's a merry Greek indeed. 

Pan. Nay, I am sure she does. She came to him the 
other day into the compassed window, — and, you know, he 
has not past three or four hairs on his chin, — 

Cre.8. Indeed, a tapster's arithmetic may soon bring his 
particulars therein to a total 

Pan. Why, he is very young: and yet wiU he, within 
three pound, lift as much as his brother Hector. 

Cres, Is he so young a man and so old a, lifter? 

Pan, But, to prove to you that Helen loves him, — she 
came, and puts me her white hand to his cloven chin, — 

Cres, Juno have mercy! how came it cloven? 

Pan, Why, you know, 'tis dimpled : I think his smiling 
becomes him better than any man in all Phrygia. 

Cres. O, he smiles valiantly. 

Pan, Does he not? 

Cres, O yes, an 'twere a cloud in autumn. 

Pan, Why, go to, then : — but to prove to you that Helen 
loves Troilus, — 

Cres. Troilus will stand to the proof if you'll prove it so. 

Pan, Troilus! why, he esteems ker no more than I esteem 
an addle egg. 

Cres, If you love an addle egg as well as you love an 
idle head, you would eat chickens i' the shell 

Pan, I cannot choose but laugh to think how she tickled 
his chin; — indeed, she has a marvellous white hand» I must 
needs confess, — 

Cres, Without the rack. 

Pan. And she takes upon her to spy a white hair on 
his chin. 

Cres, Alas, poor chin! many a wart is richer. 

Pan. But there was such laughing! — Queen Hecuba 
laughed, that her eyes ran o'er, — 

Cres. With, millstones. 

Pan, And Cassandra laughed, — 

Cres, But there was more temperate fire under the pot of 
her eyes. — Did her eyes run o'er too? 

Pan. And Hector laughed. 

Cres, At what was all this laughing? 
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sister were a grace, or a daughter a goddess, he should take 
his choice. O admirable man ! Paris? — Paris is dirt to him ; 
and, I warrant, Helen, to change, would give an eye to boot. 
Crea. Here come more. 

Forces paaa. 

Pan. Asses, fools, dolts! chaff and bran, chaff and bran? 
porridge after meat! — I could live and die f the eyes of 
Troilus. — Ne'er look, ne'er look ; the eagles are gone : crows 
and daws, crows and daws ! — 1 had rather be such a man as 
Troilus than Agamemnon and all Greece. 

Crea, There is among the Greeks Achilles, — a better man 
than Troilus. 

Pan. Achilles! a drayman, a porter, a very cameL 

Crea: Well, well 

Pan. Well, well! — Why, have you any discretion? have 
you any eyes? do you know what a man is? Is not birth, 
oeauty, good shape, discourse, manhood, learning, ^ntle- 
ness, viitue, youtn, liberality, and such like, the spice and 
salt that season a man? 

Crea. Ay, a minced man : and then to be baked with no 
date in the pie, — for then the man's date 's out. 

Pan. You are such a woman! one knows not at what 
ward you lie. 

Cres. Upon my back, to defend my belly ; upon my wit, 
to defend my wiles; upon my secrecy, to defend mine 
honesty; my mask, to defend my beauty; and you, to 
defend all these : and at all these wards I he, at a thousand 
watches. 

Pan. Say one of your watches. 

Crea. Nay, I'll watch you for that ; and that 's one of the 
ohiefest of them too : if I cannot ward what I would not 
have hit, I can watch you for telUng how I took the blow ; 
unless it swell past hidmg, and then it is past watching. 

Pan. You are such another! 

Enter Troilus' Boy. 

Boy, Sir, my lord would instantly speak with you. 
Pan. Where? 

Boy. At your own house ; there he unarms him. 
Pan. Good boy, teM him I come. [Exit Boy! 

I doubt he be hurt. — Fare ye well, good niece. 
Crea. Adieu, uncle. 

Pan. I'll be with you, niece, by and by. 
Crea. To bring, uncle. 
Pan, Ay, a token from Troilus. 
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Ores, By the same token — ^you are a bawd. 

[Exit Pandarus. ' 
Words, vows, gifts, tears, and love's full sacrifice^ 
He offers in another's enterprise : 
But more in Troilus thonsand-fold I see 
Than in the glass of Bandar's praise majr loe ; 
Yet hold I off. Women are angels, wooing : 
Things won are done, joy's soul lies in the doing: 
That she belov'd knows naught that knows not this, — 
Men prize the thing ungain'a more than it is : 
That she was never yet that ever knew 
Love got so sweet as when desire did sue : 
Therefore this maxim out of love I teach, — 
Achievement is command ; ungain'd beseech : 
Then thouj^h my heart's content iirm love doth bear. 
Nothing of that shall from mine eyes appear. [Exeunt, 



SCENE III.— The Grecian Camf. Before 
Agamemnon's Tent 

Sennet JEhUer Agamemnon, Ulysses, Menblaus, 
Nestor, and others^ 
Agam. Princes, 
What grief hath set the jaundice on your cheeks? 
The ample proposition that hope makes 
In aU designs begun on earth below 
Fails in the promis'd largeness : checks and disasters 
Grow in the veins of actions highest rear'd ; 
As knots, by the conflux of meeting sap, 
Infect the sound pine, and divert his grain 
Tortive and errant from his course of growth. 
Nor, princes, is it matter new to us 
That we come short of our suppose so far 
That, after seven years' siege, yet Troy walls stand; 
Sith every action that hath gone before. 
Whereof we have record, trial did draw 
Bias and thwart, not answering the aim. 
And that unbodied figure of the thought 
That gaVt surmised snape. Why, then, yon princes. 
Do you with cheeks abashed behold our works ; 
And call them shames, which are, indeed, naught else 
But the protractive trials of ^eat Jove 
To find persistive constancy in men? 
The fineness of which metal is not found 
In fortune's love : for then the bold and coward, 
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The wise and fool, the artist and unread, 
The hard and soft, seem all affin*d and kin : 
But, in the wind and temi)e8t of her frown, 
Distinction, with a broad and powerful fan, 
Puffing at all, winnows the light away ; 
And what hath mass or matter, by itiself 
Lies rich in virtue and unmingled. 

Nest. With due observance of thy godlike seat, 
Great Agamemnon, Nestor shall apply 
Thy latest words. In the reproof of chance 
Lies the true proof of men : tne sea bein^ smooth, 
How many shallow bauble boats dare sail 
Upon her patient breast, making their way 
With those of nobler bulk ! 
But let the ruffian Boreas once enrage 
The gentle Thetis, and, anon, behold 
The strong-ribb'd bark through liquid mountains cut, 
Boimding between the two moist elements, 
Like Perseus' horse : where 's then the saucy boat, 
Whose weak untimber'd sides but even now 
Co-rivall'd greatness? either to harbour fled 
Or made a toast for Neptune. Even so 
Doth valour's show and valour's worth divide 
Tn storms of fortune : for in her ray and brightness 
The herd hath more annoyance by the breeze 
Than by the tiger : but when the splitting wind 
Makes flexible the knees of knotted oaks. 
And flies fled under shade, — ^why, then the thing of courage, 
As rous'd with rage, with rage doth sympathize, 
And with an accent tim'd in self-same key 
Retorts to chiding fortune. 

Ulyss. Agamenmon, — 

Thou great commander, nerve and bone of Greece, 
Heart of our numbers, soul and only spirit. 
In whom the tempers and the minds of all 
Should be shut up, — hear what Ulysses speaks. 
Besides the applause and approbation 
The which, — ^most mighty for thy place and sway, — 

[To Agamemnon. 
And thou most reverend for thy stretch'd-ont life, — 

ITo Nestob. 
I give to both your speeches, — ^which were sucfi 
As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece 
Should hold up high in brass; and such again 

As venerable Nestor, hatch'd in silver. 

Should with a bond of air, — strong as the axletree 
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On wliicli heaven rides, — ^knit all the Greekish ears 
To his experienc'd tongue, — yet let it please both, — 
Thou great, — and wise, — ^to hear Ulysses speak. 

Agam. Speak, Prince of Ithaca; and be't of less expect, 
That matter needless, of importless burden, 
Divide thy lips, than we are confident, 
WhenranJs: Thersites opes his mastifif jaws, 
We shall hear music, wit, and oracle. 

Ulyss. Troy, yet upon his basis, had been down. 
And the great Hector's sword had lack'd a master, 
But for these instances. 
The specialty of rule hath been neglected : 
And look, how many Grecian tents do stand 
Hollow upon this plain, so many hollow factions. 
When that the general is not like the hive. 
To whom the foragers shall all repair. 
What honey is expected? Degree being vizarded. 
The unworthiest shows as fairly in the mask. 
The heavens themselves, the planets, aud this centre, 
Observe degree, priority, and place, 
Insisture, course, proportion, season, form, 
Office, and custom, in all line of order : 
And therefore is the glorious planet Sol 
In noble eminence enthroned and sphered 
Amidst the other; whose medicinable eye 
Corrects the ill aspects of planets evil. 
And posts, like the commandment of a king. 
Sans check, to good and bad : but when the planets. 
In evil mixture, to disorder wander, 
What plagues and what portents! what mutiny! 
What ragm^ of the sea ! shaking of earth ! 
Commotion in the winds! frighiSs, changes, horrors. 
Divert and crack, rend and deracinate 
The unity and married calm of states 
Quite from their fixture! O, when degree is shak'd. 
Which is the ladder to aU high designs. 
The enterprise is sick ! How could communities, 
Degrees in schools, and brotherhoods in cities. 
Peaceful commerce frx)m dividable shores, 
The primogenitive and due of birth, - 
Prerogative of age, crowns, sceptres, laurels. 
But by decree, stand in authentic place? 
Take but degree away, untune that string, 
And, hark, what discord follows ! each tl^mg meets 
In mere oppugnancy : the bounded waters 
Should lift their bosoms higher than the shotes, 
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And make a sop of all this solid globe : 

Strength should be lord of imbecility, 

And the rude son should strike his father dead : 

Force should be right; or, rather, right and wrong, — 

Between whose endless jar justice resides,— 

Should lose their names, and so should justice too. 

Then everything includes itself in power. 

Power into will, will into appetite ; 

And appetite, an universal wolf. 

So doubly seconded with will and power. 

Must make perforce an universal prey, 

And last eat up himself. Great Agamemnon, 

This chaos, when degree is suffocate. 

Follows the choking. 

And this neglection of degree it is 

That by a pace goes backward, with a purpos3 

It hath to climb. The general 's disdam'd 

By him one step below ; he by the next ; 

That next by hmi beneath : so every step, 

Exampled by the first pace that is sick 

Of his superior, grows to an envious fever 

Of pale and bloodless emulation ; 

And 'tis this fever that keeps Troy on foot. 

Not her own sinews. To end a tale of length, 

Troy in our weakness stands, not in her strength. 

JNesL Most wisely hath Ulysses here discover'd 
The fever whereof all our power is sick. 

Agam, The nature of the sickness found, Ulysses, 
What is the remedy? 

Ulysa. The great Achilles, — ^whom opinion crowns 
The sinew and the forehand of our host, — 
Having his ear full of his airy fame. 
Grows dainty of his worth, and in his tent 
Lies mocking our desi^s : with him Patroclus, 
Upon a lazy bed, the tivelong day 
Breaks scurril jests ; 

And with ridiculous and awkward action, — 
Which, slanderer, he imitation calls, — 
He pageants us. Sometime, great Agamemnon, 
Thy topless deputation he puts on ; 
And, like a stnitting player, — whose conceit 
Lies in his hamstring, and doth think it rich 
To hear the wooden dialogue and sound 
'Twixt his stretch'd footing and the scaffoldage, — 
Such to-be-pitied and o'er-wrested seeming 
He acts thy greatness in : and when he speaks 



SCENE III. TROILUS AND CRESSIDA* 413 

'Tis like a chime a-meuding ; with tenns unsquar'd. 

Which, from the tongue of roaring Typhon dropp'd, 

Would seem hyberboles. At this fusty stuif 

The large Aclulles, on his press'd bed lolling, 

From his deep chest laughs out a loud applause ; 

Cries, Excellent! Hia Agamemnon jvuat. 

2^ow play 7ne Nestor; hem, and stroke thy heard, 

Ashe being drest to some oration. 

That 's done ; — as near as the extremest ends 

Of parallels ; as like as Vulcan and his wife : 

Yet god Achilles still cries, Excellent! 

^Tis Nestor right Now play him me, Patroclu^, 

Arming to answer in a night alarm. 

And then, forsooth, the faint defects of age 

Must be the scene of mirth ; to cough and spit, 

And, with a palsy -fumbling on his gorget. 

Shake in and out the rivet : and at this sport 

Sir Valour dies; cries, O, enough, Patrodus; 

Or give me ribs of steel! I shall split all 

In pleasure of my spleen. And in this fashion 

All our abiHties, gifts, natures, shapes, 

Severals and generals of grace exact. 

Achievements, plots, orders, preventions. 

Excitements to the field or speech for truce. 

Success or loss, what is or is not, serves 

As stuff for these two to make paradoxes. 

Nest. And in the imitation of these twain, — 
Who, as Ulysses says, opinion crowns 
W;ith an imperial voice,— many are infect. 
Ajax is grown self-willed ; and bears his head 
In such a rein, in full as proud a place 
As broad Achilles; keeps his tent like him; 
Makes factious feasts ; rails on our state of war 
Bold as an oracle ; and sets Thersites, — 
A slave, whose gaU coins slanders like a mint, — 
To match us in comparisons with dirt, 
To weaken and discredit our exposure, 
How rank soever rounded in with danger. 

Ulyss. They tax our policy, and call it cowardice ; 
Ooimt wisdom as no member of the war; 
Forestall prescience, and esteem no act 
But that of hand : the still and mental parts, — 
That do contrive how many hands shall strike, 
When fitness calls them on ; and know, by measure 
Of their observant toil, the enemies' weight,— 
Why, this hath not a finger's digniiiy: 
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They call this bed -work, mappery, closet-war; 
So tnat the ram that batters down the wall, 
For the great swing and rudeness of his poise. 
They place before his hand that made the engine^ 
Or those that with the fineness of their souls 
By reason guide his execution. 

Nent. Let this be granted, and Achilles' horse 
Makes many Thetis' sons. [Trumpet sounds, 

A gam. What trumpet? look, Menelaus. 

Men, From Troy. 

Enter ^nkas. 

Agam. What would yon 'fore our tent? 

Jiine. Is this great Agamenmon's tent, I pray you ? 

Agam. Even this. 

Jiine. May one, that is a herald and a prince, 
Do a fair message to his kingly ears ? 

Agam, With surety stronger than Achilles' arm 
'Fore all the Greekish heads, which with one voice 
Call Agamemnon head and general. 

jEne. Fair leave and large security. How may 
A stranger to those most imperial looks 
Know them from eyes of other mortals? 

Agam. How! 

^ne. Ay; 
I ask, that I might waken reverence, 
And bid the cheek be ready with a blush 
Modest as morning when she coldly eyes 
The youthful Phoebus : 
Which is that god in office, guiding men? 
Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon? 

Agam, This Trojan scorns us; or the men of Troy 
Are ceremonious courtiers. 

^ne. Courtiers as free, as debonair, unarm'd. 
As bending angels ; that 's their fame in peace : 
But when they would seem soldiers, they have galls, 
Good arms, strong joints, true swords ; and, Jove's accord^ 
Nothing so fuU of heart. But peace, iEneas, 
Peace, Trojan ; lay thy finger on thy lips I 
The worthiness of praise distains his worth, 
If that the prais'd nimself bring the praise forth : 
But what the repining enemy commends. 
That breath fame blows ; that praise, sole pore, transcendfl. 

Agam. Sir, you of Troy, call you yourself MasMt 

• ^ne. Ay, Greek, that is my name. 

Agam, What's your affair, I pray you? 
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J^ne. Sir, pardon ; 'tis for Agamemnon's ears. 

A gam. He hears not privately that comes from Troy. 

JSne. Nor I from Troy come not to whisper him : 
I bring a trumpet to awake his ear; 
To set his sense on the attentive bent, 
And then to speak. 

A gam. Speak frankly as the wind; 

It is not Agamemnon's 8leej)ing hour : 
That thou shalt know, Trojan, he is awake, 
He tells thee so himself. 

^ne. Trumpet, blow loud. 

Send thy brass voice through £ul these lazy tents 
And every Greek of mettle, let him know 
What Troy means fairly shall be spoke aloud. 

[Trumpet sounds. 
We have, great Agamemnon, here in Troy 
A prince called Hector, — Priam is his fatner, — 
Who in this dull and long-continued truce 
Is rusty grown : he bade me take a trumpet 
And to this purpose speak. Kings, princes, lords! 
If there be one among the fair'st of Greece 
That holds his honour higher than his ease ; 
That seeks his praise more than he fears his peril ; 
That knows his valour and knows not his fear ; 
That loves his mistress more than in confession,— 
With truant vows to her own lips he loves, — 
And dare avow her beauty and her worth 
In other arms than hers, — to him this challenge. 
Hector, in view of Trojans and of Greeks, 
Shall make it good, or do his best to do it, 
He hath a lady wiser, fairer, truer 
Than ever Greek did compass in his arms ; 
And will to-morrow with his trumpet call, 
Mid- way between your tents and walls of Troy, 
To rouse a Grecian that is true in love : 
If any come. Hector shall honour him ; 
If none, he'll say in Troy when he retires. 
The Grecian dames are sunburnt, and not worth 
The splinter of a lance. Even so much. 

Agam. This shaU be told our lovers. Lord MaesA ; 
If none of them have soul in such a kind. 
We left them all at home : but we are soldiers ; 
And may that soldier a mere recreant prove 
That means not, hath not, or is not in love I 
If then one is, or hath, or means to be, 
That one meets Hector; if none elae, I aia b«i. 
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Nest. Tell him of Nestor, one that was a man 
When Hector's grandsire suck'd : he is old now ; 
But if there be not in our Grecian host 
One noble man that hath one spark of fire 
To answer for his love, tell him from me — 
I'll hide my silver beard in a gold beaver, 
And in my vantbrace put this wither'd brawn ; 
And, meeting hira, will tell him that my lady 
Was fairer than his grandame, and as chaste 
As may be in the world : his youth in flood, 
I'll prove this truth with my three drops of blood. 

^ne. Now heavens forbid such scarcity of youth ! 

Ulyss. Amen. 

A gam. Fair Lord iEneas, let me touch your hand; 
To our pavilion shall I lead you, sir. 
Achilles shall have word of this intent ; 
So shall each lord of Greece, from tent to tent : 
Yourself shall feast with us before you go. 
And find the welcome of a noble foe. 

[Exeunt all hut Ulyss. and Nest. 

Ulyss. Nestor, — 

Nest. What says Ulysses ? 

Ulyss. 1 have a young conception in my brain ; 
Be you my time to bring it to some shape. 

Nest. Whatis't? 

Ulyss. This 'tis : — 
Blunt wedges rive hard knots : the seeded pride 
That hath to this maturity blown up 
In rank Achilles must or now be cropped. 
Or, shedding, breed a nursery of like evil, 
To overbulk us all. 

Nest. Well, and how? 

Ulyss. This challenge that the gallant Hector sends, 
However it is spread in general name, 
Belates in purpose only to Achilles. 

Nest. The purpose is perspicuous even as substance, 
Whose grossness little characters sum up : 
And, in the publication, make no strain 
But that Achilles, were his brain as barren 
As banks of Libya, — though, Apollo knows, 
*Tis dry enough, — ^will, with great speed of judgment, 
Ay, with celerity, find Hector's purpose 
Pointing on him. 

Ulyss. And wake him to the answer, think you? 

Nest. Yes, 'tis most meet : whom may you else opt>o8e 
That can from Hector bring his honour o£^ 
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If not Achilles ? Though't be a sportful combat, 

Yet in the trial much opinion dwells ; 

For here the Trojans taste our dearest repute 

With their fin'st palate : and trust to me, Ulysses, 

Our imputation shall be oddly pois'd 

In this wild action; for the success, 

Although particular, shaU give a scantling 

Of good or bad unto the general ; 

And in such indexes, although small pricks 

To their subsequent volumes, there is seen 

The baby figure of the giant mass 

Of things to come at large. It is supposed 

He that meets Hector issues from our choice: 

And choice being mutual act of all our souls, 

Makes merit her election ; and doth boil, 

As 'twere from forth us sdl, a man distill'd 

Out of our virtues ; who miscarrying. 

What heart receives from hence the conquering part. 

To steel a strong opinion to themselves? 

Which entertained, limbs are his instruments. 

In no less working than are swords and bows 

Directive by the limbs. 

Uly88. Give pardon to my speech ; — 
Therefore 'tis meet Achilles meet not Hector. 
Let us, like merchants, show our foulest wares, 
And think perchance they'll sell ; if not. 
The lustre of the better shall exceed, 
By showing the worst first. Do not consent 
That ever Hector and Achilles meet ; 
For both our honour and our shame in this 
Are dog^d with two strange followers. 

Neat, I see them not witn my old eyes : what are they? 

Ulyaa, What glory our Achilles shares from Hector, 
Were he not proud, we all should share with him : 
But he already is too insolent ; 
And we were better parch in Airic sun 
Than in the pride ana salt scorn of his eyes. 
Should he 'scape Hector fair : if he were foil'd, 
Why, then we did our main opinion crush 
In taint of our best man. No, make a lottery ; 
And, by device, let blockish Ajax draw 
The sort to fight with Hector : among ourselves, 
Give him allowance for the better man ; 
For that will physic the great Myrmidon 
Who broils in loud applause, and mjake him fell 
His crest that prouder than blue Iria bends. 

VOL. IV. 2 B 
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If the dull brainlesB Ajax come safe ofE^ 

We'll dress him up in voices : if he fail. 

Yet go we under our opinion still 

That we have better men. But, hit or miss, 

Our project's life this shape of sense assumes, — 

Ajax employ 'd plucks down Achilles' iilumes. 

Neat. Now, Ulysses, I begin to relish thy advioe; 
And I will give a taste of it forthwith 
To Agamemnon : go we to him straight. 
Two curs shall tame each other : pride alone 
Must tarre the mastiffs on, as 'twere their bone. [ExeuwU 



n 



ACT II. 

SCENE I. — Another part of the Orecian Camp, 

Enter Ajax a'nd Thebsites. 

Ajax, Thersites, — 

Ther. Agamemnon, — ^how if he had boils, — ^foU, all over, 
generally? — 

Ajax. Thersites, — 

Ther. And those boils did run? — Say so, — did norfc the 
general run then? were not that a botchy core? — 

Ajax. Dog, — 

Tlver. Then would come some matter from him; I see 
none now. 

Ajax, Thou bitch- wolTs son, canst thou not hear? Feel, 
then. [BeaUna h^n, 

Ther. The plague of Greece upon thee, thou mongrel beef- 
witted lord ! 

Ajax. Speak, then, thou vinewedst leaven, speak? I will 
beat thee into handsomeness. 

Ther. I shall sooner rail thee into wit and holiness: bnt 
I think thy horse will sooner con an oration than thou leaam 
a prayer, without book. Thou canst strike, canst &aii^ a 
red murrain o' thy jade's tricks ! 

Ajax, Toadstool, learn me the prodamatioB. 

Ther. Dost thou think I have no sense, then strikest 
me thus? 

Ajax. The proclamation, — 

Ther, Thou art proclaimed a fool, I think. 

Ajax. Do not, porcupine, do not; my fingers iteh. 

Ther. I would thou didst itch from head to foo%, and I 
had the scratching of thee; I would make tiiee the loath- 
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Bomest scab in Greece. When thon ait fbrih in the incurs 
sions, thou stnkest as slow as another. 

Ajax, I say, the proclamation, — 

Thjer, Thou gruniblest and railest every hour t>n AcSiOles ; 
«nd thou art as full of envy at his greatness as Cerberus is 
at Proserpina's beauty, ay, that thou baldest at him. 

Ajdx, Mistress Thersites! 

Ther, Thou shouldst strike him. 

-^'oaj. Cobloaf! 

Ther, He would i>un thee into shivers witii his fist, M a 
sailor breaks a biscuit. 

Ajaa, You whoreson cur! [Beatim^ Kifnu 

Ther, Do, do. 

Ajax, Thou stool for a witch! 

Ther. Ay, do, do ; thou sodden^'Witt^d lord! thou hast no 
more brain than I have in mine dbows ; an assinego may 
tutor thee: thou scurvy valiant ass! thou art here but to 
thrash Trojans ; and thou art bought and sold among those 
of any wit, like a barbarian slave. If thou use to b«i,t me, 
I will begin at thy heel, and tdl what thou art by inches, 
thou thing^of no bowels, thou! 

Ajax. You dog ! 

Ther, You scurvy lord ! 

Ajax, You cur ! [BtaUit^ him, 

Ther, Mars his idiot! do, tudefieM; do, camd; do, do. 

Enter Achilles a/nd PiLfrEoOLtrs. 



M. Why, how now, Aia^! wherefore do yott tJiusT- 
aow, Thersites ! what s the matter, man? 



AehiL. 
How now, 

Ther, You see him there, do you? 

Ach%L Ay; what's the matttar? 

Ther, 'Na.y, look trponhim. 

Achil So I do : what 's the matter? 

Ther, Nay, but regard him wetL 

AchU, Well ! why, I do so. 

Tfier. But yet you look not w^dl upon h^w ; for, whosoever 
you take him to be, be is Ajaac 

AchU, I know that, fooL 

Ther, Ay, but that fool knows not hinriself. 

Ajax, Therefore I beat these. 

Ther, Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he utterb! Ml 
evasions have ears thus long. I hav« bobbed his brain more 
than he has b^t my bones : I'will buy nino eparmwB for a 
penny, and h£s pia mater is not worth the Uiith pstt o/a 
sparrow. This h>rd, Ad^lles, Ajax,— who wean his wit iff 
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his belly, and his guts in his head, — ^Tll tell you what I aaj 
of him. 

AchU. What? 

Titer, I say, this Ajax, — 

[Ajax offers to beat hifm, Achilles interpoaes, 

AchiL Nay, good Ajax. 

Ther. Has not so much wit, — 

AchiL Nay, I must hold you. 

Ther. As will stop the eye of Helen's needle, for whom 
he comes to fight. 

AchiL Peace, fool! 

Ther, I would have peace and quietness, but the fool wiS 
not : he there ; that he ; look you there. 

Ajax. O thou damned cur ! I shall, — 

AchU. Will you set your wit to a fool's ? 

Ther, No, I warrantyou ; for a fool's will shame it* 

Pair. Good words, Tnersites. 

AchU. What 's the quarrel? 

Ajax, I bade the vue owl go learn me the tenor of the 
proclamation, and he rails upon me. 

Ther, I serve thee not. 

Ajax. Well, go to, go to. 

Ther, I serve here voluntary. 

AchU. Your last service was sufferance, 'twas not vol- 
untary, — no man is beaten voluntary : Ajax was here the 
voluntary, and you as under an impress. 

Ther. E'eu so ; a great deal of your wit, too, lies in 
your sinews, or else there be liars. Hector shall have a 
great catch if he knock out either of your brains : 'a were 
as ^ood crack a fusty nut with no kemeL 

AchU, What, with me too, Thersites ? 

T?ier, There's Ulysses and old Nestor, — ^whosewitwas 
mouldy ere your grandsires had nails on their toes, — ^yoke 
you like draught oxen, and make you plough up the wars. 

AchiL What, what? 

TJier, Yes, good sooth : to, Achilles I to, Ajax ! to I 

.^'cu;. I shall cut out your tongue. 

Ther. 'Tis no matter ; I shall speak as much as thou after- 
wards. 

Patr, No more words, Thersites ; peace ! 

Ther. I will hold my peace when AchiUes' brach bids me, 
shaU I? 

AchU, There 's for you, Patrodus. 

Ther, I will see you hanged, like dotpoles, ere I come 
any more to your tents : I will keep where there is wit 
stirring, and leave the faction of fools. [JBaeiL 
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Patr. A good riddance. 

AehU. A&ry, this, sir, is proclaimed through all oar 
host : — 
That Hector, by the fifth hour of the sun, 
WiU, with a trumpet, *twixt our tents and Troy, 
To-morrow morning call some knight to arms 
That hath a stomach ; and such a one that dare 
Miuntain I know not what ; 'tis trash. FarewelL 

Ajax, Farewell. Who shall answer him ? 

AchiL I know not, it is put to lottery; otherwise 
He knew his man. » 

Ajax. O, meaning you. — ^Tll go learn more of it. [Exeunt 



SCENE IL— Tkoy. A Room in Priam's Palace. 

Enter Priam, Hector, Troilus, Paris, and Hblbnus. 

Pri. After so many hours, Kves, speeches spent, 
Thus once again says Nestor from the Greeks : — 
Deliver Helen, g,nd all damage else, — 
As honour y loss of time, travail, expense. 
Wounds, friends, and what else dear thxit is consumed 
In hot digestion of this cormorant war, — 
SJiall be struck off: — Hector, what say you to't ? 

Hect. Though no man lesser fears the Greeks than I, 
As fjEir as toucheth my particular. 
Yet, dread Priam, 

There is no lady of more softer bowels, 
More spongy to suck in the sense of fear j 
More ready to cry out, Who knows what follows f 
Than Hector is : the wound of peace is surety. 
Surety secure ; but modest doubt is call'd 
The beacon of the wise, the tent that searches 
To the bottom of the worst. Let Helen go : 
Since the first sword was drawn about this question. 
Every tithe soul, 'mongst many thousand dismes, 
Hath been as dear as Helen, — I mean, of ours : 
If we have lost so many tenths of ours, 
To guard a thing not ours, nor worth to us, 
Had it our name, the value of one ten, — 
What merit 's in that reason which denies 
The yielding of her up ? 

Tro. Fie, fie, my brother! 

Weigh you the worth and honour of a king, 
So great as our dread &ther, in a scale 
Of common ounces? will you with counters sum ji 
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The past-proporidon of his infmite ? 
And buckle-in a waist most fathomless 
With spans and inches so diminutive 
As fears and reasons ? iie, for godly shame? 

Hel. No marvel though you bite so sharp at reasonB, 
You are so empty of them. Should not our jbther 
Bear the great sway of his affairs with reasons, 
Because your speech hath none that tells him so ? 

Tro. You are for dreams and slumbers, brother priest; 
You fur your gloves with reason. Here are your reaacma: 
You know an enemy intends you harm ; 
You know a sword em^loy'd is perilous. 
And reason flies the object of all harm : 
Who marvels, then, when Helenus beholds 
A Grecian and his sword, if he do set 
The very wines of reason to his heels, 
And fly like <3iidden Mercury from Jove, 
Or like a star disorb'd? — Nay, if we talk of reason. 
Let 's shut our gates and sleep: manhood and honour 
Should have hare hearts would they but £ftt their thought» 
With this cramm'd reason : reason and respect 
Make livers pale and lustihood deject. 

ffect. Brother, she is not worth what she doth cost 
The holding. 

Tro. What is aught but as 'tis valued ? 

Hect. But value dweUs not in particular will; 
It holds his estimate and dignity 
As well wherein 'tis precious of itself 
As in the prizer : 'tis mad idolatry 
To make tne service greater than the god; 
And the will dotes, that is attributive 
To what infectiously itself affects. 
Without some image of the affected merit. 

Tro, I take to-day a wife, and my election 
Is led on in the conduct of my will ; 
My will enkindled by mine eyes and ears. 
Two traded pilots 'twixt the aangerous shores 
Of will and jud^ent : how may I avoid. 
Although my will distaste what it elected. 
The wife I chose ? there can be no evasion 
To blench from this, and to stand firm by honour: 
We turn not back the silks upon the merchant 
When we have soiL'd them ; nor the remainder viands 
We do not throw in unrespective sieve. 
Because we now are full. It was thought meet 
Paris should do some, vengeanoe on the Greeks : 
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Your breath of full consent bellied his sails ; 

The seas and winds, — old wranglers, — took a truce, 

And did him service : he touched the ports desir'd ; 

And for an old aunt, whom the Greeks held ciu>tiTe, 

He brought a Grecian queen, whose youth ana freshness 

Wrinkles Apollo's, and makes stale the morning. 

Why keep we her ? the Grecians keep our aunt : 

Is she worth keeping? why, she is a pearl. 

Whose price hath launch'd above a thousand ships, 

And turn'd crown'd kings to merchants. 

If you'll avouch 'twas ynadom. Paris went, — 

As you must needs, for you all cried, Go^ go^ — 

If you'll confess he brought home noble prize, — 

As you must needs, for you all dapp'd your handa^^ 

Ana cried. Inestimable! — why do you now . 

The issue of your proper wisdoms rate. 

And do a deed that fortune never did, — 

Beggar the estimation which you priz'd 

Bicher than sea and land ? theft most bas^ 

That we have stol'n what we do fear to keep! 

But thieves, unworthy of a thing so stol'n. 

That in their country did them that disgrace, 

We fear to warrant in our native place 1 

Ga8, [within.'\ Cry, Trojans, cry! 

Pri, What noise? what shriek is this? 

Tro. 'Tis our mad sister, I do know her roice. 

Ca8. \within.'\ Cry, Trojans ! 

Hect It is Cassandra. 

Enter CASSAin>BA, raving, 

Cos. Cry, Trojans, cnr ! lend me ten thousand eyes, 
And I win fill them with prophetic tears. 

Hect. Peace, sister, peace. 

Gaa. Virgins and boys, mid-age and wrinkled old^ 
Soft infancy, that nothing canst but cry. 
Add to my clamours! let us pay betimes 
A moiety of that mass of moan to come. 
Cry, Trojans, cry! practise your eyes with teaia! 
Troy must not be, nor goodly Uion stand ; 
Our firebrand brother, Paris, bums us alL 
Cry, Trojans, cry ! an Helen and a woe : 
Cry, cry! Troy bums, or else let Helen go. [EhAi, 

Hect Now, youthful Troilus, do not these high straibui 
Of divination in our sister work 
, Some touches of remorse ? or is your blood 
So madly hot that.no discourse of reason. 




424 TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. Ac?r n. 

Nor fear of bad success in a bad cause, 
Can qualify the same ? 

Tro, Why, brother Hector, 

We may not think the justness of each act 
Such and no other than event doth form it; 
Nor once deject the courage of our minds 
Because Cassandra's mad : her brain-sick raptures 
Cannot distaste the goodness of a quarrel 
Which hath our several honours all engaged 
To make it gracious. For my private part, 
I am no more touched than all Priam's sons : 
And Jove forbid there should be done amongst us 
Such things as might offend the weakest sp&en 
To fight for and maintain ! 

Par, Else might the world convince of levity 
As well my undertakings as your counsels : 
But I attest the gods, your full consent 
Gave wings to my propension, and cut off 
All fears attending on so dire a project. 
For what, idas, can these my single armsT 
What propugnation is in one man's valour. 
To stand the push and enmity of those 
This quarrel would excite ? Yet, I protest, 
Were I alone to pass the difiicidties. 
And had as ample power as I have will, 
Paris should ne'er retract what he hath don^ 
Nor faint in the pursuit. 

Pri. Paris, you speak 

Like one besotted on your sweet delights : 

You have the honey still, but these &e gall;. 

So to be valiant is no praise at all. 
Par. Sir, I propose not merely to myself 

The pleasures sucn a beauty brin^ with it ; 

But I would have the soil of her fair rape 

Wip'd off in honourable keeping her. 

What treason were it to the ransack'd queen, 

Disgrace to your great wcMiihs, and shame to me, 

Now to deliver her possession up 

On terms of base compulsion ! Can it be 

That so degenerate a strain as this 

Should once set footing in ^rour generous bosoms ? 

There 's not the meanest spirit on ^ur party, 

Without a heart to dare or sword to draw. 

When Helen is defended ; nor none so noble. 

Whose life were ill bestow'd or death unfam'd. 

Where Helen is the subject : then, I say, 
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Well may we fight for her, whom, we know well. 
The world's large spaces cannot parallel 

ffect. Paris and Troilus, you have both said well ; 
And on the cause and question now in hand 
Have gloz'd, — ^but superficially ; not much 
Unlike young men, whom Aristotle thought 
Unfit to hear moral philosophy : 
The reasons you allege do more conduce 
To the hot passion of distempered blood 
Than to make up a free determination 
'Twixt right and wrong; for pleasure and revenge 
Have ears more deaf than adders to the voice 
Of any true decision. Nature craves 
All dues be rendered to their owners : now, 
What nearer debt in all humanity 
Than wife is to the husband ? If this law 
Of nature be corrupted through affection ; 
And that great minds, of pargal indulgence 
To their benumbed wills, resist the same ; 
There is a law in each well-order'd nation 
To curb those raging appetites that are 
Most disobedient and refractory. 
If Helen, then, be wife to Sparta's king, — 
As it is known she is, — these moral laws 
Of nature and of nations sx)eak aloud 
To have her back retum'd : thus to persist 
In doing wrong extenuates not wrong. 
But makes it much more heavy. Hector's opinion 
Is this, in way of truth : yet, ne'ertheless, 
My spritely brethren, I propend to you 
In resolution to keep Helen stiH ; 
For 'tis a cause that hath no mean dependence 
Upon our joint and several dienities. 

Tro. Wliy, there you touc^d the life of our design: 
Were it not glory that we more affected 
Than the penormance of our heaving spleens, 
I would not wish a drop of Trojan blood 
Spent more in her defence. But, worthy Hector, 
She is a theme of honour and renown ; 
A spur to valiant and magnanimous deeds ; 
Whose present courage may beat down our foes, 
And fame in time to come can6nize us : 
For, I presume, brave Hector would not lose 
So rich advantage of a promis'd dory, ^ 
As smiles upon the forehead of this action. 
For the wide world's revenue. 
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Heet. I am yours^ 

Yon valiant offspring of great PriamuB. — 
I haye a roisting challflnge sent amongst 
The dull and factious nooles of the Greeks 
Will strike amazement to their drowsy spirits : 
I was adv6rtis'd their great general slept, 
Whilst emulation in the army crept : 
This, I presume, will wake him. [Eaoeutd, 
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SCENE in.— Thx Gbsciak C^jcp. B^om 
AcHiLLSS* TenL 

Enter Thebsitis. 

T?ier. How now, Thersites ! what, lost in the labyristh 
of thy fury! Shall the elephant Ajax earnr it thus? h» 
beats me, and I rail at him : O wortiiy satismction I would 
it were otherwise ; that I could beat him, whilst he railed 
at me. 'Sfoot, I'll learn to conjure and raise devils, but 
I'll see some issue of my spiteful execrations. Then there 'S 
Achilles, — a rare engineer. If Troy be not taken till these 
two undermine it, the walls wUl stand till they f^ of 
themselves. O thou great thunder-darter of ^ympus,. 
forget that thou art Jove, the king of gods ; and. Mercury,, 
lose all the 8er|)entine craffe of tnv ^iduceus; if ye take 
not that Uttle little less-than-little wit from them thait 
they have ! which short-aimed ignorance itself knows is so 
abundant scarce, it will not in circumvention deliver a fly 
from a spider, without drawing their massy irons and 
cutting the web. After this, the vengeance on the whole 
camp ! or, rather, the bone-ache ! for that, methinks, is the 
curse dependent on those that war for a placket. I have 
said my prayers; and devil envy say Amen. — ^What, ho! 
my Lord Achilles ! 

Enter Pathoclus. 

Po^r. Who's there? Thersites! Good Thersites^ come in 
and rail. 

Ther. If I could have remembered a gUt counterfeit, 
thou wouldst not have slipped out of my contemplation: 
but it is no matter; thyself upon thyseUT! The common 
curse of mankind, folly and ignorance, be thine in great 
revenue! heaven bless thee m>m a tutor, and discipline 
come not near thee 1 Let thy blood be thy direction tUl thy 
death! then if she that lays thee out says thou art a fair 
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corse, I'll be sworn and sworn upon't she never slirouded 
any but lazsurs. Amen, — ^Wbere 's Achilles ? ^ 
JPatr. What, art thou devout? wast thou, in prayer?' 

Ther. Ay ; the heavenB hear me ! 

« 

Miter Achillas. 

AchU. Who's there? 

Patr. Thersites, my lord. 

AchiL Where, where? — ^Art thou come? Why, my 
cheese, my digestion, why hast thou not served thyself in 
to my table so many meak ? Come, — ^what 's Agamemnon? 

Tier, Thy commander, Achilles : — then tell me, Pafcro- 
dus,^ what 's Achilles? 

P<Ur, Thy lord, Thersites : then tell me, I pray thee, 
what 's t^self ? 

Ther. Thy knower, Patrodua: then tell me, Patrodus, 
what art thou? 

Pair, Thou mayest tell that knowest. 

AchU. O, tell, t^. 

Ther. I'll declme the whole question. Agam^emnon 
commands Achilles ; Achilles is my lord; I am Patroclus' 
knower ; and Patroclus is a fool. 

PcUr. You rascal I 

Ther. Peace,, fool! I have not done. 

AchU. He is a privileged man. — ^Proceed, Thersites. 

Ther. Agamemnon is a tool; Achilles is a fool; Thersites 
is a fool; and, as aforesaid, PatroduQ is a fool. 

AchU. Derive this; come. 

Ther, Agamemnon is a £ool to offer to command Achilles ; 
Achilles is a fool to be commanded of A^amraooLon; 
Thersites is a fool to serve such a fool; and Patroclus is 
a fool positive. 

Pair. Why am I a fool? 

Ther. Make that demand of the prover. It suffices me 
thou art. — Look you, who comes here? 

AchU. Patrodus^ I'U spesJt with nobody. — Come in with 
me, Thersites. [Exit 

Ther. Here is such patchery, such juggling, and sudi 
knavery! all the argument is a cuckold and a whore; a 
good quarrel to draw emulous factions and bleed to death 
upon. Now the dry serpigo on the subject! and war and 
lechery confound all ! [Exit 

Enter Agamemnon, Ulysses, Nestob, Piomedes,, 

and Ajax. 

Agam. Where is AduUQs? 
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Pair, Within his tent ; but ill-dispos*d, my lord. 

Agam, Let it be known to him that we are here. 
He Sheoi our messengers ; and we lay by 
Our appertainments, visiting of him : ' 
Let hmi be told so ; lest, perchance, he think 
We dare not move the question of our place, 
Or know not what we are. 

Patr, I shall say so to him. EtoL 

Ulyss. We saw him at the opening of his tent : 
He is not sick. 

Ajax. Yes, lion-sick, sick of proud heart : yon mav call 
it melancholy, if you will favour the man ; but, by my head, 
'tis pride: but why, why? let him show us the cause. — A 
word, my lord. [Takes Agamemnon aside* 

Nest, What moves Ajax thus to bav at him? 

Ulyss. Achilles hath inveigled his iool from him. 

Nest. Who, Thersites? 

Ulyss, He. 

Nest, Then will Ajax lack matter, if he have lost his 
arffmnent. 

Ulyss, No; you see, he is his argument that has his 
argument, — Achilles. 

If est All the better; their fraction is more our wish 
than their faction. But it was a strong composure a fool 
could disunite. 

Ulyss, The amity that wisdom knits not, folly may 
easily untie. Here comes Fatroclus. 

JVe«& No Achilles with him. 

^ Ulyss, The elephant hath joints, but none for comteBy: 
his legs are legs for necessity, not for flexur& 

Ee-enter Patroclus. 

Poitr, Achilles bids me say, he is much sorry. 
If anything more than your sport and pleasure 
Did move your greatness and this noblB state 
To call upon him ; he hopes it is no other 
But for your health and your digestion sake, — 
An after-dinner's breath. 

Agam, Hear you, Fatroclus : — 

We are too well acquainted with these answers : 
But his evasion, wing'd thus swift with scorn, 
Cannot outfly our apprehensions. 
Much attribute he hath ; and much the reason 
Why we ascribe it to him : yet all his virtues, — 
Not virtuously on his own part beheld, — 
Do in our eyes begin to lose their gloss; 
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Tea, like fair fruit in an unwholesome dish, 

Are like to rot untasted. Go and tell him 

We come to speak with him ; and you shall not sin 

If you do say we think him over-proud 

And under-honest ; in self-assumption greater 

Than in the note of judgment; and worthier than himself 

Here tend the savage strangeness he puts on, 

Difu^uise the hol^ stren^h of their command. 

And underwrite in an observing kind 

His humorous predominance; yea, watch 

His pettish lunes, his ebbs, his flows, as if 

The passage and whole carriage of this action 

Rode on ms tide. Go tell him this ; and add. 

That if he overhold his price so much, 

We^ll none of him ; but let him, like an engine 

Not portable, lie under this report, — 

Brin^ action hither, this cannot go to war : 

A stirring dwarf we do allowance give 

Before a deeping giant : — tell him so. 

Pair, I shall ; and bring his answer presently. \Ex\i, 

Agam, In second voice we^ll not be satisfied; 
We come to speak with him. — Ulysses, enter you. 

[Exit Ultssbs. 

Ajax, What is he more than another? 

AgaTn. No more than what he thinks he is. 

Ajax. Is he so much? Do you not think he thinks him- 
self a better man than I am? 

Agam. No question. 

Ajcuc Will you subscribe his thought, and say he is? 

Agam. No, noble Ajax; you are as strong, as valiant, 
as wise, no less noble, much more gentle, and altogether 
more tractable. 

Ajax, Why should a man be proud? How doth pride 
grow? I know not what pride is. 

Agam, Your mind is the clearer, Ajax, and your virtues 
the fairer. He that is proud eats up himself: pride is his 
own glass, his own trumpet, his own chronicle ; and what- 
ever praises itself but in the deed devours the deed in the 
praise. 

Ajax. I do hate a proud man as I hate the engendering 
of toads. 

Neat Tet he loves himself: is't not strange? [Aside, 

Re-enter Ulysses. 

Ulyss. Achilles will not to the field to-morrow. 
Agam, What 's his excuse? 
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UlytB, Hedotlirely onnow; 

Bat carries on the stream of his di^Kwe^ 
Without observance or respect of any. 
In will peculiar and in sel^adraission. 

Agam, Why will he not, npon our &ir vaqfoest^ 
Untent hisperson, and share the air wi^ ns? 

Uly88, Things small as nothing, for request's sake oaly. 
He makes important : possess'd he is with greatness: 
And speaks not to himself bat with a pride 
That quarrels at self-breath : imafi;in'd worth 
Holds in his blood such swoln and hot disooone 
That 'twixt his mental and his active parts 
Kingdom'd Achilles in commotion niges» 
And batters down himself: what shcmld I say? 
He is so plaguy proud that the death tokens of it 
Cry, No recovery. 

Agam, Let Ajax fro to him. — 

Dear lord, «> you and greet him in his tent: 
*Ti8 said he nolds you well ; and will be IcnI, 
At your request, a little from himself. 

&ty88, O Agamemnon, let it not be so I 
We'll consecrate the steps that Ajax makes 
When they eo from Acmlles. Shall the proud lord. 
That bastes nis arrogance with his own seun, 
And never suffers matter of the world 
Enter his thoughts, — save such as do revolvt 
And ruminate nimself, — shall he be worshipped 
Of that we hold an idol more than he? 
No, this thrice-worthy and right valiant lord 
Most not so stale his palm, nooly acquir*d ; 
Kor, by my will, assuojugate his merit» 
As amply titled as Achilles is, 
Bv going to Achilles : 
That were to enlard his fat-already pride, 
And add more coals to Cancer when he bums 
With entertaining great Hj^rion. 
This lord go to him ! Jupiter forbid ; 
And say in thunder, Achilles go to him. 

Nest 0, this is well ; he rubs the vein of him. [A^dt, 

Dio, And how his silence drinks up this Mplanse! 

iAmd9. 

Ajax, If I go to him, with my armed fist 
1*11 pash him o'er the face. 

Agam, O, no, you shall not go. 

Ajax, An 'a be proud with me PU pheeas his pridts 
Let me go to him. 
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Ulyss. Not for the worth that hangs upon oar q'A:arr6L 

Ajax, A paltry, insolent fellow I 

Nest. How he describes himself ! [Aside., 

Ajax, Can he not be sociable? 

iJlyaa. The raven chides blackness. [Aside, 

Ajax, m let his humours blood. 

A gam. He will be the physician that should be the 
patient. [Aside, 

Ajax, An all men were o' my mind, — 

Ulyss, Wit would be out of fEtshiofi. [Amde, 

Ajax. 'A should not bear it so, 'a fihouM eat swells 
first : shall pride carry it ? 

Nest. An 'twould, you'd carry ha]£ [Aside, 

Ulyss, 'A would have ten shares. [Aside. 

Ajax, I will knead him. III make him supple. 

Nest, He's not yet thorough warm^ force him with 
praises : pour in, pour in : his ambition is dry. ^ [Aside, 

Ulyss, My lord, you feed too much on this disl&e. 

[To Agamemnon. 

Nest. Our noble general, do not do so. 

Dio. You must prepare to fight without Achilles. 

Ulyss. Why, 'tis tms naming of him does him harm. 
Here is a man — but 'tis before nis face ; 
I will be sUent. 

Nest. Wherefore should you so? 

He is not emulous, as Achilles is. 

Ulyss. Know the whole world, he is as valiant. ^ 

Ajax. A whoreson dog, that ehaU palter thus with us ! 
Would he were a Trojan! 

Nest What a vice were it in Ajax now, — 

Ulyss. K he were proud, — 

Dio, Or covetous of praise, — 

Ulyss. Ay, or surly Dome, — 

Dio, Or strange, or self -affected! 

Ulyss. Thank the heavens, lord, thou &ct of sweet com- 
posure; 
Praise him that got thee, she that gave thee suck; 
Fam'd be thy tutor, and thy parts of nature 
Thrice-fam'ci, beyond all erumtion : 
But he that disciplin'd thy arms to fight. 
Let Mars divide eternitv in twain, 
And give him half: ana, for thy vigour, 
Bull-bearing Milo his addition yield 
To sinewy Ajax. I will not praise thy wisdom, 
Which, like a bourn, a pale, a shore, confines 
Thy spacious and dilated parts : here 's Nestor,— « 
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Instracted hj the antiquary times, 
He must, he is, he cannot but be wise ; — 
But pardon, father Nestor, were your days 
As green as Ajax*, and your brain so tempered, 
Tou should not have the eminence of him, 
But be as Ajax. 

Ajax, Shall I call you father? 

Nest. Ay, my good son. 

J>io, Be rul'd by him. Lord Ajax. 

ITlyss. There is no tarrying here ; the hart Achilles 
Keeps thicket. Please it our great general 
To call together all his state of war; 
Fresh kings are come to Troy. To-morrow 
We must with all our main of power stand fast : 
And here^s a lord, — come knights from east to west. 
And cull their flower, Ajax shall cope the best. 

Agam, Go we to council. Let Achilles sleep : 
Light boats sail swift, though greater hulks draw deep. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE L— Trot. A Boom in Priam's PcUace. 

Enter Pandarus and a Servant. 

Pan. Friend, you, — pray you, a word : do not you follow 
the young Lord Paris? 

Serv. Ay, sir, when he goes before me. 

Pan. You depend upon him, I mean? 

Serv. Sir, I do depend upon the lord. 

Pan, You depend upon a noble gentleman; 
I must needs praise him. 

Serv. The lord be praised! 

Pan. You know me, do you not? 

Serv. Faith, sir, superficially. 

Pan. Friend, know me better ; I am the Lord Pandarus. 

Serv. I hope I shall know your honour better. 

Pan. I do desire it 

Serv. You are in the state of grace. [Mtiaic within. 

Pan. Grace! not so, friend; honour and lordship are 
my titles. — ^What music is this? 

Serv. I do but partly know, sir : it is music in parta 

Pan. Know you the musicians? 

Serv. Wholly, sir. 
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Pan, Who play they to? 

Serv, To the hearers, sir. 

Pan, At whose pleasure, firiend? 

Serv, At mine, sir, and theirs that love music. 

Pan, Command, I mean, friend. 

Serv. Who shall I command, sir? 

Pan, Friend, we understand not one another : I am too 
courtly, and thou art too cunning. At whose request do 
these men play? 

Serv. That s to't, indeed, sir. Marry, sir, at the request 
of Paris my lord, who is there in person ; with him, the 
mortal Venus, the heart-blood of beauty, love's invisible 
soul, — 

Pan, Who, my cousin Cressida? 

Serv. No, sir, Helen : could you not find out that by 
her attributes? 

Pan. It should seem, fellow, that thou hast not seen the 
Lady Cressida. I come to speak with Paris from the 
Prince Troilus : I will make a complimental assault upon 
him, for my business seethes. 

Serv, Sodden business I there's a stewed phrase indeed ! 

Enter Pabis and Helen, attended. 

Pan, Fair be to you, my lord, and to all this fair com- 
pany! fiEur desires, in aU fair measure, &irly guide them! 
— especially to you, fsiir queen ! fair thoughts oe your £ur 
pillow ! 

Helen. Dear lord, you are fidl of fair words. 

Pan. You speak your fair pleasure, sweet queen. — Fair 
prince, here is good broken music. 

Par. You have broke it, cousin : and by my life, you 
shall make it whole again; you shall piece it out with a 
piece of your performance. — IN ell, he is mil of harmony. 

Pan, Truly, lady, no. 

Helen, 0, sir, — 

Pan, Rude, in sooth ; in good sooth, very rude. 

Par, Well said, my lord ! well, you say so in fits. 

Pan. I have business to my lord, dear queen. — My lord, 
will you vouchsafe me a word? 

Helen, Nay, this shall not hedge us out : we'll hear you 
sing, certainly. ^ 

Pan, Well, sweet queen, you are pleasant with me. — 
But, marry, thus, my lord, — My dear lord, and most 
esteemed mend, your brother Troilus, — 

Helen. My Lord Pandaxus; honey-sweet lord, — 

VOL. IV. 2 ^ 
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Pan. Go to, sweet queen, go to : — commends himself 
most aflfectionately to you, — 

Helen. You shall not bob us out of our melody : if you 
do, our melancholy upon your head ! 

Pan. Sweet queen, sweet queen ; that 's a sweet queen, 
i' faith. 

Helen. And to make a sweet lady sad is a sour offence. 

Pan. Nay, that shall not serve your turn ; that shall it 
not, in truth, la. Nay, I care not tor such words ; no, no. 
— And, my lord, he desires you that, if the king call for 
him at supper, you will make his excuse. 

Helen. My Lord Pandarus, — 

Pan. What says my sweet queen, — my very very sweet 
queen? 

Par. What exploit 's in hand? where sups he to-night? 

Helen. Nay, but, my lord, — 

Pan. What says my sweet queen ? — My cousin will fSall 
out with you. x ou must not know where he sups. 

Par. I'll lay my Kfe, with my dispotor Oressida. 

Pan. No, no, no such matter; you are wide: come, 
your disposer is sick. 

Par. Well, I'll make excuse. 

Pan. Ay, good my lord. Why should you say Cressida? 
no, your poor disposer 's sick. 

Par, I spy. 

Pan. You spy! what do you spy? — Come, give me an 
instrument. — Now, sweet aueen. 

Helen. Why, this is kindly done. 

Pan. My niece is horribly in love with a thing you have, 
sweet queen. 

Helen. She shall have it, my lord, if it be not my Lord 
Paris. 

Pan. He ! no, she'll none of him ; they two are 
twain. 

Helen. Falling in, after falling out, may make them 
three. 

Pan. Come, come, I'll hear no more of this ; I'U sing 
you a song now. 

Helen. Ay, ay, pr'ythee now. By my troth, sweet lord, 
thou hast a fine forehead. 

Pan. Ay, you may, you may. 

Helen. Let thy song be love : tl^is love will undo us aUL 
Cupid, Cupid, Cupid ! 

Pan. Love ! ay, tnat it shaU, i' faith. 

Par. Ay, good now, love, love, nothing but love. 

Pan. In good troth, it begins so : [Sings. 
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Love, love, nothing but love, still more I 

For, oh, love's bow 

Shoots buck and doe : 

The shaft confounds, 

Not that it wounds, 
But tickles still the sore. 
These lovers cry— Oh ! oh ! they die ! 

Yet that which seems the wound to kill, 
Doth turn oh ! oh ! to ha ! ha ! he ! 

So dying love lives still: 
Oh ! oh ! a while, but ha ! ha ! ha ! 
Oh ! oh ! groans out for ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Heigh-ho ! 

Helen. In love, i' faith, to the very tip of the nose. 

Par. He eats nothing but doves, love ; and that breeds 
hot blood, and hot blood begets hot thoughts, and hot 
thoughts beget hot deeds, and hot deeds Is love. 

Pan. Is this the generation of love? hot blood, hot 
thoughts, and hot deeds ? Why, they are vii)ers : is love 
a generation of vipers? — Sweet lord, who's a-field to- 
day? 

Par. Hector, Deiphobus, Helenus, Antenor, and all the 
gallantry of Troy : I would fain have armed to-day, but 
my Nell would not have it so. How chance my brother 
Troilus went not? 

Helen. He hangs the lip at something : — you know all. 
Lord Pandarus. 

Pan. Not I, honey-sweet queen. — I long to hear how 
they sped to-day. You'll remember your brother's ex- 
cusei? 

Par. To a hair. 

Pan. Farewell, sweet queen. 

Helen. Commend me to your niece. 

Pan. I will, sweet queen. [Exit. 

[A retreat sounded. 

Par. They are come from field : let us to Priam's hall 
To greet the warriors. Sweet Helen, I must woo you 
To help unarm our Hector : his stubborn buckles. 
With these your white wichanting fingers touch'd, 
Shall more obey than to the edge of steel. 
Or force of Greekish sinews ; you shall do more 
Than all the island kings, — <Lisarm great Hector. 

Helen. 'Twill make us proud to be his servant, Paris ; 
Yea, what he shall receive of us in duty 
Gives us more palm in beauty than we have, 
Yea, overshines ourself. 

Par. Sweet, above thought I love thee. [Exeuht 
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SCENE II.— Troy. Pandarus* Orchard, 

Enter Pandarus and Troilus* Boy, meeting. 

Pan. How now! where *8 thy master? at my cousin 
Cressida*s? 
Boy. No, sir ; he stays for you to conduct him thither. 
Pan. O, here he comes. 

Enter Troilus, 

How now, how now! 

Tro. Sirrah, walk off. [Exit Boy. 

Pan. Have you seen my cousin? 

TVo. No, Pandarus : I stalk about her door, 
like a strange soul upon the Stygian banks 
Staying for waftage. O, be thou my Charon, 
And give me swiit tvansportance to those fields 
Where I may wallow in the lily beds 
Proposed for the deserver ! O gentle Pandarus, 
From Cupid's shoulder pluck his painted wings. 
And fly with me to Cressid! 

Pan. Walk here i' the orchard, I'll bring her straight. 

[Exit. 

Tro. I am giddy ; expectation whirls me round. 
The imaginary relish is so sweet 
That it enchants mv sense ; what will it be, 
When that the wat ry palate tastes indeed 
Love's thrice-repured nectar? death, I fear me; 
Swooning destruction ; or some joy too fine, 
Too subtle-potent, tun'd too sharp in sweetness, 
For the capacity of my ruder powers : 
I fear it much ; and I do fear besides 
That I shall lose distinction in my joys ; 
As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps 
The enemy flying. 
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Re-enter Pandarus. 

Pan. She's making her ready, she'll come straight: 
ou must be witty now. She does so blush, and fetches 
er wind so short, as if she were framed with a sprite : 
rU fetch her. It is the prettiest villam : she fetches her 
breath as short as a new-ta'en sparrow. [ExU. 

Tro. Even such a passion doth embrace my bosom ; 
My hearfc beats thicker than a feverous pulse; 
And all my powers do their bestowing lose, 
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like vassala&;e at unawares encount^rinsc 
The eye of majesty. ^ 

He-enter Pandabus toith Cbessida. 

Pan, Come, come, what need you blush? shame's a baby. 
— Here she is now : swear the oaths now to her that you 
have sworn to me. — ^What, are you gone again? you must 
be watched ere you be made tame, must you ? Come your 
ways, come your ways ; an you draw backward, we*ll put 
you i' the fills.— Why do you not speak to her? — Come, 
draw this curtain, and let's see your picture. Alas the 
day, how loth you are to offend daylight! an' 'twere 
dark, you'd close sooner. So, so; rub on, and kiss the 
mistress. How now, a kiss in fee-farm ! build there, car- 
jjenter ; the air is sweet. Nay, you shall fight your hearts 
out ere I part you. The falcon as the tercel, for all the 
ducks i' the river : go to, go to. • 

Tro, You have bereft me of all words, lady. 

Pan, Words pay no debts, give her deeds : but she'll 
bereave you o'tne deeds too, if she call your activity in 
question. What, billing again? Here's — In mtneaa wfiereqf 
me parties interchangeably — Come in, come in: I'll go get 
a fire. [Exit 

Cres, Will you walk in, my lord? 

Tro, O Cressida, how often have I wished me thus ! 

Cres, Wished, my lord! — The gods grant, — O my lord! 

Tro. What should they^ant? what makes this pretty 
abruption ? What too cunous dreg espies my sweet lady 
in the fountain of our love? 

Cres. More dregs than water, if my fears have eyes. 

Tro, Fears make devils of cherubims ; they never see truly. 

Cres. Blind fear, that seeing reason leads, finds safer 
footing than blind reason stumbling without fear : to fear 
the worst ofb cures the worse. 

Tro. 0, let my lady apprehend no fear: in all Cupid's 
pageant there is presented no monster. 

Ores, Nor nothing monstrous neither? 

Tro, Nothing, but our undertakings; when we vow to 
weep seas, live in fire, eat rocks, tome tigers; thinking 
it harder for our mistress to devise imposition enough 
than for us to undergo any difficulty imposed. ^ This is the 
monstruosity in love, lady, — that the will is infinite, and 
the execution confined; that the desire is boundless, and 
the act a slave to limit. 

Cres. They say, all lovers swear more perfonnanoe 
than they are able, and yet reserve aa ability that tbey 
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never perform ; vowing more than the perfection of ten, and 
discharging less than the tenth part of one. They that 
have the voice of lions and the act of hares, are they not 
monsters? 

Tro. Are there such? such are not we : praise ns as we 
are tasted, allow us as we prove ; our head shall go bare 
till merit crown it : no perfection in reversion shall have a 
praise in present : we wiU not name desert before his birth ; 
and, being bom, his addition shall be humble. Few words 
to fair faith: Troilus shall be such to Cressid as what 
envy can s^ worst shall be a mock for his truth; and 
what truth can speak truest not truer than Troilus. 

Cres, Will you walk in, my lord? 

Re-enter Pandarus. 

Pan. What, blushing still? have you not done talking 
yet? 

Cres. Well, uncle, what folly I commit, I dedicate to you. 

Pan. I thank you for that: if my lord get a boy of 
you, you'll give him me. Be true to my lord : if he flinch, 
chide me for it. 

Tro. You know ^ow your hostages ; your uncle's word 
and my firm faith. 

Pan. Nay, I'll give my word for her too : our kindred, 
though they be long ere they are wooed, they are constant 
being won: they are burs, I can tell you; they'll stick 
where they are thrown. 

Crea. Boldness comes to me now, and brings me heart : — 
Prince Troilus, I have lov'd you night and day 
For many weary months. 

Tro. Why was my Cressid, then, so hard to win ? 

Crea. Hard to seem won ; but I was won, my lord. 
With the first glance that ever — Pardon me, — 
If I confess much, you will play the tyrant. 
I love you now ; but not, till now, so much 
But I might master it : — in faith, I lie ; 
My thoughts were like unbridled children, grown 
Too headstrong for their mother : — see, we fools ! 
Why have I bmbb'd? who shall be true to us, 
When we are so unsecret to ourselves? — 
But, though I lov'd you well, I woo'd you not ; 
And yet, good faith, I wish'd myself a man, 
Or that we women had men's privilege 
Of speaking first. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue ; 
For, in this rapture, I shall surely speak 
The thing I shall repent. See, see, your silence, 
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Oumiing in dumbness, from my weakness draws 
My very soul of conscience ! — Stop my mouth. 

Tro. And shall, albeit sweet music issues thence. 

Pan. Pretty, i' faith. 

Ores. My lord, I do beseech you, pardon me ; 
'Twas not my purpose thus to beg a idss : 
I am asham'd; — O heavens! what have I done? 
For this time will I take my leave, my lord. 

Tro. Your leave, sweet Cressid! 

Pan. Leave! an you take leave till to-morrow morning, — 

Ores. Pray you, content you. 

Tro. What offends you, lady? 

Ores. Sir, mine own company. 

Tro. You cannot shun 

Yourself 

Gre8. Let me go and try : 
I have a kind of self resides with you ; 
But an unkind self^ that itself wiU leave 
To be another's fool. I would be gone : — 
Where is my wit? I know not what I speak. 

Tro. WeU know they what they speak that speak so 
wisely. 

Crea. Perchance, my lord, I show more craft than love ; 
And fell so roundly to a large confession. 
To angle for your thoughts : but you are wise; 
Or else you love not ; ror to be wise and love 
Exceeds man's miffht ; that dwells with gods above. 

Tro. that I thought it could be in a woman, — 
As, if it can, I will presume in you, — 
To feed for aye her lamp and flames of love; 
To keep her constancy in plight and youth. 
Outliving beauty's outward, with a mind 
That doth renew swifter than blood decays ! 
Or, that persuasion could but thus convince me, — 
That my integrity and truth to you 
Might be affix)nted with the match and weight 
Of such a winnow'd purity in love ; 
How were I then uplifted! but, alas! 
I am as true as truth's simplicity. 
And simpler than the infEuacy of truth. 

Crea. In that I'll war with you. 

Tro. O virtuous fight, 

When right with right wars who shall be most right ! 
True swains in love shall, in the world to come, 
Approve their truths by Troilns : when their rhymes, 
Full of protest, of oath, and big compare, 
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Want similes, tmth tir*d with iteration, — 
As true as steel, as plantage to the moon. 
As STin to day, as turtle to her mate, 
As iron to adamant, as earth to the centre, — 
Yet, after all comparisons of truth. 
As truth's authentic author to be cited, 
As true as Troilus shall crown up the verse. 
And sanctify the numbers. 

Ores. Prophet may you be ! 

If I be false, or swerve a hair from truth. 
When time is old and hath foi^t itself, 
When waterdrops have worn the stones of Troy, 
And blind oblivion swallowed cities up. 
And mighty states char^terless are grated 
To dusty nothing; yet let memory 
From false to false, among false maids in love, 
Upbraid my falsehood ! wnen they have said — as false 
As air, as water, wind, or sandy earth. 
As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer's calf, 
Pard to the hind, or stepdame to her son ; 
Yea, let them say, to stick the heart of falsehood. 
As false as Cressid. 

Pan, Go to, a bargain made : seal it, seal it ; I'll be the 
witness. Here I hold your hand ; here my cousin's. If 
ever you prove false one to another, since I have taken 
such pains to bring you together, let all pitiful goers 
between be called to the world's end after my name, call 
them all Pandars; let all constant men be Troiluses, all 
false women Cressids, and all brokers-between Pandars! 
say, amen. 

Tro, Amen. 

Ores, Amen. 

Pan. Amen. Whereupon I will show you a chamber 
and a bed ; which bed, because it shall not speak of your 
pretty encounters, press it to death: away! 
And Cupid grant all tongue-tied maidens here, 
Bed, chamber, Pandar to provide this gear! [ExeunL 



SCENE m.— 7%e Grecian Camp, 

Enter Agamemnon, Ulysses, Diomedes, Nestor, Ajax, 

Menelaus, and Calchas. 

CaL Now, princes, for the service I have done you 
The advantage of the time prompts me aloud 
To call for recompense. Appear it to your mind 
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Tha^j, throuch the sight I bear in things to Jove, 

I have abandon'd Troy, left my possession, 

Incnrr'd a traitor's name ; expos d myself, 

From certain and possess'd conveniences, 

To doubtful fortunes ; sequestering from me all 

That time, acquaintance, custom, and condition 

Made tame and most famUiar to my nature; 

And here, to do you service, am become 

As new into the world, strange, unacquainted : 

I do beseech you, as in way of taste. 

To give me now a little benefit, 

Out of those many registered in promise. 

Which, you say, live to come in my behalf. 

Agam. What wouldst thou of us, Trojan? make demand. 

Col. You have a Trojan prisoner, call'd Antenor, 
Yesterday took : Troy holds him very dear. 
Oft have you, — often have you thanks therefore, — 
Desired my Cressid in right great exchange, 
Whom Troy hath still denied : but this Antenor, 
I know, is such a wrest in their affairs 
That their negotiations all must slack 
Wanting his manaee ; and they will almost 
Give us a prince of blood, a son of Priam, 
In change of him : let him be sent, great princes. 
And he shall buy my daughter ; and her presence 
Shall quite strike on all service I have done 
In most accepted pain. 

Agam. Let Diomedes bear him. 

And bring us Cressid hither : Oalchas shall have 
What he requests of us. — Good Diomed, 
Furnish you fairly for this interchange : 
Withal, bring word if Hector will to-morrow 
Be answered m his challenge : Ajax is ready. 

Dio. This shall I undertake ; and 'tis a burden 
Which I am proud to bear. 

[Exeunt Diomedes and Oalchas. 

Enter Achilles and Patroclus, before their tent, 

Ulysa. Achilles stands i' the entrance of his tent : — 
Please it our general to pass strangely by him. 
As if he were forgot; and, princes all. 
Lay negligent and loose regard upon him: 
I wiU come last. 'Tis like he'll question me 
Why such unplausive eyes are b^t on him : 
If so, I have derision med'cinable. 
To use between your straQgeness and his pride^ 
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Which his own will shall have desire to drink : 
It may do good : pride hath no other glass 
To show itself but pride ; for supple ^ees 
Feed arrogance, and are the proud man's fees. 

Agam, We'll execute your purpose, and put on 
A form of strangeness as we pass along ; — 
So do each lord ; and either greet him not, 
Or else disdainfully, which snail shake him more 
Than if not look'd on. I will lead the way. 

Achil. What, comes the general to speak with me? 
You know my mind. Til fight no more 'gainst Troy. 

Agam. What says Achilles? would he aught with us? 

Neat. Would you, my lord, aught with the general? 

Achil. No. 

Nest. Nothing, my lord. 

Agam. The better. [Exeunt Aqam. and Nest. 

Achil. Good day, good day. 

Men. How do vou? how do you? [Exit 

Achil. What, aoes the cuckold scorn me? 

Ajax. How now, Patroclus? 

Achil. Good-morrow, Ajax. 

Ajax. Ha? 

AchU. Good-morrow. 

Aja>x. Ay, and good next day too. [Exit. 

Achil. What mean those fellows? Know they not 
Achilles? 

Patr. They pass by strangely : they were us'd to bend, 
To send their smiles before tnem to Achilles ; 
To come as humbly as they us'd to creep 
To holy altars. 

Achil. What, am I poor of late? 

'Tis certain, greatness, once fallen out with fortune, 
Must fall out with men too. What the declin'd is, 
He shall as soon read in the eyes of others 
As feel on his own fall : for men, like butterflies, 
Show not their mealy wings but to the summer; 
And not a man, for being simply man, 
Hath any honour ; but honour for those honours 
That are without him, as place, riches, and fayour, 
Prizes of accident as oft as merit : 
Which when they fall, as being slippery standers, 
The love that lean'd on them as slippery too, 
Do one pluck down another, and together 
Die in the fall. But 'tis not so with me : 
Fortune and I are friends; I do enjoy 
At ample point all that I did possess 
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Save these men's looks ; who do, methinks, find out 
Something not worth in me such rich beholding 
As they have often given. Here is Ulysses : 
I'll interrupt his reading. — 
How now, Ulysses ! 

Uly88. Now, great Thetis' son ! 

AchU. What are you reading? 

Ulyss. A strange fellow here 

Writes me, That man, — ^how dearly ever parted, 
How much in having, or without or in,-7- 
Oannot make boast te have that which he hath, 
Nor feels not what he owes, but by reflection ; 
As when his virtues shining upon others 
Heat them, and they retort that heat again 
To the first giver. 

AchU. This is not strange, Ulysses. 

The beauty that is borne here in the face 
The bearer knows not, but commends itself 
To others' eyes : nor doth the eye itself, — 
That most pure spirit of sense, — behold itself, 
Not going from itself; but eye to eye oppos'd: 
Salutes each other with each other's form : 
For speculation turns not to itself 
Till it hath tratell'd, and is mirror'd there 
Where it may see itsel£ This is not strange at all. 

Ulyss, I do not strain at the position, — 
It is familiar, — ^but at the author's drift; 
Who, in his circumstance, expressly proves 
That no man is the lord of anything, — 
Though in and of him there be mu^ consisting, — 
Till he communicate his parts to others ; 
Nor doth he of himself know them for aught 
Till he behold them form'd in the applause 
Where they 're extended ; who, like an arch, reverberates 
The voice again ; or, like a gate of steel 
Fronting the sun, receives and renders back 
His figure and his heat. I was much rapt in this ; 
And apprehended here immediately 
The unknown Ajax. 

Heavens, what a man is there! a very horse; 
That has he knows not what. Nature, what things there are 
Most abject in regard and dear in use! 
What things again most dear in the esteem 
And poor in worth! Now shall we see to-morrow 
An act that very chance doth throw upon him, . 

Ajax renown'd. heavens, what some men dio^ Jm 
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While some men leave to do! 
How some men creep in skittish fortune's hall, 
Whiles others play the idiots in her eyes! 
How one man eats into another's pride, 
While pride is fjE^ting in his wantonness! 
To see these Grecian lords! — why, even already 
They clap the lubber Ajax on the shoulder 
As tf his foot were on brave Hector's breast, 
And great Trov shrinking. 

AchiL I do Delieve it ; for they passed by me 
As misers do by beggars, — neither gave to me 
Good word nor look. What, are my deeds forgot? 

Ulyaa. Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his back, 
Wherein he puts alms for oblivion, 
A great-siz'd monster of ingratitudes : 
Those scraps are good deeds past ; which are devoured 
As fast as they are made, forgot as soon 
As done : perseverance, dear my lord, 
Keeps honour bright : to have done is to hang 
Quite out of fashion, like a rusty mail 
In monumental mockery. Take the instant way; 
For honour travels in a strait so narrow, 
Where one but goes abreast : keep, then, the path ; 
For emulation hath a thousand sons 
That one by one pursue : if you give way, 
Or hedge aside from the direct forthright, 
like to an enter'd tide they all rush by 
And leave you hindmost ; 
Or, like a gallant horse feJl'n in first rank, 
Lie there mv pavement to the abject rear, 
O'er-run and trampled on : then what they do in present, 
Though less than yours in past, must o'ertop yours ; 
For tmie is like a fashionable host. 
That slightly shakes his parting guest by the hand; 
And with his arms out-stretch'd, as he would fly, 
Grasps-in the comer : welcome ever smiles, 
And farewell goes out sighing. O, let not virtue seek 
Kemuneration for the thing it was ; 
For beauty, wit. 

High birth, vigour of bone, desert in service, 
Love, friendship, charity, are subjects all 
To envious and calumniating time.. 
One touch of nature makes the whole world kin, — 
That all, with one consent, praise new-bom gawds. 
Though they are made and moulded of things past ; 
And give to dust that is a little gilt 
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More laud than gilt o'er-dusted. The present eye 

Praises the present object : 

Then marvel not, thou ^reat and c6mplete man, 

That idl the Greeks begm to worship Ajax ; 

Since things in motion sooner catch the eye 

Than what not stirs. The cry went once on thee, 

And still it might ; and yet it may again, 

If thou wouldst not entomb thyself sdive, 

And case thy reputation in thy tent ; 

Whose glorious deeds but in tnese fields of late 

Made emulous missions 'mongst the gods themselves, 

And drave great Mars to faction. 

A chU. Of this my privacy 

I have strong reasons. 

Ulyss. But 'gainst your privacy 

The reasons are more potent and heroical : 
'Tis known, Achilles, that you are in love 
With one of Priam's daughters. 

Achil. Ha! known! 

Ulyss. Is that a wonder? 
The providence that 's in a watchful state 
Ejiows almost every grain of Pluto's gold ; 
Finds bottom in the uncomprehensive deeps ; 
Keeps place with thought, and almost, like the gods. 
Does thoughts unveil in their dumb cradles. 
There is a mystery — ^with whom relation 
Durst never meddle — in the soul of state ; 
Which hath an operation more divine 
Than breath or pen can give expressure to : 
All the commerce that you have had with Troy 
As perfectly is ours as yours, my lord ; 
And better would it fit Achilles much 
To throw down Hector than Polyxena: 
But it must grieve young Pyrrhus now at home. 
When fame snail in our island sound her trump; 
And all the Greekish girls shall tripping sing, 
Ch-eat Hector* 8 sister did Achilles win; 
But our brave Ajax bravely beat dovm him. 
Farewell, my lord : I as your lover speak ; 
The fool slides o'er the ice that you should break. [Exit. 

Patr. To this effect, Achilles, have I moved you : 
A woman impudent and mannish grown 
Is not more loath'd than an effeminate man 
In time of action. I stand condemn'd for this ; 
They think my little stomach to the war, 
And your great love to me, restrains you thus : 
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Sweet, rouse yourself; and the weak wanton Cupid 
Shall from your neck unloose his amorous fold, 
And, like a dew-drop from the lion's mane, 
Be shook to air. 

Achil. Shall Ajax fight with Hector? 

Patr. Ay, and perhaps receive much honour by him. 

Achil. I see my reputation is at stake; 
My fame is shrewdly gor'd 

Patr. O, then, beware; 

Those wounds heal ill that men do give themselves; 
Omission to do what is necessary 
Seals a commission to a blank of danger; 
And danger, like an ague, subtly taints 
Even then when we sit idly in the sun. 

Achil. Go call Thersites nither, sweet Patroclus: 
I'll send the fool to Ajax, and desire him 
To invite the Trojan lords, after the combat. 
To see us here unarm' d : I have a woman's longing, 
An appetite that I am sick withal, 
To see great Hector in his weeds of peace; 
To talk with him, and to behold his visage. 
Even to my full of view. A labour sav'd ! 

Enter Thsrsites. 

Ther. A wonder! 

AchU. What? 

Ther, Ajax goes up and down the field asking for himsell 

AchiL How so? 

Ther- He must fight singly to-morrow with Hector; 
and is so prophetically proud of an heroical cudgelling that 
he raves in saying nothmg. 

AchU. How can that be? 

Ther, Why, he stalks up and down like a peacock, — a 
stride and a stand: ruminates like an hostess that hath 
no arithmetic but her brain to set down her reckoning: 
bites his lip with a politic regard, as who should say. There 
were wit in this head, an 'twould out ; and so there is ; but 
it lies as coldly in him as fire in a flint, which will not 
show without knocking. The man 's undone for ever ; for 
if Hector break not his neck i'the combat, he'll break it 
himself in vain-glory. He knows not me: I said Good- 
morrotOy Ajax; and he replies. Thanks, Agamemnon, 
What think you of this man, that takes me for the general? 
He is grown a very land fish, langua^eless, a monster. A 
plague of opinion 1 a man may wear it on. both sides, like a 
leatner jerkin. 



SCENE m. TROILXJS AND CKESSIDA. 447 

Achil. Thou must be my ambassador to him, Thersites. 

Ther, Who, I? why, he'll answer nobody; he professes 
not answering : speaking is for beggars ; he wears his tongue 
in 's arms. I will put on his presence : let Patroclus make 
demands to me, you shall see the pageant of Ajax. 

Aehil. To him, Patroclus: tell nim, — I himibly desire 
the valiant Ajax to invite the most valorous Hector to come 
unarmed to my tent ; and to procure safe conduct for his 
person of the magnanimous and most illustrious six-or- 
seven-times-honoured captain-general of the Grecian army, 
Agamemnon. Bo this. 

Pair. Jove bless great Ajax! 

TJier. Hum! 

Pair. I come fi^)m the worthy Achilles, — 

Ther, Ha! 

Pair. Who most humbly desires you to invite Hector to 
liis tent, — 

Ther. Hum! 

Patr. And to procure safe conduct from Agamenmon. 

Ther. Agamemnon! 

Patr. Ay, my lord. 

Ther. Ha! 

Patr. What say you to't? 

Ther. God be wi' you, with all my heart. 

Patr. Your answer, sir. 

Ther. If to-morrow be a fair day, by eleven o'clock it 
will go one way or other : howsoever, he shall pay for me 
ere he has me. 

Patr. Your answer, sir. 

Ther. Fare you well, with all my heart. 

AchU. Why, but he is not in this time, is he? 

TTier. No, but he 's out o* tune thus. What music will 
be in him when Hector has knocked out his brains I know 
not: but, I am sure, none; unless the fiddler Apollo get 
his sinews to make catlings on. 

Achil. Come, thou shalt bear a letter to him straight. 

Tlier. Let me bear another to his horse ; for that 's the 
more capable creature. 

Achil. My mind is troubled, like a fountain stirr'd ; 
And I myself see not the bottom of it. 

[Exeunt Achil. and Patroclus. 

Ther. Would the fountain of your mind were clear again, 
that I might water an ass at it ! I had rather be a tick in 
a sheep than such a valiant ignorance. [Exit. 
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ACT IV. 
SCENE I.— Troy. A Street. 

Enter, at one sidej ^^neas, and Servant with a torch; at 
the other, Paris, Beiphobus, Antbnor, Diomedes, and 
others, ivith torches. 

Par. See, ho! who 's that there? 

Dei. *Tia the Lord ^Eneas. 

jEne. Is the prince there in person? — 
Had I so good occasion to lie long 
As you, Prince Paris, nothing but heavenly business 
Should rob my bed-mate of my company. 

Dio. That's my mind too.— -Good-morrow, Lord iEneos. 

Par. A valiant Greek, JSneas, — take his hand, — 
Witness the process of your speech, wherein 
You told how Diomed, a whole week by days. 
Bid haunt you in the field. 

jEne. Health to you, valiant sir, 

Buring all question of the gentle truce ; 
But when I meet you arm'd, as black defiance 
As heart can think or courage execute. 

Dio. The one and other Biomed embraces. 
Our bloods are now in calm ; and, so long, health ; 
But when contention and occasion meet. 
By Jove, I'll play the hunter for thjr life 
With all my force, pursuit, and pohcy. 

^ne. And thou shalt hunt a uon, that will fly 
With his face backward. — ^In humane gentleness. 
Welcome to Troy ! now, by Anchises' £fe, 
Welcome indeed ! By Venus* hand I sweai- 
No man alive can love, in such a sort, 
The thing he means to kill, more excellently. 

Dio. We sympathize. — Jove, let JEneas live, 
If to my sword nis fate be not the glory, 
A thousand complete courses of the sun ! 
But, in mine emulous honour, let him die, 
With every joint a wound, and that to-morrow! 

jEne. We know each other well. 

Dio. We do ; and long to know each other worse. 

Par. This is the most despiteful gentle greeting, 
The noblest hateful love, that e'er 1 heard o£ — 
What business, lord, so early? 

^ne. I was sent for to the king ; but why, I know not. 
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Par. His purpose meets you : 'twas to bring this Greek 
To Calclias' house ; and there to render him, 
For the en&eed Antenor, the fair Cressid : 
Let 's have your company ; or, if you please, 
Haste there before us : I constantly do think, — 
Or, rather, call my thought a certain knowledge, — 
My brother Troilus lodges there to-night : 
Kouse him, and give him note of our approach. 
With the whole q uality wherefore : I fear 
We shall be much unwelcome. 

^ne. That I assure you : 

Troilus had rather Troy were borne to Greece 
Than Cressid borne from Troy. 

Par. There is no help ; 

The bitter disposition of the time 
Will have it so. On, lord ; we'll follow you. 

^Tie. Good-morrow, alL {Exit, with Servant. 

Par, And tell me, noble Biomed, — faith, tell me 
true. 
Even in the soul of sound good-fellowship, — 
Who, in your thoughts, merits fair Helen best, 
Myself or Menelaus? 

Dio. Both alike t 

He merits well to have her, that doth seek her, — 
Not making any scruple of her soilure, — 
With such a heU of pain and world of charge ; 
And you as well to keep her, that defend her, — 
Not palating the taste of her dishonour, — 
With such a costly loss of wealth and friends : 
He, like a puling cuckold, would drink up 
The lees and dregs of a flat tamed piece ; 
You, like a lecher, out of whorish loins 
Are pleas'd to breed out your inheritors : 
Both merits pois'd, each weighs nor less nor more ; 
But he as he, each heavier for a whore. 

Par. You are too bitter to your countrywoman. 

Dio. She's bitter to her country. Hear me, Paris : — 
For every false drop in her bawdy veins 
A Grecian's life hath sunk ; for every scruple 
Of her contaminated carrion weight 
A Trojan hath been slain : since she could speak, 
She hath not given so many good words breath 
As for her Greeks and Trojans suffer'd death. 

Pan Fair Diomed, you do as chapmen do. 
Dispraise the thing that you desire to buy : 
But we in silence hold tms virtue weU, — 

TOL. IV. 2 Q 
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We'll not commend what we intend to seU. 

Here lies our way. lExeunL 



SCENE II.— Troy. CouH o/Paitoarus* ffotue. 

Enter Troilus and Cressida. 

Tro. Dear, trouble not yourself : the mom is cold. 

Cres. Then, sweet my lord, I'll call mine unde down; 
He shall unbolt the gates. 

Tro. Trouble him not ; 

To bed, to bed ; qleep kiU those pretty eyes^ 
And ^ve as soft attachment to thy senses 
As imants' empty of all thought ! 

Cres. Good-morrow, then. 

Tro. I pr'ythee now, to bed. 

Cres. Are you aweary of me? 

Tro. Cressida I but that the bus^ day, 
Wak'd by the lark, hath rous'd the ribald crows, 
And dreaming night will hide our joys no longer, 
I would not m>m thee. 

Cre8, Night hath been too brie£ 

Tro. Beshrew the witch! with venomous wights she stays 
As tediously as hell ; but flies the grasps of love 
With wings more momentary-swift than thought. 
You will catch cold, alid curse me. 

Ores, lYythee, tarry; — 

You men will never tarry. — 

foolish Cressid! — I might have stiQ held off, 

And then you would have tarried. Hark ! there 'a one up. 
Pan. [within.} What, 's all the doors open here? 
Tro, in is your uncle. 
Crea. A pestilence on him ! now will he be mocking : 

1 shall have such a life! — 

Enter Pandarus. 

Pan. How now, how now? how go maidenheads? — ^Here, 
you maid! where's my cousin Cressid? 

Cres. Go hang yourself, you naughty mocking unde! 
You bring me to do, and then you flout me too. 

Pan, To do what? to do what? — let her say what: 
what have I brought you to do? 

Crea. Come, come, beshrew your heart! you'll ne'er be 
good. 
Nor suffer others. 

Pan. Ha> ha! Alaa^ poor wretch! ah, iK)or capocchio! 



SCENE II. TROILtJS AND CEESSIDA. 461 

liast not slept to-night? would he not, a naughty man, let 
it sleep? a bugbear take him! 

Crea, Did not I tell you? — ^would he were knock*d 
i* the head! — [Knocking, 

Who's that at door? good uncle, go and see. — 
My lord, come you again into my chamber : 
You snule, and mock me, as if I meant naughtily. 

Tro. Ha! ha! 

Crea. Come, you are deceiv'd, I think of no such thing. — 

[Knocking, 
How earnestly they knock! — ^Pray you, come in: 
I would not for half Troy have you seen here. 

[Kxeunt Tboilus and Obessiba. 

Pan. [going to the door,"] Who's there? what 's the mat- 
ter? will you beat down the door? How now? what's the 
matter? 

Enter MNJSAa, 

JSne. Good-morrow, lord, good-morrow. 

Pan, Who's there ! my lord .tineas? By my troth, 
I knew you not : what news with you so early? 

JS^, Is not Prince Troilus here? 

Pan, Here! what should he do here? 

^Ene. Ck)me, he is here, my lord; do not deny him: 
It doth import him much to speak with me. 

Pan, Is lie here, say you? 'tis more than I know, 
I'll be sworn. — ^For my own part, I came in late. 
What should he do here? 

^ne. Who! — nay, then: — come, come, you'll do him 
wrong ere you are ware: vou'U be so true to him to be 
fftlse to him : do not you know of him, but yet go fetch 
him hither; go. 

Aa Pandarits ia going out, re-enter Teoilus. 

Tro. How now ! what's the matter? 

^ne. My lord, I scarce have leisure to salute you. 
My matter is so rash. There is at hand 
Paris your brother, and Deiphobus, 
The Grecian Diomed, and our Antenor 
Deliver'd to us ; and for him forthwith. 
Ere the first sacrifice, within this hour. 
We must give up to Diomedes' hand 
Hie Lady Oressida. 

Tro, Is it so concluded? 

j^ne. By Priam, and the general state of Troy: 
They are at hand, and ready to effect it. 



I 
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Tro. How my achievementa mock me! 
I wfll go meet them : — and, my Lord .tineas. 
We met by chance ; you did not find me here. 

^ne. Grood, good, my lord ; the secrets of nature 
Have not more gift in taciturnity. 

\Exevmt Trotlits and .^Ineas. 

Pan. Ia*t possible? no sooner got but lost? The devil 
take Antenor! the young prince will go mad: a plague 
upon Antenor ! I would they had broke *s neck! 

Be-enter Cbessida. 

Ores. How now ! what is the matter? who was here? 

Pan, Ah, ah! 

Crea, Why sigh you so profoundly? where 's my lord? 
gone! tell me, sweet uncle, what 's the matter? 

Pan. Would I were as deep under the earth as I am 
above! 

Ores. the gods! what's the matter? 

Pan. Pr'ythee, get thee in. Would thou hadst ne'er 
been bom? I knew thou wouldst be his death! — O, poor 
gentleman ! — A plague upon Antenor? 

Crea. Good uncle, I beseech you, on my knees I beseech 
you, what 's the matter? 

Pan, Thou must be gone, wench, thou must be gone; 
thou art changed for ^tenor: thou must to thy father, 
and be gone from Troilus: 'twill be his death; 'twill be his 
bane; he cannot bear it. 

Crea. O you immortal gods! — I will not go. 

Pan. Thou must. 

Crea. I will not, uncle : I have forgot my father; 
I know no touch of consanguinity ; 
No kin, no love, no blood, no soul so near me 
As the sweet Troilus. — you gods divine? 
Make Oressid's name the very crown of falsehood 
If ever she leave Troilus ! Time, force, and death, 
Do to this body what extremes you can ; 
But the strong base and building of my love 
Is as the very centre of the earth. 
Drawing all things to it. — I'll go in and weep, — 

Pan. Do, do. 

Crea. Tear my bright hair, and scratch my praised 
cheeks; 
Crack my clear voice with sobs, and break my heart 
With sounding Troilus. I wiU not go from Troy. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE ni.— Troy, ^reet before Pandarus' Honse. 

Enter Paris, Troilus, -^Eneas, Deiphobus, Antenor, 

and Diomedes. 

Par. It is great morning ; and the hour prefix'd 
Of her delivery to this vahant Greek 
Comes fast upon : — good my brother Troilus, 
Tell you the lady what she is to do, 
And haste her to the purpose. 

Tro. Walk in to her house ; 

ril bring her to the Grecian presently : 
And to his hand when I deliver her, 
Think it an altar; and thy brother Troilus 
A priest, there offering to it his own heart. \Exib, 

Par, I know what *tis to love; 
And would, as I shall pity, I could help! — 
Please you walk in, my lords. [Exeunt. 



SCENE IV.— Troy. A Room in Pandarus' Hcmse. 
Enter Pandarus and Cressida. 

Pan. Be moderate, be moderate. 

Cres. Why tell you me of moderation? 
The grief is fine, full, perfect, that I taste. 
And violenteth in a sense as strong 
As that which causeth it : how can I moderate it? 
If I could temporize with my affection. 
Or brew it to a weak and colder palate, 
The like allayment could I give my grief: 
My love admits no qualifying dross ; 
No more my grie^ in such a precious loss. 

Pan. Here, here, here he comes. 

Enter Troilus. 

Ah, sweet ducks! 

Crea. O Troilus! Troilus! [Embracing him. 

Pan. What a pair of spectacles is here! Let me em- 
brace too. hearty as the goodly sa3dng is,— 

O heart, heavy heart, 
Why sigh'st tnou without breaking? 

where he answers again. 

Because thou canst not ease thy smart 
By silence nor by speaking. 
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There was never a truer rhyme. Let us cast away nothing, 
for we may live to have need of such a verse : we see it, 
we see it. — How now, lambs! 

Tro. Cressid, I love thee in so strained a purity 
That the bless'd gods, — as angry with my fancy. 
More bright in z^ than the devotion which 
Cold lips dIow to their deities, — take thee from me. 

Cres, Have the gods envjr? 

Pan. Ay, ay, ay, ay ; 'tis too plain a case. 

Cres, And is it true that I must go from Troy? 

Tro, A hateful truth. 

Cre«. What, and from Troilus too? 

Tro, From Troy and Troilus. 

Cre%, Is it possible? 

Tro. And suddenly ; where injury of chance 
Puts back leave-taking, justles roughly by 
All time of pause, rudelv beguiles our lips 
Of aU rejoindure, forcibly prevents 
Our lock'd embrasures, strangles our dear vows 
Even in the birth of our own lab'nng breath : 
We two, that with so many thousand sighs 
Did buy each other, must poorly sell ourselves 
With the rude brevity and discharge of one. 
Injurious time now, with a robber's haste, 
Crams his rich thievery up, he knows not how : 
As many farewells as be stars in heaven. 
With distinct breath and consigned kisses to them. 
He fumbles up into a loose adieu ; 
And scants us with a single famish'd kiss. 
Distasted with the salt of broken tears. 

jErye, \w\thin.'\ My lord, is the lady ready? 

Tro, Hark! you are call'd. Some say the Genius so 
Cries, Covne! to him that instantly must die. — 
Bid them have patience; she shall come anon. 

Pan, Where are my tears? rain, to lay this wind, or my 
heart will be blown up by the root? [Exit. 

Crea. I must, then, to the Grecians? 

Tro, No remedy. 

Crea, A woefal Cressid *mongst the merry Greeks ! 
When shall we see again? 

Tro. Hear me, my love. Be thou but true of heart, — 

Crea. I true I how now! what wicked deem is this? 
, Tro. Nay, we must use expostulation kindly. 
For it is pa^in^ fi^om us : 
I speak not he thou true, as fearing thee ; 
For I will throw my glove to death himself 
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That there 's no maculation in thy heart : 
But be thou true, say I, to fashion in 
My sequent protestation; be thou true, 
And I will see thee. 

Cres, 0, you shall be expos'd, my lord, to dangers 
As infinite as imminent! out Pll be true. 

Tro, And m grow friend with danger. Wear this sleeve. 

Cres. And you this glove. When shall I see you? 

Tro* I will corrupt the Grecian sentinek, 
To give thee nightly visitation. 
But yet be true. 

Cres. O heavens! — be true, again! 

Tro. Hear why I speak it, love : 
The Grecian youths are full of quality ; 
They're loving, well composed, with ^ts of nature flowing, 
And swelling o'er with arts and exercise : 
How novelty may move, and parts with person, 
Alas, a kind of godly jealousy, — 
Which, I beseech you, call a virtuous sin, — 
Makes me afeard. 

Cres. O heavens! you love me not. 

Tro. Die I a villain, then! 
In this I do not call your faith in question 
So mainly as my merit ; I cannot sing. 
Nor heel the high lavolt, nor sweeten talk. 
Nor plajT at subtle games ; fair virtues all. 
To which the Grecians are most prompt and pregnant : 
But I can tell, that in each grace of these 
There lurks a still and dumb-discoursive devil 
That tempts most cunningly : but be not tempted. 

Cres. Do you think I will I 

Tro. No. 
But something may be done that we will not : 
And sometimes we are devils to ourselves, 
When we will tempt the frailty of our powers, 
Presuming on their changeful potency. 

^ne. [within.'] Nay, good my lord, — 

Tro. Come, kiss; and let us part. 

Par. [mthin.] Brother Troilus ! 

Tro. Good brother, come you hither; 

And bring ^neas and the Grecian with you. 

Cres, My lord, will you be true? 

Ttu, Who, I? alas, it is ny vice, my &ult: 
While others fish with craffc mr great opinion, 
I with great truth catch mere simplicity ; 
Whilst some with cunning gild their copper crowns, 
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With truth and plainnesa I do wear mine bare. 

Fear not my trath : the moral of my wit 

Is — ^plain and true ; there 's all the reach of it. 

Enter JQneas, Paris, Antenor, Deifhobus, and 

DiOMEDES. 

Welcome, Sir Diomed ! here is the lady 
Which for Antenor we deliver you : 
At the port, lord, I'll give her to thy hand; 
And by the way possess thee what she is. 
Entreat her fair; and, by my soul, fair Greek, 
If e'er thou stand at mercy of my sword, 
Kame Cressid, and thy life shall be as safe 
As Priam is in Ilion. 

Dio. Fair Lady Cressid, 

So please you, save the thanks this prince expects: 
The lustre in your eye, heaven in your cheek, 
Pleads your mir usage ; and to Diomed 
You shall be mistress, and command him whoUv. 

Tro. Grecian, thou dost not use me courteously. 
To shame the zeal of my petition to thee 
In praising her : I tell thee, lord of Greece, 
She is as rar high-soaring o'er thy praises 
As thou unwoithy to be call'd her servant. 
I charge thee use her well, even for my charge ; 
For, bv the dreadful Pluto, if thou dost not. 
Though the sreat bulk Achilles be thy guard, 
I'U cut thy throat. 

Dio, 0, be not moVd, Prince Troilus : 

Let me be privileged by my place and message 
To be a speaker free ; when I am hence 
m answer to my lust; and know you, lord, 
rU nothing do on charge : to her own worth 
She shall be priz'd; but that you say, be't so, 
ril speak it in my spirit and honour, no. 

Tro. Come, to the port. — I'll teU thee, Diomed, 
This brave shall oft make thee to hide thy head. — 
Lady, give me your hand; and, as we walk. 
To our own selves bend we our needful talk. 

[Exeunt Tec, Cres., and Diomet)es. 

[Trumpet toithin. 

Par. Hark! Hector's trumpet. 

jEne.^ How have we spent this morning I 

The prince must think me tardy and remiss, 
That swore to ride before him to the field. 

Par. *Ti8 Troilus' fault. Come, come, to field with him, 
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Dio. Let as make ready stramlit. 

^ne. Yea, with a brideeroonrs fresh alacrity 
Let us address to tend on Hector^s heels : 
The ^lory of our Troy doth this day lie 
On his fair worth and single chivalry. [Exeunt. 



SCENE V,—The Grecian Camp. LisU set <mt. 

Enter Ajax, armed; AoAHfEMNON, Achilles, Patro- 
CLUS, Menblaus, Ulysses, Nestob, and others. 

Agam. Here art thon in appointment fresh and fair. 
Anticipating time. With storting courage 
Give with thy trumpet a loud note to Troy, 
Thou dreadful Ajax ; that the appalled air 
May pierce the head of the great combatant, 
And hale him hither. 

Ajax. Thou, trumpet, there's my purse. 

Now crack thy lungs and split thy brazen pipe : 
Blow, villain, till thy sphered bias cheek 
Out-sweU the colic of pufiTd Aquilon: 
Come, stretch thy chest, and let thy eyes spout blood ; 
Thou blow'st for Hector. [Trumpet aounda. 

Ulyss. No trumpet answers. 

A^U. 'Tis but early day. 

Agam, Is not yon Diomed, with Calchas' daughter? 

Ulysa. 'Tis he, I ken the manner of his gait ; 
He rises on the toe : that spirit of his 
Li aspiration liffcs him from the earth. 

Enter Diomedes, with Cressida. 

Agam, Is this the Lady Cressid? 

Dio, Even she? 

Agam, Most dearly welcome to the Greeks, sweet lady. 

ifest. Our general doth salute you with a kiss. 

Ulysa, Yet is the kindness but particular; 
Twere better she were kiss'd in eeneraL 

Nest. And very courtly counsd: TU b^n. — 
So much for Nestor. 

Aehil. I'U take that winter from your lips, fair lady. 
Achilles bids you welcome. 

Men, I haa good argument for kissing once. 

Patr, But that 's no argument for kissing now ; 
For thus popp'd Paris in his hardiment, 
And parted tnus you and your argument. 

Ulysa. deadly gall, and theme of all our scorns I 
For which we lose our heads to gild his horns. 
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Pair. The first was Menelaos' kiss ; — ^this, mine; 
Patroclus kisses you. 

Men, 0, this is trim ! 

Pair. Paris and I kiss evermore for him- 

Men, 1*11 have my kiss, sir. — Lady, by your leave. 

Cres. In kissing, do you render or receive? 

Pair, Both take and give. 

Ores, m make my match to live, 

The kiss you take is better than you give ; 
Therefore no kiss. 

Men, m give you boot, Fll give you three for one. 

Cres. Yoir re an odd man ; give even, or give none. 

Men, An odd man, lady ! every man is (^d. 

Ores, No, Paris is not ; for, you know, 'tis true, 
That you are odd, and he is even with you. 

Men, You fillip me o' the head. 

Crea, No, PU be sworn. 

Ulysa. It were no match, your nail against his horn. — 
May I, sweet lady, beg a kiss^f you? 

Crea. You may. 

Ulyaa, I do desire it. 

Crea, Why, beg then, do. 

Ulyaa. Why then, for Venus* sake, give me a kiss 
When Helen is a maid again, and his. 

Crea. I am your debtor, claim it when *tis due. 

Ulyaa. Never 's my day, and then a kiss of you. 

Dio. Lady, a word. — rll bring you to your father. 

[DiOMEDES leada out Cbessida. 

Neat. A woman of quick sense. 

Ulyaa. Fie, fie upon her! 

There 's language in her eye, her cheek, her lip. 
Nay, her foot speaks; her wanton spirits look out 
At every joint and motive of her body, 
O, these encounterers, so glib of tongue, 
That give a coasting welcome ere it comes, 
And wide unclasp tiae tables of their thoughts 
To every ticklish reader ! set them down 
For sluttish spoils of opportunity. 
And daughters of the game. [Trumpet within, 

AU. The Trojans* tnunpet. 

A gam. Yonder comes the troop. 

£Jnter Hector, armed; ^neas, Tkoilus, and otJier 
Trojans, with Attendants. 

^ne. Hail^ all you state of Greece! what shall be done 
To him that victory commands ? Or do you purpose 
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A victor sliall be known? will you the knights 
ShaU to the edge of all extremity 
Pursue each other : or shall be divided 
By any voice or order of the field? 
Hector bade ask. 

Agam, Which way would Hector have it 

JEne. He cares not ; he'll obey conditions. 

AchU, 'Tis done like Hector; but securely done, 
A little proudly, and great deal misprizing 
The knight oppos'd. 

^ne. If not Achilles, sir, 

What is your name? 

AchU. If not AchiUes, nothing. 

^ne. Therefore Achilles. But, whatever, know this : — 
In the extremity of great and little 
Valour and pride excel themselves in Hector; 
The one almost as infinite as all, 
The other blank as nothing. Weigh him well. 
And that which looks like pride is courtesy. 
This Ajax is half made of Hector's blood : 
In love whereof half Hector stays at home ; 
Half heart, half hand, half Hector comes to seek 
This blended knight, half Trojan and half Greek. 

AchU, A maiden battle then? — 0, I perceive you. 

Re-enter Diombdes. 

Agam. Here is Sir Diomed. — Gk), gentle knight. 
Stand by our Ajax ; as you and Lord ^neas 
Consent upon the order of their fight 
So be it ; either to the uttermost. 
Or else a breath : the combatants being kin 
Half stints their strife before their str^ies begin. 

[Ajax and Hector enter the Usts, 

Ulyss. They are oppos'd already. 

Agam, What Trojan is that same that looks so heavy? 

Ulyss. The youngest son of Priam, a true knight; 
Not yet mature, yet matchless : firm of word ; 
Speaking in deeds, and deedless in his tongue ; 
Not soon provok'd, nor, being provok'd, soon calm'd : 
His heart and hand both open and both free ; 
For what he has he gives, what thinks he shows ; 
Yet gives he not till judgment guide his bounty, 
Nor dignifies an impure thought with breath : 
MaiUy as Hector, but more dangerous ; 
For Hector, in his blaze of wrath, subscribes 
To tender objects; but he, in heat of action, 
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Is more vindicative than jealous love : 
They call him Troilns ; and on him erect 
A second hope, as fiedrly built as Hector. 
Thus says ^neas ; one that knows the youth 
Even to his inches, and, with private soul. 
Did in great Dion thus translate him to me. 

[Alarum, Hector and Ajicl fight. 

Agam. They are in action. 

JyesL Now, Ajax, hold thine own! 

TrO' Hector, thou sleep*st ; 

Awake thee ! 

Agam, His blows are well disposed : — ^there, Ajax! 

Dio. You must no more. [Trumpets cease, 

JEne, Princes, enough, so please you. 

Ajax. I am not warm yet, let us tight again. 

Dio. As Hector pleases. 

Hect, Why, then will I no more : — 

Thou art, great lord, my father's sister's son, 
A cousin-german to great Priam's seed ; 
The obligation of our blood forbids 
A gory emulation 'twixt us twain ; 
Were thy commixtion Greek and Trojan so. 
That thou could'st say This hand is Grecian aU, 
And this is Trojan; the sinews of this leg 
AU Gfreekj and this aU Troy; my m^tJiers blood 
Runs on the dexter cheeh, and this sinister 
Bounds-in my /culler's; by Jove multipotent. 
Thou shouldst not bear from me a Greekish member 
Wherein my sword had not impressure made 
Of our rank feud : but the just gods gainsay 
That any drop thou borrow'dst from thy mother. 
My saci^ aunt, should by my mortal sword 
Be drained! Let me embrace thee, Ajax : 
By him that thunders, thou hast lusty arms ; 
Hector would have them fall upon him thus : 
Cousin, all honour to thee ! 

Ajax. I thank thee, Hector : 

Thou art too gentle and too free a man : 
I came to kUl thee, cousin, and bear hence 
A great addition earned in thy death. 

ffect. Not Neoptolemus so mirable, — 
On whose bright crest Fame with her loud'st Oyes 
Cries, This is he, — could promise to himself 
A thought of added honour torn fr^m Hector. 

JEne, There is exj^ectance here iroia both the sides 
What further you will da 
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Hect, "We'll answer it ; 

The issue is embracemest : — ^Ajax, farewell 

Ajax. If I might in entreaties find success, — 
As seld* I have tne chance, — I would desire 
My famous cousin to our Grecian tents. 

Dio. 'Tis Agamemnon's wish ; and great Achilles 
Doth longto see unarm'd the valiant Hector. 

Hect. 3Eneas, call my brother Troilus to me: 
And signify this loving interview 
To the expecters of our Trojan part ; 
Desire them home.— Give me thy hand, my cousin; 
I will go eat with thee, and see your knights. 

Ajax. Great Agamemnon comes to meet us here. 

Hect. The worthiest of them tell me name by name ; 
But for Achilles, mine own searching ejres 
Shall find him by his large and portly size. 

Agam. Worthy of arms ! as welcome as to one 
That would be rid of such an enemy ; 
But that's no welcome: understand more clear. 
What 's past and what's to come is strew'd with husks 
And formless ruin of oblivion ; 
But in this extant moment, faith and troth, 
Strain'd purely from all hollow bias-drawing. 
Bids thee, with most divine inte^ty. 
From heart of very heart, great Hector, welcome. 

Hect. I thank thee, most imperious Agamemnon. 

Agam. My well-fam'd lord of Troy, no less to you. 

[To Troilus. 

Men. Let me confirm my princely brother's greeting;— 
You brace of warlike brothers, welcome hither. 

Hect. Who must we answer? 

^ne. The noble Menelaus. 

Hect. 0, you, my lord? by Mars his gauntlet, thanks I 
Mock not, that I a^Sect the untraded oath ; 
Your quondam wife swears still by Venus' glove : 
She 's well, but bade me not commend her to you. 

Men. Name her not now, sir ; she 's a deadly theme. 

Hect. 0, pardon ; I offend. 

Nest. I have, thou gallant Trojan, seen thee oft, 
Labouring for destiny, make crud. way 
Through ranks of Greekish youth ; and I have seen thee, 
' As hot as Perseus, spur thy Phrygian steed, 
Despising many forfeits and subduements, 
When thou hast hung thy advanced sword i' the air, 
Not letting it decline on the dedin'd, 
That I have said to some my standers-by, 



462 TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. act iv. 

LOf Jupiter is yonder, deaUng life! 
And I nave seen thee pause, and take thy breath, 
When that a ring of Greeks have hemm'd thee in, 
like an Olympian wrestling: this have I seen ; 
But this thy countenance, still Idck'd in steel, 
I never saw till now. I knew thy grandaire, 
And once fought with him : he was a soldier good ; 
But, by great Mars, the captain of us all, 
Never like thee. Let an old man embrace thee ; 
And, worthy warrior, welcome to our tents. 

Mne, 'Tis the old Nestor. 

Hect, Let me embrace thee, good old chronicle, 
That hast so loiU[^ walk'd hand in hand with time : — 
Most reverend Nestor, I am glad to clasp thee. 

Neat. I would m^ arms could match tnee in contention. 
As they contend with thee in courtesy. 

Hect. I would they could. 

Nest Ha! 
By this white beard, Td fidit with thee to-morrow : — 
WeU, welcome, welcome ! I have seen the time. 

Uly88. I wonder now how yonder city stands, 
When we have here her base and pillar by us. 

Hect. I know your favour. Lord Ulysses, well. 
Ah, sir, there 's many a Greek and Trojan dead, 
Since first I saw yourself and Diomed 
In nion, on your Greekish embassy. 

Ulyaa. Sir, I foretold you then what would ensue: 
My prophecy is but half his journey yet ; 
For yonder walls, that pertly front your town, 
Yond towers, whose wanton tops do buss the clouds, 
Must kiss their own feet. 

Hect, I must not believe you : 

There they stand yet ; and modestly I think 
The faU of evei^ Phrygian stone will cost 
A drop of Grecian blood : the end crowns all ; 
And that old common arbitrator, time. 
Will one day end it. 

Ulyaa, So to him we leave it. 

Most gentie and most valiant Hector, welcome : 
After the general, I beseech you next 
To feast with me, and see me at my tent. 

Achil. I shall forestall thee. Lord Ulysses, thou ! — 
Now, Hector, I have fed mine eyes on thee ; 
I have with exact view perus'd thee, Hector, 
And quoted joint by joint. 

Hect Is this Achilles? 
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AcML I am AcMlles. 

ffect. Stand fair, I pray thee : let me look on thee. 

AcML Behold thy mi. 

ffect ^^7* ^ hsLve done already. 

AchU, Thou art too brief: I will the second time, 
As I would buy thee, view thee limb by limb. 

Hect. 0, like a book of sport thou'lt read me o^er ; 
But there's more in me than thou understand' st. 
Why dost thou so oppress me with thine eye? 

AchU. Tell me, you heavens, in which part of his body 
Shall I destroy him? whither there, or there, or there? 
That I may give the local wound a name, 
And make distinct the very breach whereout 
Hector's great spirit flew: answer me, heavens! 

Jffect. fi would discredit the bless'd gods, proud man, 
To answer such a question : stand again : 
Think'st thou to catch my life so pleasantly, 
As to prenominate in nice conjecture 
Where thou wilt hit me dead? 

AchiL I teU thee, yea. 

ffect, Wert thou an oracle to tell me so, 
I'd not believe thee. Henceforth guard thee weU 
For m not kill thee there, nor there, nor there; 
But, by the forge that stithied Mars his helm, 
m kill thee ever3rwhere, yea, o'er and o'er. — 
You wisest Grecians, pardon me this brag. 
His insolence draws folly from my lips ; 
But m endeavour deeds to match these words, 
Or may I never, — 

Ajax. Bo not chafe- thee, cousin: — 

And you, Achilles, let these threats alone. 
Till accident or purpose bring you to 't : 
You may have every day enough of Hector, 
If you have stomach; the general state, I fear. 
Can scarce entreat you to be odd with him. 

Hect I pray you, let us see you in the field : 
We have had pelting wars since you refiis'd 
The Grecians' cause. 

Achil. Dost thou entreat me. Hector? 

To-morrow do I meet thee, fell as death ; 
To-night all Mends. 

Hect Thy hand upon that match. 

Agam. First, aU you peers of Greece, go to my tent ; 
There in the full convive we : afterwards. 
As Hector's leisure and your bounties shall 
Concur together, severally entreat him. — 
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Beat loud tHe tabonrines, let the tmmpets blow, 
That this great soldier may his welcome know. 

[Exeunt aU but Troilus and Ulysses. 

Tro. My Lord Ulysses, tell me, I beseech you, 
In what place of the field doth Cidchas ^eep? 

Ulyss. At Menelaus' tent, most princely iVoilus : 
There Diomed doth feast with him to-night ; 
Who neither looks npon the heaven nor earth, 
But ffives all gaze and bent of amorous view 
On tne fair Cressid. 

Tro, Shall I, sweet lord, be bound to you so much. 
After we part from Agamemnon's tent, 
To bring me thither? 

Uly88, You shall command me, sir. 

As gentle tell me, of what honour was 
T'his Cressida in Troy? Had she no lover there 
That wails her absence? 

Tro. 0, sir, to such as boasting show their scars 
A mock is due. Will you walk on, mv lord? 
She was belov'd, she lov'd ; she is, and doth : 
But, still, sweet love is food for fortune's tooth. [Exeunt. 



ACT V. 

SCENE L— The Grecian Camp. Before Achilles' Tent. 

Enter Achilles and Patrocltjs. 

AchiL rU heat his blood with Greekish wine to-night, 
Which with my scimitar I'll cool to-morrow. — 
Patroclus, let us feast him to the height. 

Patr. Here comes Thersites. 

Enter Thersites. 

AchU. How now, thou core of envy ! 

Thou crus^ batch of nature, what 's the news? 

T?ier. Why, thou picture of what thou seemest, and idol 
of idiot worshippers, nere's a letter for thee. 

AchiL From whence, fragment? 

Ther. Why, thou fuU dish of fool, from Troy. 

Pair. Who keeps the tent now? 

7%er. The surgeon's box, or the patient's wound. 

Patr. Well said, Adversity! and what need these tricks? 

Ther. Pr'ythee, be silent, boy; I profit not by thy talk; 
thou art thought to be Achilles' male varlet. 
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Pair, Male varlet, you ro^e! what 's that? 

Ther. Why, his masculine whore. Now, the rotten 
diseases of the south, the guts griping, ruptures, catarrhs, 
loads o' gravel i'the back, lethargies, cold palsies, raw eyes, 
dirt-rotten livers, wheezing liu^gs, bladders full of impost 
hume, sciaticas, lime-kiLns i' the palm, incurable bone-ache, 
and the rivelled fee-simple of the tetter, take and take again 
such preposterous discoveries ! 

Pair. Why, thou danmable box of envy, thou, what 
meanest thou to curse thus? 

Ther. Do I curse thee? 

Pair. Why, no, you ruinous butt; you whoreson indis- 
tinguishable cur, no. 

Ther. No! why art thou, then, exasperate, thou idle im- 
material skein of sleave-silk, thou green sarcenet flap for 
a sore eye, thou tassel of a prodigal's purse, thou? Ah, 
how the poor world is pestered with such water-flies, — 
diminutives of nature ! 

Pair. Out, gall! 

Th&r. Finch egg ! 

AchU, My sweet Patroclus, I am thwarted quite 
From my great purpose in to-morrow's battle. 
Here is a ktter from Queen Hecuba ; 
A token from her daughter, my fair love; 
Both taxing me and gaging me to keep 
An oath that I have sworn. I will not break it : 
Fall, Greeks; fajl, fame; honour or go or stay; 
My major vow lies here, this I'll obey. — 
Come, come, Thersites, help to trim my tent; 
This night in banqueting must aU be spent. — 
Away, Patroclus! [Exeunt Achil. and Path. 

Ther. With too much blood and too little brain these two 
may run mad; but, if with too much brain and too little 
blood they do, I'll be a curer of madmen. Here 's Aga- 
memnon, — an honest fellow enough, and one that loves 
quails; but he has not so much brain as ear-wax: and the 
goodly transformation of Jupiter there, his brother, the buU, 
— ^the primitive statue, and oblique memorial of cuckolds; 
a thriny shoeing-hom in a chain, hanging at his brother's 
leg, — ^to what form, but that he is, should wit larded with 
mialice, and malice forced with wit, turn him to? To an 
ass, were nothing; he is both ass and ox: to an ox, were 
nothing ; he is both ox and ass. To be a dog, a mule, a cat, 
a fitchew, a toad, a lizard, an owl, a puttock, or a herring 
without a roe, I would not care; but to be Menelaus, — I 
would conspire against destiny. Ask me not what I would 
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be, if I were not Thersites ; for I care Dot to be the loose 
of a lazar, bo I were not Menelaus. — Hoy-day! spirits and 
iires! 

Enter Hector, Troilus, Ajax, Agamemnon, Ulysses, 
Xestob, Menelaus, and Diomedes, loUh lights. 

A gam, "We go wrong, we go wrong. 
Ajax. No, yonder 'tis ; 

There, where we see the lights. 

fleet. I trouble you. 

Ajax. No, not a whit. 

Ulysa. Here comes himself to guide yon. 

Re-enter Achilles. 

AchU, Welcome, brave Hector; welcome, princes all. 

Agam. So now, fair prince of Troy, I bid good-night. 
Ajax commands the guard to tend on you. 

Hect Thioiks, and good-night to the Greeks* general. 

Men. Good-night, my lord. 

Hect. Good-night, sweet Lord Menelaus. 

Ther. Sweet draught : sweet, quoth 'a ! sweet sink, sweet 
sewer. 

AchU. Good -night and welcome, both at once, to those 
That go or tarry. 

Agam. Good-night. [Exeunt Aoam. and Men. 

AchU. Old Nestor tarries ; and you too, Diomed, 
Keep Hector company an hour or two. 

Dio. I cannot, lord; I have important business, 
The tide whereof is now. — Good-night, great Hector. 

Hect. Give me your hand. 

Ulyss. Follow ms torch ; he goes to Calchas' tent ; 
m keep you company. [Aside to Troilus. 

Tro. Sweet sir, you honour me. 

Hect. And so good-night. 

[Exit Dig., Ulyss. and Tro. follotmng. 

AchU. Come, come, enter my tent. 

[Exeunt Achil., Hect., Ajax, and Nest. 

Ther. That same Diomed 's a false-hearted rogue, a moat 
unjust knave ; I will no more trust him when he leers than 
I will a serpent when he hisses : he will spend his mouth 
and promise, like Brabbler the hound; but when he per- 
forms astronomers foretell it; it is prodigious, there will 
come some change; the sun borrows of the moon when 
Diomed keeps his word. I will rather leave to see Hector 
than not to dog him : they say he keeps a Trojan drab, and 
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nses the traitor Calchas' tent: I'll after. — ^Nothing but 
lechery 1 all incontinent varlets! [JExU. 



SCENE n.— The Gkecjian Camp. Be/ore C alohas* 

Tent. 

Enter Diomedes. 

Dio, What, are you np here, ho? speak. 
Cdl. [toUhin.] Who calls? 

Dio. IHomed. — Calchas, I think. — ^Where's your daugh- 
ter? 

CcU. [within.] She comes to you. 

Enter Tboilub and Ulysses, at a distance; after them 

Thebsites. 

Vlyw, Stand where the torch may not discover us. 

Enter Cressida. 

Tro. Cressid comes forth to him. 

Dio. How now, my charge! 

Ores. Now, my sweet guardian! — Hark, a word with 
you. [ Wh%speT%. 

Tro, Yea, so familiar! 

Ulyaa. She will sing any man at first sight. 

Ther. And any man may sing her, if he can take her 
cliff; she 's noted. 

Dio, Will you remember? 

Crea. Bemember! yes. 

Dio, Nay, but do, then ; 

And let your mind be coupled with your words. 

Tro. What should she remember? 

Ulyas, list! 

Crea, Sweet honey Greek, tempt me no more to folly. 

Ther, Roguery! 

Dio. Nay, then, — 

Cres, m tell you what, — 

DU), Pho, pho ! come, tell a pin : you are forsworn. 

Ores. In faith, I cannot : what would you have me do? 

Ther. A juggling trick, to be secretly open. 

Dio, What cBd you swear you would bestow on me? 

Cres. I pr'ythee, do not hold me to mine oath ; 
Bid me do anything but that, sweet Greek. 

DU), Good-night. 

Tro, Hold, patience! 

Ulyaa, How now, Trojan ! 
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Ores, Diomed, — 

Dio. No, no, good-night : Fll be your fool no more. 

Tro. Thy better most. 

Crea. Hark ! one word in your ear. 

Tro, plague and madness ! 

Uly88. You are moVd, prince ; let us depart, I iiray you, 
Lest your displeasure should enlarge itself 
To wrathful terms : this place is dangerous ; 
The time right deadly; I beseech you, go. 

Tro. Behold, I pray you ! 

Ulysa, Nay, good my lord, go oflF: 

You flow to great destruction ; come, my lord. 

Tro. I pray thee, stay. 

Ulysa. You have not patience ; come. 

Tro. I pray you, stay ; by hell and all hell's torments, 
I will not speak a word. 

Dio, And so, good-night. 

Crea. Nay, but you part in anger. 

Tro. Doth that grieve thee? 

withered truth! 

Ulyaa. Why, how now, lord? 

Tro. By Jove, 

1 will be patient. 

Crea. Guardian! — ^why, Greek! 

Dio. Pho, pho ! adieu ; you palter. 

Crea. In faith, I do not : come hither once again. 

Ulyaa. You shake, my lord, at something: will you go? 
You will break out. 

Tro. She strokes his cheek! 

Ulyaa. Come, come. 

Tro. Nay, stay ; by Jove, I will not speak a word ; 
There is between my will and all offences 
A gyi<uxl of patience : — stay a little while. 

Ther. How the devil luxury, with his fat rump and potato 
finger, tickles these together! Fry, lechery, fiy ! 

Dio, But will you, then? 

Crea. In futh, I will, la ; never trust me else. 

Dio. Give me some token for the surety of it. 

Crea. I'll feteh you one. [Exit. 

Ulyaa. You have sworn patience. 

Tro'. Fear me not, sweet lord ; 

I will not be myself nor have cognition 
Of what I feel : I am all patience. 

Re-enter Cressida. 
Ther, Now the pledge; now, now, now! 
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Ores, Here, Diomed, keep this sleeve. 

Tro, 0, beauty! where 's thy faith? 

Ulyss, My lord, — 

Tro, I will be patient ; outwardly I will. 

Cres, You look upon that sleeve ; behold it welL — 
He loVd me — false wench! — Give't me again. 

Dio. Whose was't? 

Crea, It is no matter, now I have't a^ain. 
I will not meet with you to-morrow ni^t : 
I raVthee, Diomed, visit me no more. 

3f%er. Now she sharpens : — ^WeU said, Whetstone. 

IHo, I shall have it. 

Cres. What, this? 

Dio, Ay, that. 

Cre8, 0, all you gods! — pretty, pretty pledge ! 
Thy master now lies thinking in ms bed 
Of thee and me ; and sighs, and takes my glove, 
And sives memorial damty kisses to it, 
As I kiss thee. — Nay, do not snatch it from me; 
He that takes that doth take my heart withal. 

Dto. I had your heart before, this follows it. 

Tro. I did swear patience. 

Cre8. You shall not have it, Diomed; faith, you shall 
m give you something else. [not; 

Dio. I will have this : whose was it? 

Cre8. It is no matter. 

Dio. Come, tell me whose it was. 

Cres. 'Twas one's that loved me better than you wilL 
But, now you have it, take it. 

Dio. Whose was it? 

Cres. By all Diana's waiting women yond, 
And by herself I will not tell you whose. 

Dio. To-morrow will I wear it on my helm 
And grieve his spirit that dares not challenge it. 

Tro. Wert thou the devil, and wor 'st it on thy horn, 
It should be challenged. 

Cres. Well, well, tis done, 'tis past; — and yet it is not; 
I will not keep my word. 

Dio. Why, then, farewell; 

Thou never shalt mock Diomed again. 

Cres. You shall not go : — one cannot speak a word 
But it straight starts you. 

Dio. I do not like this fooling. 

Ther. Nor I, by Pluto: but that that Hkes not you 
pleases me best. 

Dio. What, shall I come? the hour? 
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Ores. Ay, come : — Jove !~<io come : — I shall be 

plagu'd. 
Dio. Farewell till then. 

Ores, Good-night : I pr'ythee, come. 

[Exit DiOHEDES. 

Troilus, farewell ! one eye yet looks on thee ; 

But with my heart the other eye doth see. 

Ah, poor our sex ! this fault in us I find, 

The error of our eye directs our mind : 

What error leads must err ; 0, then conclude, 

Minds sway'd by eves are full of turpitude. {Eadt. 

Ther. A proof of strength she could not publish more, 
Unless she said, My mind is now tum'd whore. 

Ulysa, All 's done, my lord. 

Tro, It is. 

Ulyss, Why stay we, then ? 

Tro. To make a recordation to my soul 
Of evei^ syllable that here was spoke. 
But if I tell how these two did co-act, 
Shall I not lie in publishing a truth? 
Sith yet there is a credence in my heart. 
An esperance so obstinately strong. 
That doth invert the attest of eyes and ears ; 
As if those organs had deccptious functions 
Created only to calumniate. 
Was Cressid here? 

Ulyss. I cannot conjure, Trojan. 

Tro. She was not, sure. 

Ulyss. Most sure she was. 

Tro. Why, my negation hath no taste of madness. 

Ulyss. Nor mine, my lord : Cressid was here but now. 

Tro. Let it not be believ'd for womanhood! 
Think, we had mothers ; do not give advantage 
To stubborn critics, — apt, without a theme. 
For depravation, — ^to square the general sex 
By Cressid's rule : rather think this not Cressid. 

Ulyss. What hath she done, prince, that can soil our 
mothers? 

Tro. Nothing at all, unless that this were she. 

Ther. Will he swagger himself out on 's own eyes? 

Tro0 This she? no; this is Diomed's Cressida: 
If beauty have a soul, this is not she ; 
If souls guide vows, if vows be sanctimonies. 
If sanctimony be the j^ds' delight. 
If there be rule in umty itself. 
This is not she. madness of discourse. 
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That cause sets up with and against itself! 

Bi-fold authority ! where reason can revolt 

Without perdition, and loss assume all reason 

Without revolt : this is, and is not, Cressid ! 

Within my soul there doth conduce a fight 

Of this strange nature, that a thing inseparate 

Divides more wider than the sky and earth ; 

And ^t the spacious breadth of this division 

Admits no orifex for a point, as subtle 

As Ariachne's broken woo^ to enter. 

Instance, instance ! strong as Pluto's gates ; 

Cressid is nune, tied with the bonds of heaven i 

Instance, instance! strong as heaven itself; 

The bouds of heaven are slipp'd, dissolv'd, and loos'd ; 

And with another note, five-finger-tied, 

The fractions of her faith, orts of her love, 

The fragments, scraps, the bits, and greasy relics 

Of her o'er-eatcn faith, are bound to Diomed. 

Ulyaa. May worthy Troilus be but half-attach'd 
With that which here his passion doth express?.' 

Tro. Ay, Greek ; and that shall be divulged well 
In characters as red as Mars his heart 
Infiam'd with Venus : never did young man fancy 
With so eternal and so fix'd a soul. 
Hark, Greek : as much as I do Cressid love. 
So much by weight hate I her Diomed : 
That sleeve is mine that he'll bear on his helm ; 
Were it a casque compos'd by Vulcan's skill 
My sword should bite it : not the dreadful spout 
Which shipmen do the hurricane call, 
Constring'd in mass by the almighty sun. 
Shall dizzy with more clamour Neptune's ear 
In his descent, than shall my prompted sword 
Falling on Diomed. 

Ther. He'll tickle it for his concupy. 

Tro. O Cressid! false Cressid! false, false, false! 
Let all untruths stand by thy stained name, 
And they'll seem glorious. 

Uly88. 0, contain yourself; 

Your passion draws ears hither. 

Enter ^neas. 

^ne. I have been seeking you this hour, my lord : 
Hector, by this, is arming mm in Troy ; 
Ajax, your guard, stays to conduct you home. 

Tro. Have with you, prince. — My courteous lord, adieu. — 
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Farewell, revolted fair! — ^and, Diomed, 
Stand £Eist, and wear a castle on thy head ! 

Ulyss. I'll bring you to the gates. 

Tro, Accept distracted thanks. 

[Exeunt Tro., ^ne., and Ulyss. 

Ther, Would I could meet that rogue Diomed ! I would 
croak like a raven ; I would bode, I would bode. Patroclus 
will give me anything for the intelligence of this whore: 
the parrot will not do more for an iJmond than he for 
a commodious drab. Lechery, lechery; still wars and 
lechery ; nothing else holds fashion : a burning devil take 
them! [BhM. 



SCENE m.— Troy. Befwe Priam's PdUiee. 

Enter Hector and Andromache. 

And, When was my lord so much ungently tempered 
To stop his ears against admonishment? 
Unarm, unarm, and do not fight to-day. 

HecU You train me to offend you ; get you in : 
By all the everlasting gods, Til go! 

And, My dreams wul, sure, prove ominous to the day. 

Hect, No more, I say. 

Enter Cassandra. 

Clow. Where is my brother Hector? 

And, Here, sister; arm'd, and bloody in intent. 
Consort with me in loud and dear petition. 
Pursue we him on knees ; for I have dream*d 
Of bloody turbulence, and this whole night 
Hath nothing been but shapes and forms of slaughter. 

Cos. 0, 'tis true. 

Hect, Ho! bid my trumpet sound! 

Cos. No notes of sally, for tne heavens, sweet brother. 

Hect Begone, I say : the eods have heard me swear. 

Ca>8. The ffods are deaf to not and peevish vows : 
They are poUuted offerings, more abhorr'd 
Than spotted livers in the sacrifice. 

And, 0, be persuaded! do not count it holy 
,To hurt by being just : it is as lawful. 
For we would give much', to use violent thefts, 
And rob in the behalf of charity. 

Cos, It is the purpose that makes strong the vow; 
But vows to every purpose must not hold : 
Unarm, sweet Hector. 
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Hect. Hold you still, I say; 

Mine honour keeps the weather of mv fate : 
life every man holds dear; but the dear man 
Holds honour fax more precious dear than life. — 

Miter Troiltjs. 

How now, youns man ! meanest thou to fight to-day? 

And, Cassandra, call my father to persuade. 

[Exit Cassandra. 

Hect, No, futh, young Troilus; doff thy harness, 
youth ; 
I am to-day i* the vein of chivalry : 
Let grow thy siuews till their knots be strong, 
And tempt not yet the brushes of the war. 
Unarm thee, go ; and doubt thou not, brave boy, 
m stand to-cuty for thee, and me, and Troy. 

Tro. Brother, you have a vice of mercy m you. 
Which better fits a lion than a man. 

Hect What vice is that, eood Troilus? chide me for it. 

Tro, When many times tne captive Grecians fall. 
Even in the fsai and wind of your fair sword. 
You bid them rise and hve. 

Hect, 0, 'tis fair play. 

Tro, Fool's play, by Heaven, Hector. 

Hect, How now! how now! 

Tro, For the love of all the gods. 

Let 's leave the hermit pity with our mothers; 
And when we have our armours buckled on. 
The venom'd vengeance ride upon our swords ; 
Spur them to ruthful work, rem them from ruth. 

Hect, Fie, savage, fie! 

Tro, Hector, then 'tis wars. 

Hect, Troilus, I would not have you fight to-day. 

Tro, Who should withhold me? 
Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mars 
Beckoning with fiery truncheon my retire ; 
Not Priamus and Hecuba on knees, 
Their eyes o'ergalled with recourse of tears ; 
Nor you, my brother, with your true sword drawn, 
Oppos'd to hinder me, should stop my way. 
But by my ruin. 

He-enter Cassandra, vnth Priam. 

Cos. Lay hold upon him, Priam, hold him fast : 
He is thy crutch ; now if thou lose thy stay, 
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Thon on him leaning and all Troy on thee, 
Fall all together. 

Pri. Come, Hector, come, go back : 

Thy wife hath dreamed ; thy mother hath had visions ; 
Cassandra doth foresee ; and I myself 
Am like a prophet suddenly enrapt. 
To tell thee that this day is ominous : 
Therefore, come back. 

Hect iEneas is a-field ; 

And I do stand engaged to many Greeks, 
Even in the faith of valour, to appear 
This morning to them. 

Pri. Ay, but thou shalt not go. 

Hect. I must not break my faith. 
You know me dutiful ; therefore, dear sir, 
Let me not shame respect ; but give me leave 
To take that course by your consent and voice 
Which you do here forbid me, royal Priam. 

Ccts. Priam, yield not to him! 

And. Do not, dear father. 

Hect. Andromache, I am offended with you : 
Upon the love you bear me, get you in. [Exit Andromache. 

Tro. This foolish, dreaming, superstitious girl 
Makes all these bodements. 

Cos. 0, farewell, dear Hector! 

Look, how thou diest! look, how thy eye turns pale ! 
Look, how thy wounds do bleed at many vents ! 
Hark, how Troy roars ! how Hecuba cries out! 
How poor Andromache shrills her dolours forth ! 
Behold, destruction, frenzy, and amazement, 
Like witless antics, one another meet. 
And all cry. Hector I Hector's dead! Hector ! 

Tro, Away! away! 

Cos. Farewell : — yet, soft! — Hector, I take my leave: 
Thou dost thyself and all our Troy deceive. [Exit 

Hect. You are amaz'd, my liege, at her exclaim : 
Go in, and cheer the town : we'll forth, and fight ; 
Do deeds worth praise, and tell you them at night. 

Pri. Farewell : the gods with safety stand about thee ! 

[Exeunt severally Priam arid Hector. Alarunis. 
Tro, They are at it, hark ! Proud Diomed, believe, 
I come to lose my arm, or win my sleeve. 

Aa Troilus ia going out, enter from the other aide 

Pandarus. 

Pan. Do you hear, my lord? do you hear? 
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Tro. What now? 

Pan. Here *8 a letter come from yond poor girl. 

Tro, Let me read. 

Pan, A whoreson phtisick, a whoreson rascally phtisick 
80 troubles me, and the foolish fortune of this girl; and 
what one thing, what another, that I shall leave you one 
o' these days : and I have a rheum in mine eyes too ; and 
such an ache in my bones, that unless a man were cursed 
I cannot teU what to think on't. — What says she there? 

Tro. Words, words, mere words, no matter from the heart; 
The effect doth operate another way. — [Tearing the letter. 
Go, wind, to wind, there turn and change together. — 
My love with words and errors still she feeos ; 
But edifies another with her deeds. [Exeunt severally. 



SCENE rV. — Plains between Troy and the Grecian Camp. 

Alarums: excursions. Enter Thersites. 

Ther. Now they are clapper-clawing one another ; I'll go 
look on. That dissembling abominable varlet, Diomed, has 
got that same scurvy doting foolish young knave's sleeve of 
Troy there in his helm : I would fain see them meet ; that 
that same young Trojan ass, that loves the whore there, 
might send that Greekish whoremasterly villain, with the 
sleeve, back to the dissembling luxurious drab, of a sleeve- 
less errand. 0' the t'other side, the policy of those crafty 
swearing rascals, — that stale old mouse-eaten dry cheese, 
Nestor, and that same dog-fox, Ulysses, — is not proved 
worth a blackberry: — they set me up, in policy, that 
mongrel cur, Ajax, against that dog of as bad a kind, 
Achules: and now is the cur Ajax prouder than the cur 
Achilles, and will not arm to-day ; whereupon the Grecians 
be^in to proclaim barbarism, and policy grows into an ill 
opmion. Soft ! here comes sleeve, and t'other. 

Enter Diomedes, Tboiltj9 follovnng. 

Tro. Fly not ; for shouldst thou take the river Stjrx 
I would swim after. 

Dio. Thou dost miscall retire : 

I do not fly ; but advantageous care 
Withdrew me from the odds of multitude : 
Have at thee! 

Ther. Hold thy whore, Grecian! now for thy whore, 
Trojan ! — now the sleeve, now the sleeve ! 

[Exeunt Tro, and Die, fighting. 
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Enter Hector. 

HecL What art thou, Greek! art thou for Hector's matcli? 
Art thon of blood and honour? 

7%er, No, no, — ^I am a rascal ; a scurvy railing knave ; 
a very filthy ro^e. 

Hect. I do b^eve thee; — ^live. [ExU. 

Ther. €rod-a-mercy, that thou wilt believe me; but a 
plaeue break thy n^:k for fri^htinff me! — ^What's become 
of the wenching roffues ? I thmk they have swallowed one 
another: I womd uiuffh at that miracle. Yet, in a sort, 
lechery eats itsell TD seek them. [ExiL 



SCENE Y.—Anoth&rpart of the Plains, 

Enter Diomedes and a Servant. 

Dio. €ro, ffo, my servant, take thou Troilus* Horse; 
Present the fair steed to my lady Cressid : 
Fellow, commend my service to her beauty; 
Tell her I have chasas*d the amorous Trojan, 
And am her knight by proo£ 

Serv, I go, my lord. [Exit, 

Enter Agamemnon. 

Agam. Renew, renew ! The fierce Polydamus 
Hath beat down Menon : bastard Margarelon 
Hath Doreus prisoner. 
And stands colossus-wise, waving his beam. 
Upon the pashed corses of the kings 
Epistrophus and Cedius : Polixeoes is slain ; 
Ainphimacus and Thoas deadly hurt ; 
Patroclus ta'en, or slain; and Palamedes 
Sore hurt and bruis'd : the dreadful Sagittary 
Appals our numbers : — ^haste we, Diomed, 
To reinforcement, or we perish all. 

Enter Nestor. 

Nest. Go, bear Patroclus' body to Achilles; 
And bid the snail-pac'd Ajax arm for shame. — 
There is a thousand. Hectors in the field : 
Now here he fights on Galathe his horse, 
And there lacks work ; anon he 's there afoot, 
And there they fly or die, like scaled skulls 
Before the belching whale; then is he yonder. 
And there the strawy Greeks, ripe for bis edge, 
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Fall down before him like tlie mower's swath : 
Here, there, and everywhere he leaves and takes ; 
Dexterity so obeying appetite 
That what he wi^ he does ; and does so much 
That proof is call'd impossibility. 

Enter Ulysses. 

Vlyss. 0, courage, courage, princes 1 great Achilles 
Is arming, weeping, cursing, vowing vengeance : 
Patrodus' wounds have rous*d his (&owsy blood. 
Together with his mangl'd Myrmidons, 
That noiseless, handless, hack'd and chipp'd, come to 

him. 
Crying on Hector. Ajax hath lost a friend. 
And roams at mouth, and he is arm'd and at it, 
Boaring for Troilus ; who hath done to-day 
Mad and fantastic execution; 
Ei^aging and redeeming of himself 
With such a careless force and forceless care 
As if that luck, in very spite of cunning, 
Bade him win alL 

Enter Ajax. 

Ajaa, Troilus ! thou coward Troilus I [Exit. 

Dio, Ay, there, there. 

Nest, So, so, we draw together. 

Enter Achilles. 

AchU, Where is this Hector ? 

Come, come, thou boy-queller, show thy face; 
Know what it is to mec^ Achilles angry : — 
Hector ! where 's Hector? I will none but Hector. 

[Exeunt, 



SCENE Yl,— Another Part of the Plains. 

Enter Ajax. 
Ajax. Troilus, thou coward Troilus, show thy head! 

Enter Diomedes. 

Dio. Troilus, I say! where 's Troilus? 
Ajax. What wouldst thou? 

Dio. I would correct him. 

Ajax. Were I the general, thou shouldst have my office 
Ere that correction. — Troilus, I say! what, Troilus! 
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Enter Troilus. 

Tro, traitor Diomed ! — ^turn thy false fsu^e, thon traitor. 
And pay thy lifs thou owest me for my horse! 
Dio, Ha ! art thou there? 
Ajax, m fight with him alone : stand, Diomed. 
Dio, He is my prize. I will not look upon. 
Tro. Come, hotn, you cogging Greeks; nave at you both. 

[ExewiU fighting. 

Enter KvcrroiL 
Red, Yea, Troilus? 0, well fought, my youngest brother 1 

Enter Achilles. 

Achil. Now do I see thee, ha! have at thee, Hector! 

Hect. Pause, if thou wilt. 

Achil, I do disdain thy courtesy, proud Trojan : 
Be happy that my arms are out of use : 
My rest and nesheence befriends thee now, 
£ut thou anon snidt hear of me again ; 
Till when, go seek thy fortune. [EnU 

Hect. Fare thee well : — 

I would have been much more a fresher man 
Had I expected thee. — How now, my brother! 

Re-enter Troilus. 

Tro, Ajax hath ta'en ^neas : shall it be? 
No, by the flame of yonder glorious heaven, 
He shall not carry him; I'll oe ta'en too, 
Or bring him off: — fete, hear me what I say ! 
I reck not though I end my life to-day. [EodL 

Enter one in sumpttious armour, 

Hect Stand, stand, thou Greek ; thou art a goodly mark : — 
No? wilt thou not? — I like thy armour well; 
m frush it, and unlock the rivets all, 
But I'll be master of it : — ^Wilt thou not, beast, abide? 
Why then, fly on, I'll hunt thee for thy hide. [Exeunt. 



SCENE Yll.— Another Part oftlve Plains, 

Enter Achilles, with Myrmidons. 

AchiL Come here about me, you my Myrmidons; 
Mark what I say. — ^Attend me where I wheel : 
Strike not a stroke, but keep yourselves in breath: 
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And when I have the bloody Hector found, 

Empale him with your weapons round about ; 

In rellest manner execute your aims. 

Follow me, sirs, and my proceedings eye : — 

It is decreed Hector the great must die. [Exeunt 

Enter Mei^elaus and Pabis, fghting; tlien Thersitks. 

Ther, The cuckold and the cuckold-maker are at it. Now, 
bull! now, dog! 'Loo, Paris, *loo! now my double-henned 
sparrow! ^oo, Paris, 'loo! The bull has the game: — 'ware 
horns, ho! [Exeunt Pabis am, Menelaus. 

Enter Margabelon. 

Man Turn, slave, and fight. 

TTier. What art thou? 

Mar, A bastard son of Priam's. 

Ther, I am a bastard too ; I love bastards : I am a bas- 
tard begot, bastard instructed, bastard in mind, bastard 
in valour, in everything illegitimate. Que bear will not 
bite another, and wherefore should one bastard? Take 
heed, the quarrel's most ominous to us: if the son of a 
whore fight for a whore he tempts judgment: farewell, 
bastard. [Exit, 

Mar, The devil take thee, coward I [Exit, 



SCENE YUL— Another Part of the Plains. 

Enter Hecjtor. 

Hect. Most putrified core, so fair without. 
Thy goodly armour thus hath cost thy life. 
Now IS my day's work done : I'll take good breath : 
Best, sword ; thou hast thy fill of blood and death ! 

[Puts off his helmet and hangs his shield behind him. 

Enter Achilles and Mjrrmidons. 

Achil. Look, Hector, how the sun be^s to set; 
How ugly night comes breathing at hisbeels; 
Even with the vail and dark'ning of the sun. 
To close the day up, Hector's life is done. 

Hect. I am unarm'd; forego this vantage, Greek. 

Achil. Strike, fellows, strme; this is the man I seek. 

[H.ECTOB, faUs. 
So, Hion, fall thou next! now, Troy, sink down! 
Here lies thy heart, thy sinews, and thy bone. — 
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On, Myrmidons ; and cry yon all amain, 

Achilles hath (he mighty Hector slain, [A retreat sounded. 

Hark I a retire upon our Grecian part. 

Myr, The Trojan trumpets sound the like, my lord. 

Achil. The dragon wing of night overspreads the earth. 
And, stickler-like, the armies separate. 
My half-supp'd sword, that frankly would have fed, 
Pleas'd witn this dainty bait, thus goes to bed. — 

[Sheathes his svxyrd. 
Come, tie his body to my horse*s tail ; 
Along the field I will the Trojan trail [Exeunt. 



SCENE IX.—Another PaH of the Plains. 

Enter Agamemnon, Ajax, Menelaus, Nestor, Dio- 
MEDES, and others^ marching. Shouts icithin, 

Agam. Hark ! hark ! what shout is that? 

Nest. Peace, drums! 

[Within.'\ Achilles! Achilles! Hector's slain, Achilles ! 

Dio. The bruit is. Hector's slain, and by Achilles. 

Ajax. If it be so, yet bragless let it be ; 
Great Hector was a man as good as he. 

Agam. March patiently along. — Let one be sent 
To pra^ Achilles see us at our tent. — 
If in his death the gods have us befriended; 
Great Troy is ours, and our sharp wars are ended. 

[Exeunt, marching. 

SCENE '^..—A'nother Part of the Plains. 

Enter ^neas and Trojans. 

^ne. Stand, ho ! yet are we masters of the field : 
Never go home ; here starve we out the night. 

Enter Tboilus. 

Tro. Hector is slain. 

All. Hector ! — ^the gods forbid ! 

Tro. He's dead; and at the murderer's horse's tail. 
In beastly sort, dragg'd through the shameful field. — 
iVown on, you heavens, effect your rage with speed! 
Sit, gods, upon your thrones, and smile at Troy ! 
I say, at once let your brief plagues be mercy. 
And linger not our sure destructions on! 

Mne.M.j lord, you do discomfort all the host. 
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Tro, You nnderstand me not tliat tell xne so : 
I do not speak of flight, of fear, of death ; 
Bnt dare all imminence thatgods and nien 
Address their dangers in. Hector if gono ; 
Who shall tell Priam so, or Hecnba? 
Let him that will a screech-owl aye be called 
€k> in to Troy, and s^ there, Hector *8 dead : 
There is a word will Priam turn to stone ; 
Hake wells and Niobes of the maids and wives, 
Cold statues of the youth ; and, in a word. 
Scare Troy out of itsel£ But, march away : 
Hector is dead ; there is no more to say. 
Stay yet. — You vile abominable tents, 
!niQS proudly pight upon our Phrygian plains. 
Let Titan rise as early as he dare, 
m through and tlirough you! — ^And, thou great siz'd 

coward, 
Ko space of earth shall sunder our two hates : 
m haunt thee like a wicked conscience still. 
That mouldeth goblins swift as frenzy's thoughts. — 
Strike a free march to Troy! — ^with comfort go : 
Hope of revenge shall hide our inward woe. 

[Exeunt JE^mBAa and Trojans. 

As TsoiLXJS is going out, enter, from the otJier side, 

Pandabus. 

- Pan. But hear you, hear you! 

Tro, Hence, broker lackey ! ignomy and shame 
Pursue thy life, and live aye with thy name ! [ExU» 

Pan. A goodly medicine for my aching bones! — world! 
-world! world ! thus is the poor agent despised I traitors 
and bawds, how earnestly are you set at work, and how ill 
zequited ! Why should our endeavour be so loved, and the 
performance so loathed? what verse for it? what instance 
lor it? — ^Let me see : — 

Full merrily the humble bee doth sing 
Till he hath lost his honey and his sting ; 
And being once subdued in armed tail, 
Sweet honey and sweet notes together fall.— 

€k)od traders in the flesh, set this in your painted cloths. 
As many as be here of pander's hall, 
Your eyes, half out, weep out at Pandar's fall; 
Or, if you cannot weep, yet give some groans. 
Though not for me, yet for your aching bones. 
Bretmren and sisters of the old-door trade^ 
VOL. IV. 2 I 
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Some two months hence my will shall here be made : 

It should be now, but that my fear is this, — 

Some galled goose of Winchester would hiss : 

Till then 111 sweat, and seek about for eases; 

And, at that time, bequeath you my diseases, lExiL 
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